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            Come Closer

          

        

      

    

    
      Eve perched on the edge of our faded blue couch, cradling the delicate china mug in her hands as if it were a fragile secret. The steam from the peppermint tea curled around her face, mingling with the soft wisps of hair that framed her cheeks. Her eyes—bright with an idea—were fixed on mine, eager to spill her enthusiasm into our quiet afternoon.

      "So there's this salsa class," Eve began, breaking the comfortable silence that had settled between us.

      I took a slow sip of my own tea, feeling the warmth slide down my throat. "Salsa? Since when do you dance?"

      "Since never," she admitted with a sheepish grin. "But that's the point, right? Trying something new. They say it's like learning to speak another language with your body."

      Her words had a melody to them that made me chuckle. "That sounds…interesting."

      "It could be fun!" She set her mug down and leaned forward, her fingers dancing on her knees as if she could already feel the rhythm. "The problem is, it's a partner course."

      I raised an eyebrow at her predicament. Partner classes always seemed to come with their own set of complications. "Can't you go solo? They usually pair people up in those things."

      Eve shook her head, strands of brunette hair swaying with the motion. "It's not the same. Plus, what if I get stuck with someone who has even less rhythm than I do?"

      It was my turn to nod in understanding. I imagined a room full of mismatched duos stepping on toes and spinning out of sync—a comedic chaos.

      "That's why," she continued, locking eyes with me again, "I was hoping you'd sign up with me."

      I nearly snorted tea out of my nose. "Me? Dance?" I laughed outright this time. "Eve, I have two left feet—I'd be more likely to injure you than to lead you in a rumba."

      Her pout was almost audible. "Okay, okay," she acquiesced after a moment but then added slyly, "then how about Greg?"

      Greg—my husband—was not one to shy away from a dance floor. He had rhythm in his veins and a confidence that made him as good at following along at parties as he was leading conferences at work.

      "He'd probably love it," I mused aloud before doubt crept in through my words. "But should he really be your salsa partner?"

      "Why not?" Her voice took on an edge of mischief mixed with sincerity.

      My hesitation twisted inside me—a blend of feelings that surprised me by their intensity.

      "I don't know…" My thoughts were swirling like leaves caught in an autumn breeze.

      Eve reached for my hand across the coffee table littered with magazines and crumbs from earlier snacks.

      "Come on, Maya. It would help me so much if either you or Greg came with me. I don’t want to look like a lonely old maid.”

      I laughed. “Well, that’s what you get for refusing to settle down.”

      “I can’t help it if I haven’t found the perfect man like you did. Besides, I still have a lot of life left in me to live. No offense.”

      “None taken.” I sighed. “I guess you can ask Greg if he’s interested. He’s been busy with work though, so I wouldn’t get your hopes up.”

      “If I’m interested in what?” Greg’s voice sounded out behind me. He’d just come in from working in the garage and overheard the last part of our conversation.

      Eve's face lit up with an excitement that drew a soft, involuntary smile from my lips. "Salsa classes," she repeated with a buoyant tone that always made it hard to say no. "I need a partner. Maya here has already given up on her feet."

      Greg chuckled, wiping his hands on a rag as he stepped into the living room, his eyes meeting mine for just a fraction longer than necessary. There was an unspoken question there, one that I wasn't sure I had an answer to yet.

      He settled onto the armrest of the couch beside me and turned his attention to Eve. "Salsa, huh? What days are we talking about?"

      "Every Thursday evening at seven," she replied promptly, watching Greg closely. "It's not too late, and it only runs for eight weeks."

      He glanced at me again, probably sensing the same nervous energy that had coiled itself around my heart. "Sounds like it could be fun," he said after a moment’s thought. "But you know my schedule is packed with deliveries and client meetings. Not sure I can commit."

      Eve's expression faltered for a split second before she painted on her persuasive smile—a tool she wielded like an artist with her favorite brush. "Come on, Greg," she urged gently. "It's only one hour a week. Plus, it's good exercise and even better stress relief.”

      Greg rubbed the back of his neck thoughtfully, a habit when he was pondering something important. He looked between the two of us, seemingly weighing his options against invisible scales.

      "Alright," he finally conceded with a deep sigh that pulled another wave of tension through me. "I can rearrange some things. But only if Maya is okay with it."

      Their eyes fell on me once more, and I could feel the weight of expectation pressing against my chest. My mind raced with images of them together—moving to the rhythm, laughing and getting lost in the music.

      "I'm fine with it," I heard myself say before I could fully process my feelings—each word measured and deliberate. After all, Eve was right; exercise and stress relief were good for anyone, especially someone who worked as hard as him.

      But beneath that logical veneer was an unfamiliar flicker of jealousy that danced in my belly—the same way Eve wanted to dance with Greg.

      "You're sure?" Greg asked again, searching for any flicker of uncertainty.

      I nodded, forcing a smile that felt both genuine and fragile. "Positive. Go have fun."

      Eve squealed with delight and clapped her hands together. "This is going to be amazing! Thank you both so much!"

      We spent the rest of the evening discussing our past week, while I sat quietly with my thoughts swirling tumultuously within me—a storm brewing beneath calm seas.

      As they continued to chat excitedly about the upcoming salsa class, my mind couldn’t help but paint vivid pictures of their bodies entwined in dance, and I wondered why the concept stirred such discomfort in my belly. I’d always trusted Greg, and I trusted my best friend even more.

      Yet there it was—that small doubt that something might happen between them if they danced so closely together.
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        * * *

      

      That Thursday, Greg and Eve came home flushed and smiling. They burst through the door in a cacophony of laughter, each of them panting, trying to catch their breath. The energy they carried was infectious, and despite my apprehensions, I found myself smiling at their exhilaration.

      "Maya, you should've seen us! We were on fire!" Eve beamed, her eyes alight with excitement as she kicked off her shoes and twirled into the living room.

      Greg followed suit, though more subdued in his movements. He had sweat dampening the collar of his shirt and his hair was disheveled in a way that made him look rakishly charming. "Yeah," he agreed with a grin. "Eve's a quick learner. You would've been proud." Their eyes met for an instant before they both turned to me with expectant grins.

      Before I knew what was happening, they were demonstrating the steps they'd learned, Greg leading Eve gently but confidently through the basics they'd gone over in class. The living room became their stage as they moved together to a silent rhythm only they could hear.

      Their bodies were close—closer than I had imagined—and there was something undeniably sensual about the way their hips swayed in unison. My breath caught as Greg spun Eve around, her laughter ringing out like music. It wasn't just their physical proximity; it was the way they looked at each other with such intensity that suggested a passion that went beyond mere dancing.

      I should have felt jealous. I should have felt threatened by the way my husband effortlessly dipped my best friend, her trust evident in the relaxed arch of her back. But instead of jealousy, there was this strange heat unfurling within me—an arousal I hadn't anticipated.

      As they finished their impromptu show with Eve flushed and leaning heavily against Greg's chest, he glanced over at me. "What do you think?" he asked, still holding Eve close. They both seemed to exist in a space that crackled with something electric.

      "You two look... amazing together," I managed to say. My voice was steady despite the turmoil churning inside me.

      Greg offered his hand to me playfully. "Come on, Maya. Your turn to give it a shot."

      Eve stepped aside with a smile that suggested she understood far more than she let on. "He's right," she said encouragingly. "It's so much fun! And Greg is an incredible lead."

      I hesitated for a moment, feeling both daring and vulnerable all at once as I took Greg's hand and rose from my seat on the couch. The first steps were clumsy—a contrast to what I had just witnessed—but Greg guided me patiently through them.

      As we danced, something shifted within me; the jealousy I had braced for melted away under his touch, and the arousal intensified until it eclipsed all other emotions. I couldn't deny it any longer—not when every measured step brought our bodies closer or when his fingers traced patterns across my back.

      Our eyes met, and something passed between them. There were a million questions swimming in his gaze and there were a million questions burning in my mind. I pulled back suddenly, and excused myself to the bathroom. But when I returned, I saw them slow-dancing with Greg’s hand on Eve’s lower back.

      I knew then that I wanted more. “You two should get a room,” I said, only half teasing. The urge inside me to pull them both to the bedroom right that second was overwhelming.

      They separated, guilty looks on their faces even though they’d done nothing wrong. “My heart is still racing,” Eve said, glancing slowly up at my husband. But Greg’s eyes were fixed on me.

      After a beat, Greg turned back to Even and told her he’d walk her to the door. Even held up her hand and pinned him with a look. “I can walk myself to the door, but thank you.”

      Once she was gone, the emptiness was palpable. Greg unbuttoned the top of his shirt and I moved about the living room, collecting stray magazines and cups that needed to be cleaned. “Is everything okay?” Greg asked. “Are you still okay with me taking salsa classes?”

      I cleared my throat, still unable to make eye contact. “Yeah, yes. Of course. You two look beautiful together.”

      As I moved to the kitchen, I felt a strong hand grip my wrist. Greg spun me to him, a trick he’d learned in class, and I almost broke the glass I was holding. Greg brushed a strand of hair out of my face and planted a kiss on my forehead. “You are the only woman I care about.”

      “I never said I wasn’t.”

      His body tensed against mine. “No, but I can tell you were thinking it.”

      “You’re wrong. I was thinking something else.”

      He pressed his forehead to mine and asked, “What were you thinking, then?”

      My lips trembled as the words nearly tumbled out of my mouth. There was a blockage, a lump in my throat keeping me from saying what I really wanted to. Greg pressed his lips to mine, his tongue finding my tongue, and then he pulled back. “Tell me.”

      I could feel his erection against my stomach. I got the sense that, in that moment, he knew exactly what I was thinking. He wanted to hear it for himself.

      “I was thinking exactly what I said. You two look beautiful together.”

      “And?”

      I swallowed. “And it turned me on.”

      Greg growled against my jaw and picked up my ass until my legs were wrapped around him, cup and magazines be damned. He carried me to the nearest wall and tugged my panties to the side while I unfastened his pants. His kiss was rough and hard as he thrust into me, making me come faster than ever before. He squeezed my breasts and pumped harder inside me until we both were clawing at each other and coming simultaneously.

      “Fuck,” he breathed, panting against my chest. “Did you mean what you said?”

      “Yes,” I breathed. “But I don’t know what to do about it.”

      He lifted his head, his eyes searching mine. “What do you mean? There’s nothing to be done.”

      “What if Eve likes you too? Now that you guys are getting closer? What if…”

      “Are you saying you want to have a threesome?”

      I climbed out of his embrace, feeling his cock slide out of me and his cum drip down my thighs. “I don’t know what I want. All I know is that it turns me on to see you two together.”

      He touched my shoulders and kissed the top of my head. “Maybe you should discuss this with Eve.”

      My laugh was hollow. “How? How exactly do I bring that up?”

      He shrugged. “You two are close. I’m sure sex isn’t a new topic of conversation.”

      “No, but a threesome is.”

      “It’s up to you, honey. We don’t have to do anything about this. But if you want to go further, you’re going to have to talk to Eve regardless.”

      “What if you talk to her? During your next class?”

      “Me?”

      “Yeah. When you’re grinding all over her, you could tell her what we want. What I want. She’ll be so swept up in the moment that she’ll probably agree.”

      “I don’t know…”

      I cupped his face, my eyes pleading. “Please,” I begged. “Consider it.”

      He kissed my nose and then my lips. “Alright. For you, I’ll consider it.”
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        * * *

      

      The next time they came back from dance class, Eve wore an expression that told me Greg had followed through on his promise.

      The air in the room was thick with tension, a mix of excitement and a slight trepidation that hummed through my veins like a lingering melody. Greg’s gaze flitted between Eve and me, a silent question in his eyes—had he done the right thing?

      Eve, with the grace of a dancer, closed the distance between us. Her smile was one of anticipation, her eyes sparkling with an inner fire that matched the flush on her cheeks. Without speaking, she sat beside me on the plush couch, her thigh brushing against mine. Her hand found mine, fingers entwining with an intimacy that transcended our usual friendship.

      "Maya," Eve began, her voice barely above a whisper but every syllable laced with intent. "I have something to confess."

      Greg remained by the door, leaning against the frame as if giving us space to navigate the uncharted waters that lay ahead.

      Eve took a deep breath and her next words came out in a rush, sweeping away any remaining uncertainty. "Greg asked me today... if I'd be interested in being with you both."

      A look passed between Greg and me. "And you're here," I managed to say, my breath catching at the implication.

      Her laugh was like wind chimes—gentle and light. "I'm here," she agreed, leaning in closer until I could feel her breath on my skin.

      Her lips met mine with a boldness that left no room for doubt about her answer. The kiss was soft at first but soon deepened. As we kissed, I felt her hands beginning to explore; they traced along my arms before slipping under my shirt to caress my breasts.

      I mirrored her actions, feeling the curves and contours of Eve's body with growing urgency. My fingers danced across the fabric covering her back before slowly pulling down the zipper of the sundress she still wore from their dance class.

      Greg's presence loomed behind us, his breathing heavy with arousal as he watched us shed layer after layer. The air buzzed with electricity—the kind that sparked when inhibitions were tossed aside and raw passion took over.

      Greg approached gradually as if unsure whether his presence would disrupt or enhance the moment unfolding before him. But there was no mistaking the heat in his eyes or the bulge straining against his slacks—he was as aroused as we were.

      He kneeled behind me, whispering words of encouragement as his hands found their way to unclasp my bra with practiced ease.

      “May I?” he asked quietly.

      My heart raced and I nodded without hesitation. With Greg's strong hands guiding me back against his chest and Eve's gentle touch parting my thighs, I felt more exposed than ever before. Yet somehow, in that moment, I'd never felt safer or more desired.

      Eve's lips brushed against my neck, sending shivers down my spine, while her fingers trailed lower. Anticipation pooled in my stomach as her fingertips danced over my panties, teasingly close to my aching center.

      "Eve," I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily against her touch.

      Eve's response was a throaty chuckle that sent vibrations through my entire body. "Mmm, I can feel just how much you want this," she purred, her words tickling my earlobe and sending shivers down my spine. Slowly, agonizingly so, she slipped her fingers beneath the lace of my panties, her touch feather-light against my wetness.

      "Oh god, Eve," I moaned, my eyes squeezing shut as pleasure radiated through me. Greg's strong hands drew me back against him, his erection pressing insistently against my backside.

      "That's it," he growled against my ear, his breath hot and ragged in my ear. "Let her make you feel good."

      I couldn't form words, reduced to a mess of moans and gasps as Eve's fingers continued their exploration. Her touch grew bolder, circling my swollen clit before plunging inside me, crooking her fingers in a way that had me arching off the couch.

      "God, you're so wet," Eve breathed, her voice a mixture of awe and desire. "You've been waiting for this, haven't you?"

      I could only nod, my entire body focused on the incredible sensations coursing through me. Greg's hands continued to explore my body, cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples.

      "I can't take it anymore," I whimpered, my hips bucking against Eve's skilled fingers. "I'm going to come."

      "That's it, Maya," Eve encouraged, her pace never faltering. "Let it out. I want to feel every last shudder."

      With her words, the dam broke, and waves of pleasure crashed over me, stealing my breath away. Eve stayed with me, her fingers working me through every last tremor until I collapsed back against Greg's chest, spent and panting.

      Once I’d come down, I slipped out from between them and got on my knees beside the couch. I unfastened Greg’s pants and pulled out his long, thick cock. Eve stared at it hungrily, licking her lips as I stroked him. Greg moaned and removed his shirt as I told Eve, “Now I want to see you suck him. Make my husband come.”

      Eve’s eyes widened and she lowered down, parting her lips. Her gaze locked with mine, a silent exchange of trust and desire hanging between us. She wrapped her hand around the base of Greg's cock, giving it a slow, exploratory stroke as her tongue flicked out to taste the drop of precum that glistened at the tip.

      Greg let out a deep groan, his hand finding its way into Eve's hair, guiding without pushing—a gentle suggestion of rhythm. "Yes, just like that," he encouraged, his voice strained with need.

      I watched, transfixed as Eve took him in her mouth, sinking down until he touched the back of her throat. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment before she pulled back, then dived down again, establishing a pace that had Greg's breath hitching.

      "That feels... incredible," Greg managed to grunt between clenched teeth, his muscles flexing as he fought to stay still.

      I could feel my own desire reigniting at the sight of my best friend pleasuring my husband. "You're so good at this," I whispered hoarsely beside them. "Take him deep, Eve."

      She responded with renewed vigor, taking him deeper each time, her hands now fondling his balls in a gentle caress. The sound of wet suction filled the room along with Greg's low moans and the sporadic sound of my own aroused breathing.

      Greg's fingers tightened in Eve's hair, a sure sign he was close. "Maya," he gasped out, seeking my eyes. There was an unspoken question there—permission or perhaps reassurance.

      I nodded emphatically, mouthing 'yes' for only him to see.

      Eve seemed to sense the shift too; she doubled her efforts, bobbing her head faster while one hand slipped beneath herself. I could see her fingers moving rapidly between her legs; she was getting off on this just as much as we were.

      Greg's breath became ragged and uneven. "Eve... I'm—" His warning was all but lost as his hips bucked slightly forward and he let out a guttural cry.

      Eve didn't falter; she kept him lodged deep in her mouth as he spilled himself into her, swallowing reflexively around him. His entire body tensed then shuddered violently before gradually softening.

      When finally she released him from her mouth with an audible pop, she looked up at us both with a gleam in her eye and licked her lips.

      Greg collapsed back onto the couch for a moment before he was hard again. “I want to see you fuck her,” I told him, surprised by my own boldness. “And I want you to eat me out while she rides you.”

      Eve and Greg exchanged glances and shuffled out of the rest of their clothes. Eve’s body was divine, I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.

      Eve straddled him, her thighs framing his hips. I moved towards them, positioning myself over Greg's face, feeling the heat of his breath against my core.

      "Kiss me, Eve," I whispered, leaning down towards her slightly parted lips.

      Our mouths met in a hungry dance as I felt Greg's tongue dart out to taste me. Eve began to rock gently against him, guiding him inside her with a soft gasp that vibrated against my lips. The fullness of their connection was mirrored by the intensity of our kiss, and our mutual moans blended into one symphony of pleasure.

      Greg's hands roamed up my thighs, gripping firmly before spreading me wider for his devouring mouth. His tongue swirled and flicked in all the right places, sending shivers up my spine. I reached out and cupped Eve's breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples in firm circles that made her buck into Greg even harder.

      "Yes," she breathed into my mouth. "Just like that."

      Greg's movements became more deliberate beneath me as he alternated between long licks and short, teasing flicks. I could tell he was watching us with ravenous eyes, fueling his desire with every touch and kiss we shared.

      Eve matched her rhythm to Greg's—up and down—grinding herself onto him in a slow burn that promised to set us all alight. As her pace quickened, so did Greg's tongue; every thrust from Eve sent waves of ecstasy crashing through my body.

      My hands tangled in Eve's hair, pulling her closer until there was no space between our bodies. I could feel the tension coiling tight in my belly.

      As Eve rode Greg with increasing speed, his fingers dug into my hips, pulling me down harder against his face. My breath caught in my throat as pleasure mounted within me.

      "I'm... close," I stuttered out between ragged breaths.

      "Me too," Eve moaned above us, her movements becoming erratic.

      Greg grunted beneath us both, signaling he was on the brink again as well. Our collective climax built like a gathering storm until it broke over us all at once. Waves of pure bliss washed through me as I came hard against Greg's mouth. At the same moment, Eve arched beautifully as she found her release atop Greg's cock which pulsed inside her one final time before he too surrendered to the overwhelming sensation.

      We collapsed together—Eve dismounting first to collapse beside Greg on the couch while I slid off him and curled into his other side. We lay there panting and spent; our shared satiation was palpable in the air of the dimly lit room.

      Finally catching our breaths—and our senses—we exchanged satisfied smiles and soft kisses, basking in the afterglow of my new fantasy.

      Eve's laughter, light and musical, broke the comfortable silence. "Wow, you two could seriously consider a career in synchronized swimming. The coordination is spot on."

      Greg chuckled, his chest still heaving slightly as he turned to look at her. "Only if it includes the special underwater maneuver we just perfected."

      I playfully slapped his arm, my voice a mock scold. "Greg! You're terrible!" But the grin on my face betrayed my amusement.

      He kissed the top of my head, a tender gesture amidst our teasing. "You love it," he murmured, and I couldn't help but nod, because I did, deeply and irrevocably.

      Eve propped herself up on an elbow, her gaze flitting between us. "I'm just glad to be privy to such... exclusive performances," she said with a wink.

      "And we couldn't have asked for a more gorgeous guest star," I replied, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear.

      She blushed prettily, a smile spreading across her features. "So," she started in a playful tone, "how often do you guys hold auditions?"

      Greg raised an eyebrow in feigned thoughtfulness. "Hmm, what do you think, Maya? Should we make this a regular gig?"

      I pretended to ponder for a moment before answering with exaggerated seriousness. "Well, there are benefits to having a resident third... including but not limited to repeated performances of what we've just experienced."

      We all laughed again, the sound mingling with the soft hum of the city night outside.

      Cuddling closer together under the warm embrace of the dimmed lights, I felt my heart swell with an emotion that was altogether new yet wonderfully familiar. Here was something precious—a deeper connection I never thought possible.

      "So," Greg broke through my reverie with a sly grin, "same time next week?"

      Eve nodded. With that settled, I nestled closer into Greg's side while Eve did the same on his other end. We lay there in silence for a while longer, each lost in our thoughts.

      As sleep began to claim us one by one, I couldn’t help but feel grateful for this moment—this perfect blend of love and friendship that had blossomed in the most unexpected way. In this quiet room with these two beautiful souls beside me, I knew we'd created something truly special. And I couldn’t wait to experience even more.
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      I remember the hush that fell over Abby's sunlit bedroom, the way the sheer curtains billowed slightly with a lazy afternoon breeze, carrying in the scent of freshly cut grass and summer freedom. Abby had this Cheshire Cat grin on her face when she told me her goal for the summer, and I'll admit, my heart did this funny little skip before it started pounding away.

      "So you're seriously going to try to seduce your new older neighbor? What’s his name? Eric?" I managed to squeak out, flopping back onto her bed. The sheets were cool against my skin, a stark contrast to the heat that flushed my cheeks. “He’s like…in his 40s, isn’t he? I mean…he’s old enough to be—”

      Abby bounced next to me, her long blonde hair tumbling around her face like a sun-kissed waterfall. "Absolutely," she declared with a giggle. "I mean, who cares how old he is. Have you seen him? Those arms could probably bench press a small car."

      I couldn't disagree; the image of Eric mowing his lawn shirtless last weekend was burned into my memory. My mouth went dry at the thought. "But is he... I mean, he's not married or anything, right?"

      She shook her head while smiling like euphoria was a drug shooting through her veins. "Nope! He's as single as a dollar bill. Divorced and he seems so lonely. Honestly, it's like he's just waiting for someone to come along and light up his life."

      The thought of Abby lighting up anyone's life wasn't unfamiliar; she had this infectious energy about her that drew people in like moths to a flame. But the older man next door? He was... well, he was different. Older, sure, but there was a depth in his eyes that suggested those added years were full of stories and unhealed wounds.

      "And you're just going to be... what? His little ray of sunshine?" I asked skeptically, though a part of me—the part that had been secretly eyeing Eric from behind the safety of Abby’s curtains—was intrigued by her audacity.

      Abby rolled on top of me suddenly, pinning my arms with surprising strength as she peered down into my eyes. "Kaitlyn," she said seriously, "I'm going to be more than that. I'm going to be his solar flare." Her tone dropped an octave and carried a hint of something darker, more carnal.

      I swallowed hard as our gazes locked. There was an electric charge in the air between us—something that wasn’t unusual in our friendship, though I’d never been sure if Abby felt the same charge or if it was merely one-sided.

      "So," she whispered conspiratorially, her lips curled in a mischievous smile inches from mine, "will you help me? Maybe I’ll even share him with you if you want."

      Adrenaline coursed through me. Abby was close enough to kiss, and even though I wasn’t the type to go after an older man—or hell, even flaunt my body—the prospect of doing anything with Abby was enough to get my heart rate up.

      With a shaky breath that was part excitement and part apprehension, I nodded slowly. "Okay, count me in."
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        * * *

      

      The next day, with the sun casting a golden hue over the neatly trimmed grass, Abby and I sauntered into her backyard. My tiny bikini felt like it was barely there, each step making me acutely aware of the fabric hugging my skin, but Abby wore hers with a confidence that made her seem almost regal. She headed straight for the lawn chairs, tossing her towel over one with a flourish.

      My eyes couldn't help but drift to the fence line where Eric was, his back to us, the weed whacker humming in his hands. His shoulders were broad and tanned, muscles rippling under the strain of his task—like an ancient Greek god disguised as a suburban warrior. The sweat shimmered on his back, tracing lines down his spine that my eyes eagerly followed.

      I watched as he paused his work momentarily, wiping his brow with the back of his hand before turning slightly towards us. There was a brief moment our eyes met—the most intense shade of blue I'd ever seen—and I felt caught in his gaze. He quickly looked away, feigning intense interest in a particularly stubborn weed.

      "Kaitlyn," Abby whispered to me while lying back on her towel, her voice carrying a mix of excitement and impish delight. "He's totally checking you out."

      I blushed furiously at her words, my heart hammering against my ribs like it wanted to burst free from my chest. "No way," I murmured back. "He's way out of my league. And besides, he's your mission."

      Abby propped herself up on her elbows, grinning wickedly at me. "Girl, have you seen yourself? You’re gorgeous. And it’s not like there are any rules when it comes to seducing neighbors."

      I couldn't help but laugh softly at her outrageousness. It was so Abby to encourage open competition. But part of me—perhaps the part that had agreed to this whole summer scheme—wondered if maybe she had a point.

      As Eric turned off the weed whacker and leaned it against the side of the house, he pulled off his gloves and walked towards a cooler by his back door. We both watched him pop open a bottle of water and drink deeply—a long, intoxicating gulp that seemed almost choreographed for our benefit.

      Even from here I could see the light stubble lining his jaw—a rough contrast to the smooth skin on his chest that tensed and relaxed with each movement.

      Abby nudged me with her foot, knocking me out of my trance. “See something you like?” she teased under her breath.

      “Shut up,” I whispered fiercely through clenched teeth though I couldn’t stop the giggles from bubbling up from my throat.

      “Imagine those hands,” Abby mused dreamily as she adjusted her sunglasses and leaned back once again like she was presenting herself to the sun—no, to Eric—as an offering.

      I rolled my eyes but didn’t protest because honestly? I was imagining it too. I pictured those large hands not just skillfully navigating garden tools but also tracing lines along my own skin—an errant thought that made warmth bloom low in my belly.

      When Eric caught our eye again, he gave a small nod and an enigmatic smile before heading back inside, leaving a trail of subtle mystery in his wake. His departure sent a ripple of disappointment through me, I wasn't ready for the show to end.

      Abby bounced up from her towel like she was riding on springs. "We need our sink fixed," she declared out of nowhere, her eyes glinting with the kind of mischief that always spelled trouble—or adventure, depending on how you looked at it.

      "Abby," I tried to protest, my voice trailing off into a sigh because I knew that look. "We can’t just go over there and—"

      She cut me off with a wave of her hand. "Nonsense! It's the perfect excuse."

      I trailed behind her, my hesitance tangling up in the sway of my hips. As we reached Eric’s door, I found myself smoothing down my chestnut hair, suddenly self-conscious. Abby rapped on the door and then pressed her face against the window, trying to see inside. Caught between wanting to pull her away and not wanting to miss a moment of Eric's reaction, I found myself mirroring her posture.

      The door swung open, and there he was. His hair was a little disheveled now, as if he'd been running his fingers through it while contemplating some deep thought. Nervousness seemed mixed with amused curiosity.

      "Oh hey," Abby greeted him with exaggerated surprise. "Our sink is acting up something terrible and we have no idea how to deal with it. You wouldn't happen to know a thing or two about plumbing, would you?"

      His gaze shifted between us before landing on me. "I might know a thing or two," Eric said slowly. "But I’m not sure if I should—"

      Abby pulled out her best pout, lips pushed forward in a display that would have made cartoon characters envious. She even went so far as to bat her eyelashes—a performance worthy of an Oscar.

      Eric's resistance visibly crumbled. He stepped aside, waving us in with a resigned chuckle. "Alright, let me grab my tools."

      Once inside his house—a space that smelled like sandalwood and leather—I felt Abby's earlier confidence infecting me too. We wandered into his kitchen, where the air was cooler and filled with the aroma of fresh coffee.

      Eric—still shirtless and dripping with clean sweat—disappeared into his garage and returned a few long moments later with his toolbox. When he saw us, he cleared his throat. “Sorry, I…um…couldn’t find it at first.”

      Abby and I exchanged glances. It was clear Eric knew what Abby was up to and he was fighting the temptation. It was also clear that he was losing that fight badly.

      “Lead the way,” he said which made Abby smirk. She turned her back to him and sashayed her hips on her way out his back door. I caught him staring at her ass, but when he noticed me looking, he averted his gaze.

      We followed Abby, Eric and I practically side by side. “She’s a firecracker, that one,” Eric told me. I swallowed and nodded in agreement. I was close to him. Much closer than Abby had gotten so far.

      “Pretty too,” I added, partly because it was the truth and partly because I wanted to help Abby with her mission of seducing him. “I’m envious.”

      “You shouldn’t be,” he said, his words strained. “You’re gorgeous…I mean, pretty too.”

      We reached Abby’s house and entered through her back door. It all felt like a little secret from the neighborhood. By avoiding the front lawns, no one could see what we were up to, or that a forty-something man was hanging out with two eighteen year-olds in bikinis.

      Once inside Abby’s house, Eric bent under the sink, the muscles of his arms tensed and flexed in a way that demanded attention. Abby leaned against the counter beside me, whispering scandalous suggestions of what we could do with our gracious helper after he fixed our non-existent problem.

      "You're terrible," I murmured back with a smile that faltered only slightly as Eric glanced up at us from his crouched position.

      "Everything alright over there?" He asked with an arched eyebrow that suggested he knew exactly what kind of game we were playing.

      "Just dandy," Abby chirped before winking at me.

      And despite the guilt that tickled at my conscience for this wild charade and the uncertainty twisting in my stomach about what all this might lead to—the vivid image of Eric’s blue eyes laughing into mine felt like something deliciously complicated yet utterly irresistible.

      My heart was thumping in a rhythm that felt too loud, too alive. I took a step closer, just behind where Eric was crouched. His scent was stronger now, musk and hard work, and it made my skin tingle.

      "I think I might have an idea of the problem," he mumbled, half to himself and half to us. His voice had a gravelly tone that was unexpectedly stirring.

      Abby nudged me gently. It was a silent instruction to make my move—to be part of this reckless summer quest. I hesitated for a fraction of a moment, then knelt down beside him.

      Eric glanced at me, his eyes clouded with a question or maybe it was desire—it was hard to tell through the haze of my own budding arousal. His gaze dropped quickly when he caught sight of the flimsy fabric barely covering my chest.

      The air between us felt heavy, charged with desire. Abby cleared her throat deliberately and I realized we were both holding our breath.

      "Really? What's that?" Abby's voice pulled Eric's attention back into the moment.

      He pointed to some pipes. "There might be some gunk built up here, but honestly, it looks like everything is functioning just fine."

      "Oh," Abby feigned disappointment before perking up almost instantly with an idea that seemed too deviously perfect for her usual spur-of-the-moment antics. "Well then, maybe you could stay for a drink? We've got some iced tea in the fridge or...something stronger if you're interested."

      Eric straightened up, his gaze lingering on me again before moving to Abby. It was as though he saw through our ruse with an unsettling clarity but found himself drawn in regardless. "I really shouldn't—"

      "But you want to," Abby cut in smoothly.

      I watched him wrestle with himself: the lines on his forehead deepening and then smoothing out as though he'd come to some internal resolution. There was no denying the magnetic pull Abby wielded, nor could I deny my own curiosity about what it would be like—to be the object of such clear desire from a man like Eric.

      "I guess one wouldn't hurt," he said finally. His words seemed reluctant but there was an undercurrent of hunger that matched the pulse racing under my skin.

      Abby's grin spread across her face like she'd won a prize and she bounced off towards the fridge. I stood up slowly, hyper-aware of Eric's eyes tracking my movement.

      "Let me help you with that," I said softly, following Abby’s lead into temptation.

      Eric watched us—two young women in bikinis—each step and sway punctuated by the beat of summer heat and youthful daring. The space around us thrummed with possibilities as dangerous and inviting as diving into an unknown ocean.

      We all settled around Abby's kitchen table with our glasses of iced tea. Abby's vivacious laughter filled the air as she crossed her legs, the soles of her feet brushing against Eric's calf in a move that was anything but accidental. "You know," she said with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes, "I've always believed summer is for new experiences."

      Eric shifted uncomfortably, his strong hands wrapped around the glass, condensation beading on his knuckles. "Is that so?" His question was cautious, but his voice was tinged with interest.

      "Yeah," Abby continued, leaning closer to him. "You know, like skinny dipping under the moonlight or—"

      It was then that she threw her head back dramatically, interrupting herself with a groan. "Ugh, my neck is killing me," she complained, working her fingers over her shoulder blades. "You look like you could give a killer massage," she said to Eric with a hopeful lilt in her voice.

      Eric cleared his throat and glanced at me before looking back at Abby. Despite the heat around us, I could tell he felt a chill of reservation. "Uh—I don't think that's a good idea," he demurred softly.

      Abby shrugged it off with an infectious laugh. "Fine, be that way!" Then, without missing a beat, she turned to me. "Kaitlyn?"

      I blinked at her, caught off guard by the sudden attention. "Me?"

      "Mm-hmm." Abby's gaze locked onto mine. It was a dare; one I knew all too well from our years of friendship.

      So I mustered my courage and stood behind her, my hands settling hesitantly on her shoulders as I began to knead the tension away from the muscles beneath her sun-warmed skin. Abby let out a contented sigh and closed her eyes, giving herself over to my touch.

      It was then that I noticed Eric shifting in his seat, trying not to show that he was affected by the scene playing out before him—but it was no use. There was an undeniable bulge in his jeans that betrayed his arousal.

      Caught up in the moment's electricity—a mix of Abby's moans and Eric's barely concealed desire—I found myself leaning down to whisper in Abby's ear. "Am I doing it right?"

      Her eyes fluttered open and met mine with something new and dangerous gleaming within them. In an instant, she turned over her shoulder and pressed her lips against mine in a kiss that sent shockwaves down my spine.

      The kiss was soft and exploratory. My heart raced; I wanted this—the warmth of Abby’s lips, the possibility of Eric watching us—and yet I hesitated, guilt and uncertainty swirling within me.

      Pulling back just enough to catch my breath but not enough to disconnect completely, I gazed into Abby’s eyes seeking reassurance. What we were doing was wild and reckless—everything that embodied Abby but so foreign to me.

      She smiled against my lips before pulling away completely and glancing over at Eric whose jaw had tightened ever so slightly as he watched us with rapt attention. There were no words spoken for several heartbeats; just charged silence filled with emotional currents too complex to dissect in the humidity of the summer afternoon.

      “I should go,” Eric said suddenly as if he was afraid of what he might do if he stayed.

      Abby laughed lightly, a sound that always seemed to bubble up from a wellspring of mischief within her. "You sure you don't want to stay for the real show?"

      Eric brushed a hand through his damp hair, the beads of sweat on his forehead speaking to the heat that was clearly not just due to the weather. He stood from the table with an abruptness that betrayed his inner turmoil. "I think—I need a shower," he stuttered out, his usually confident voice carrying an octave of uncertainty.

      As he turned towards the door, Abby called out after him, her voice playful yet edged with a hint of desire. "You know, we could help with that; conserve water and all that good stuff."

      But Eric didn't bite. Instead, he cast us one last complicated look before exiting quickly—the slam of the screen door echoing like a gavel sentencing us to our own simmering emotions.

      I looked at Abby, her lips still moist from our shared kiss. "Abby, what are we doing?" I whispered.

      She reached over and squeezed my hand gently. "Exploring," she said simply as though it were the most natural thing in the world. "Exploring what summer has to offer before life gets serious and college starts dictating our every move."

      Taking a deep breath, I felt my body still buzzing from her touch, from the closeness of our interaction and the possibility of what it could lead to with Eric—before it had been so abruptly severed.

      "We should sneak into his house," Abby arose and stretched languidly. “Maybe we could catch him in the shower.”

      My heart raced at the thought. “Abby, I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.”

      She smirked. “You sound just like him. It’s like you two were made for each other. But stop being a wuss and join me.” With that, she took my hand and pulled me out of her house. I should’ve fought her or hung back, but the curiosity that bubbled inside me was too strong. What did an older man like Eric look like naked? I wanted to know.

      My heart pounded as we sneaked across the sun-drenched lawn to Eric's house. The thrill of doing something so daring mixed with the lingering taste of Abby's kiss had my senses heightened to an almost painful degree. My skin prickled with excitement and something else—anticipation, maybe? Fear? Both feelings were strange bedfellows within me.

      The door was unlocked almost as if Eric wanted us to follow him inside. We tiptoed through the familiar yet alien space of Eric's house, our footsteps silenced by the thick carpet. The sound of running water guided us like sirens to sailors until we stood outside his bathroom door.

      Through the frosted glass, we could see the vague outline of his body moving under the water's cascade. Steam curled out from under the door and I could hardly breathe—whether from lack or surfeit of air, I wasn't sure.

      The sound of wet skin slapping mixed with his grunts told us one thing. He was jerking off. Abby and I exchanged a look, her eyebrows wiggling. “Looks like he came over to fantasize about the little show we put on. Let's give him a real show," Abby whispered devilishly, untying the top to her bikini and letting it fall from her chest. Her bare breasts came into view and my mouth went dry.

      I followed suit more slowly, peeling off my own bikini until I was standing beside her completely naked. Our eyes locked again and this time there was no hesitation; we were in this together.

      Abby didn't wait for further permission. She opened the door and steam billowed out around us as we entered the bathroom like two nymphs drawn towards a bathing god. Eric turned abruptly at the intrusion, water slicking down his chiseled chest. His eyes widened not just in surprise but hunger too—I saw it flash across his features before he could mask it.

      "Abby... Kaitlyn... what are—" His protest morphed into a restrained groan as Abby approached him with determined steps.

      I hung back for a moment longer than Abby did before joining them in the shower's embrace. I had the full picture now of what Eric looked like naked. His lower half was just as muscular as his upper half, but between his legs was the most intimidating cock I’d ever seen. Not that I’d seen many.

      It was long and thick, but bare of pubic hair. He liked to keep it neat and clean and that only made me want him more. Above all of that was the fact that it was rock hard which made it longer and thicker than usual.

      “You shouldn’t be here,” he said, his gaze moving from Abby’s naked body to mine. “This isn’t right. I’m too old for you…”

      Abby wrapped her fingers around his cock and tilted her head. “Shouldn’t we be the ones to decide that?” The silence that followed was all she needed. She dropped to her knees, the water cascading down her face as her lips parted, ready to take him into her mouth.

      I stepped in the shower and pulled the curtain back. I’d never seen Abby like this before; naked, on her knees ready to please a man. I was dripping wet which was fortunately masked by the water dripping down our bodies.

      With her tongue outstretched, Abby swallowed his cock eliciting a deep groan from Eric. His fingers wove through her hair and seemed to hesitate between pulling her off and pulling her closer.

      I felt like an awkward third wheel wanting to play with myself but being too self-conscious to do it in front of them. My nipples were hard and my clit sparked with need.

      Eric noticed, but he was tender and slow with me as if he was afraid I might break. He cupped my face while Abby swallowed his cock, gagging like some kind of porn star. Eric, between groans, leaned in and captured my mouth with his, gently sliding his tongue over my lower lip.

      His forehead pressed to mine and he cursed under his breath. His hand then trailed from my cheek to my neck and down over my breasts. He ran the back of his hand over me, his knuckles grazing my hardened nipple, sending a shudder through me. My eyes fluttered closed and when they opened, they found a tense expression on Eric’s face.

      “Fuck, Abby. I’m going to come if you don’t quit it.”

      She pulled off long enough to say, “Do it. I want to taste you.”

      Eric’s eyes rolled back and he gripped her hair tighter in his fingers. He was no longer looking at me or touching me and it made me as jealous as it did aroused to watch the two of them get lost in each other. He thrust his hips, inching further down her throat until he let out growl so deep it was primal.

      Then he froze, shooting his cum down my best friend’s throat. I watched her throat bob with each swallow as she drank him like he was the most delicious taste on earth. When she pulled back, a small stream of cum dripped down her chin before the water washed it away.

      Eric leaned against the shower wall and stared at us. “There,” he said. “You’ve had your fun. But we can’t go further than that.”

      Abby pouted but gave in for now. “Come on, Kaitlyn. I feel like watching a movie anyway.” She pulled me out of the shower and we grabbed our bikinis before returning back home.
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        * * *

      

      We sat in silence for the longest time, Abby curled up on her bed while I perched at the edge of it. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, mostly circling back to the vision of Eric's pleasure-stricken face. His sounds reverberated in my memory like a haunting melody.

      Abby broke the silence first. "So?" she started, a wicked glint in her eye. "What did you think?"

      I shuffled uncomfortably, my gaze fixed on my twiddling thumbs. "It was... intense," I admitted. My voice was barely above a whisper. "And kind of beautiful?"

      She laughed then, sitting up. "Oh my god. Please tell me you’re not a virgin.”

      “What? I didn’t say that…”

      “You are! You are! Kaitlyn, girl, you're like a volcano waiting to erupt." She paused, studying me with serious eyes. "You want him. Oh, and wouldn’t he be the perfect man to be your first?"

      I opened my mouth to protest but closed it again, knowing it would be a lie.

      "Maybe you should go back," she suggested with a mischievous grin, as if reading my thoughts.

      "No." I shook my head more out of fear than conviction. "He said we couldn't go any further."

      Abby shrugged and stretched her arms above her head—her movement was all grace and fluidity—a cat basking in the warmth of the sun. "Eric might play by those silly little rules for now, but wait 'til he gets a real taste of what he's missing."

      The idea of it sent another jolt through me; my skin tingled at the mere thought.

      She jumped off the bed and breezed to her closet, pulling out a sheer sundress that left little to the imagination. "Here's what you're going to do," she started as she pressed the dress into my hands without asking if I wanted it. "Every evening around 7, he goes outside to grill himself a lonely little dinner. You're going to wear this tonight and go see him."

      My cheeks flushed at the idea of wearing something so revealing.

      "No bra, no panties," she added with a smirk that knew no bounds.

      "Abby!" I protested even though part of me was already considering it.

      She plopped down beside me again and took my hand in hers. Her touch was warm and reassuring. "Kaitlyn," she began softly, "you're gorgeous and desirable and full of this fiery passion just waiting to be let out." She squeezed my hand gently and looked deep into my eyes. "Don't let that go to waste because you're scared."

      Her words were a balm to my insecurities; they wrapped around me like an armor as I considered her proposal.

      As the sun began its descent painting the sky in hues of orange and pink, I found myself walking toward Eric's house—Abby’s sundress clinging to every curve on my body, nothing between me and the fabric but my own heated skin.

      My heart raced as I saw Eric turning meat over on his grill; his muscles flexed under his shirt every time he moved.

      "Kaitlyn," he said with genuine surprise when he caught sight of me. “Where’s Abby?”

      I took a deep breath before answering. "Why? Would you prefer her?”

      Eric looked hurt. “No, no. That’s not what I meant. I’m glad you’re here alone. Abby’s been a little more than I can handle lately. I shouldn’t have done what I did earlier.”

      I shrugged. “Yeah, well, we shouldn’t have snuck into your shower.”

      Eric swallowed and put his grilled meat on a plate. It did look lonely. I pictured him eating by himself and my heart swelled with sadness. “Does that mean you regret it? Because I didn’t mean—”

      “No,” I interrupted. “No, I don’t regret it at all. I just meant…well, do you regret it?”

      Eric’s gaze held mine for a long moment. “No. Not in the way you’re asking. But you two are too young for me. You should be hanging out with guys your age. I mean, what kind of man am I to be entertaining two college girls like this? And I mean, Abby is one thing, but you…you should find someone special.”

      “Because I’m too inexperienced for you?”

      He sighed. “No. Because this isn’t how you want your first time to be. I promise.”

      My body tensed. “How…how did you know I was a virgin?”

      He smiled. “Lucky guess.”

      I felt humiliated and turned my face so he couldn’t see. “Well, then. I guess I’ll leave you to your dinner.” I turned to walk away when I felt Eric’s strong grip around my wrist.

      “Kaitlyn, I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “I know,” I said, still too ashamed to face him. “But it does upset me. That I’m not good enough for you.”

      Eric pulled me into his body, my back to his chest. He wrapped his arms around my waist and buried his face in my hair. “You are too good for me, Kaitlyn.” He pressed his pelvis against my ass and I could feel his erection through the fabric, making me gasp. “See how much I want you? How much you turn me on?” His voice slid across my ear, his breath teasing my skin. “You have no idea how hard it is for me to turn you down, but I’m doing it for you.”

      I turned to face him with a determination that came out of nowhere. “No,” I said. “I know what I want. Trust me.”

      His jaw ticked and his gaze dropped down to my chest. He saw the outline of my nipples through my dress and bit his lip. Resting his forehead against mine again, he said, “Kaitlyn, please tell me you’re wearing a bra.”

      I swallowed and shook my head. His hand was on my neck now, venturing lower until his thumb brushed over my nipple. “I’m not wearing panties either.”

      The groan from Eric’s throat was so intense I thought I might come then and there. He gripped my hips and lifted me up until I had my legs wrapped around him. He carried me inside and didn’t stop until I was on his bed with him on top of me. He clawed at my dress until it was torn from my body and I lay naked before him.

      “Fuck,” he breathed as he trailed kisses over my breasts. “You are so beautiful, Kaitlyn.”

      “I want to feel you inside of me,” I moaned as he sucked a nipple into his mouth. “Please.”

      “No,” he said. “But I will eat that delicious pussy of yours.” With that, he kissed his way down my stomach until he was between my thighs licking his lips.

      Eric's eyes smoldered with a hunger that mirrored my own as he lowered his head to the place where I needed him most. My breath caught as I felt his tongue trace the sensitive inside of my thigh, teasingly close but still not where I ached for him.

      "Eric, please," I begged, shifting my hips in silent invitation.

      He looked up at me, his eyes locking onto mine. "Tell me you want it."

      "I want it. I need it," I managed to gasp out, barely recognizing my voice, thick with desire.

      His mouth finally found my pussy then, and the world around me blurred into a haze of sensation. Eric devoured me with a fervor that left no room for thought, only feeling. His tongue moved in deep, steady strokes, exploring every fold and curve with relentless precision. My hands fisted in his hair, guiding him to the rhythm of my rising need.

      While he licked and sucked, he slid a finger inside of me. “You’re so tight,” he moaned against my skin. “You would never be able to handle me.”

      “Try me,” I begged, but he shook his head. He slipped another finger inside me and I felt myself stretch around him, wondering if he was right. Maybe the size of his cock would break me.

      I drowned in waves of pleasure that crested higher and higher until the tension in my body snapped. I cried out his name as an orgasm washed over me, leaving me shaking and spent on the tidal waves of bliss.

      As the tremors subsided, Eric climbed back up my body, his lips tracing a warm path until they met mine in a deep kiss that tasted of my own arousal

      We lay together on the bed, our breathing synchronized in the aftermath. Eric's arms encased me protectively as I nestled against his chest.

      "You're incredible," he whispered into my hair.

      A newfound boldness surged within me. "And you haven't seen anything yet," I murmured back.
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        * * *

      

      “What do you mean he didn’t fuck you? He saw you in that dress, then naked, and he still didn’t fuck you?”

      “He knew I was a virgin. He didn’t want to be my first.”

      Abby rolled her eyes. “Figures the most ethical man on earth moved in next door.”

      I thought about his mouth on me and shivered. “He’s not that ethical. He’s breaking a lot of his own rules.”

      “Yeah, well. Not enough of them if you ask me.” Abby’s eyes widened with an idea. “I know. We’ll invite a couple of guys over and taunt him.”

      “That won’t work. He wants me to be with someone my own age.”

      Abby pinned me with a look. “Don’t be so naïve. He says that but one look at some college twerp and he’s going to swoop you up so fast.”

      “You think so?”

      Abby nodded, already on her phone preparing to invite some guys over. “I know so.”

      A few hours later, two guys I barely knew showed up to Abby’s place and met us in her backyard for a swim. “Ryan, Kyle, meet Kaitlyn.”

      Ryan, a lean guy with dark hair shook my hand. “I’ve seen you around before. Nice to finally meet you.”

      Kyle a blond football player smirked. “I’m Kyle.”

      I smiled. “I deduced that.”

      From the top of her lungs, Abby yelled, “Kaitlyn is trying to lose her virginity this summer!”

      Horror flooded through me. “Abby, what the—”

      Ryan took a step toward me. “Is that so?”

      I looked back at Eric’s house feeling more determined than ever. If he wouldn’t take me as a virgin, maybe he’d take me after another man had me first. “Yep. That’s exactly what I want.” I turned to Abby. “Though, I didn’t need the whole neighborhood to hear. Thanks for that.”

      Abby laughed. “You’re welcome. Now, let’s say we all go skinny dipping.”

      “Wait, what—” but it was too late, Abby was already naked. Kyle and Ryan quickly dropped their swim trunks and the three of them jumped into the pool. I reluctantly took off my bikini and followed after them.

      The water greeted me with a cool embrace, sending shivers along my spine that had nothing to do with the temperature. Laughter and splashing echoed around the enclosed space of Abby's backyard, and I found myself caught in the ripples of their uninhibited joy. Kyle swam up to me, his eyes gleaming with mischief as he teased, "You're even more gorgeous without that bikini, you know?"

      I could only offer a nervous smile, still acutely aware of my vulnerability. Abby was a whirlwind of energy, splashing water at Ryan who retaliated with equal fervor. Their laughter filled the air, mixing with the night sounds and the occasional clink of glasses from neighboring houses.

      It wasn't long before the playful banter turned decidedly more suggestive. Ryan tossed Abby into the air, and she shrieked with delight. "You think you're strong? Show me how strong you are," she taunted, her eyes sparkling with challenge.

      "Careful what you wish for," Ryan replied with a cocky grin, hoisting her upon his shoulder as she giggled uncontrollably.

      I glanced back at Eric's house, catching another shift of the curtain. Was he watching? The thought sent a thrill coursing through me, an illicit hunger that begged to be sated. It was then that Kyle leaned in close to whisper against my ear, "You want him to watch, don't you?"

      My breath caught as I nodded almost imperceptibly. Kyle's hand brushed against mine under the water, his touch electric against my skin.

      Abby's voice broke through the charged moment. "Kaitlyn! Truth or dare?" She was already grinning like she knew how this night would unfold.

      "Truth," I responded sharply, not ready to cross any more lines just yet.

      "When was the last time you wanted someone so bad it hurt?"

      The question caught me off guard; my eyes flickered again toward Eric's house before I could censor myself. "Recently," I admitted softly.

      Ryan wrapped his arms around Abby from behind and dunked her into the water playfully. She emerged laughing and squirming in his grip until he released her and she floated away like a nymph of the night.

      "Kaitlyn," Kyle murmured against my neck as he came up behind me. His body was warm and firm against mine, and I could feel his excitement pressing against my lower back.

      And that's when I saw it—Eric standing at his window, looking out over the pool. Our eyes met for a fleeting second before he stepped back into the shadows. A raw surge of desire washed over me; I wanted him to see me like this—wanted but untaken, ripe for the claiming.

      "Come on," Abby shouted suddenly, yanking me back into reality as she grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the deep end of the pool. We swam together in wild abandon, our bodies slick and shining under the moonlight.

      "Let's make him jealous," Abby whispered conspiratorially when we paused for breath.

      "How?" I asked breathlessly.

      She winked at me before calling out loud enough for heaven and hell to hear. "Hey Eric! You don't know what you're missing!"

      A sense of reckless courage took hold of me, fueled by Abby's audacity and the electric atmosphere. The thought of provoking Eric, igniting that hidden flame I suspected burned within him, was tantalizingly sweet.

      "Watch this," she declared, and without a second's hesitation, Abby launched herself at Ryan, wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him into a kiss so fervent it seemed to crackle in the humid night air.

      My heart pounded like a drum, its rhythm syncing with the primal dance before me. I turned my gaze back to Eric's house, half-hoping he'd appear again. And there he was, stepping out into the moonlight, his silhouette commanding and unwavering as a statue. He looked ruffled; perhaps we had indeed disturbed something more than just his peace.

      I felt Kyle's hands slide up my sides, his fingertips leaving trails of fire in their wake. A soft moan escaped my lips, and I saw Eric's jaw tighten from where he stood rooted at the edge of his property. His eyes were dark pools of intensity that seemed to hold me captive from afar.

      Abby broke from Ryan with a gasp for air and floated back to me. "Your turn," she said with a devilish grin.

      I swallowed hard. On impulse, drawn by some invisible force that overpowered reason or logic, I reached for Kyle, drawing him toward me until our lips met in an echo of Abby’s boldness. It was a kiss born of curiosity, of need, and perhaps a touch of defiance.

      Eric moved then; it was slight but unmistakable—a step forward toward us. My heart skipped as Kyle deepened our kiss, his tongue exploring mine with a hunger that mirrored my own growing desire. Our bodies melded together as we moved in the water—a liquid caress that seemed to blur the lines between us.

      The night air thrummed with tension as if awaiting Eric’s next move. Then he spoke—one word that rolled over the surface of the pool and settled deep within me: "Enough."

      His voice was calm but carried an undercurrent of something far more dangerous. The college guys might have laughed him off earlier, but there was no mistaking the authority in Eric’s tone now.

      Kyle pulled away from me slightly, turning toward Eric as if suddenly aware of the boundary we were toeing on the edge of propriety.

      Eric walked closer until he was at the edge of Abby’s pool. His gaze locked on mine once more. “Get out or I’ll call the cops. You lot are being loud enough to justify it,” he said firmly, but there was a glint in his eye that suggested displeasure wasn't all he felt.

      Ryan shouted from behind us, “Fuck off, old man. Stop cockblocking us.”

      That’s what did it. Eric leaned down and gripped Ryan’s shoulders, yanking him from the pool and throwing him against the grass. “What the fuck,” Ryan cried. Eric then turned to Kyle who backed up and held up his hands. Kyle got out of the pool willingly. Despite being a football player, he was still intimidated by Eric which lit up something inside of me.

      “Get out of here,” he said, throwing their swim trunks at them.

      “What a pervert,” Kyle murmured as they got dressed. He turned back to Eric, braver than he was a moment ago. “What are you going to take them yourself? You’re like twice their age!”

      “It isn’t about that. I’m protecting them.”

      “They can take care of themselves,” Ryan shot back. But Eric took one step toward them and the guys scurried off toward their cars.

      In the comedown of his rage, he realized what he’d done and what it looked like. “Shit. I’m sorry,” he said to Abby more than me. He ran a hand through his hair and turned his back to us. “What the hell am I doing?”

      Abby climbed out of the pool and I climbed out with her. When Eric turned back to us, he had a full view of our naked bodies. “You’re following your heart,” Abby told him. She cupped his face and pressed her body to his, leaning up on her toes to kiss him.

      He gripped her wrist and pulled back. “Not here,” he said, surveying his surroundings for any neighbors that might’ve seen. “Go inside. Wait for me there.”

      Abby and I exchanged a look and smiled. We quickly grabbed our bikinis and headed inside. From the kitchen, we stared out the window at a man that was grappling with himself. He paced back and forth, mumbling words we couldn’t hear.

      “What do you suppose he’s going to do with us?” Abby asked. “I hope he finally fucks us.”

      “Look at him. He’s tortured by the thought. I bet he goes straight home.”

      Eric looked back at our house and shook his head while approaching the door. It was clear then that he had resigned to his desires, knowing full well he wouldn’t be able to last all summer without giving in, so why not give in now?

      The door swung open and Eric stood there, a wall of solid muscle. He stared at our naked bodies and removed his shirt from his torso. “Show me to the bedroom,” he commanded.

      “Which one?” Abby asked.

      Eric winced. “Jesus, yours, Abby. I don’t want to fuck in anyone else’s room.”

      My body tensed up. This was it. This was what Abby had been waiting for. But would he be fucking me too? Or just her?

      Abby turned her back to us and led the way. “You’re lucky I begged for a queen size bed last Christmas.”

      As we climbed the stairs toward Abby’s room, I heard Eric mumbling to himself again. I took his hand in an attempt to soothe him, but it made him stop in the middle of the stairs. I turned to face him and cupped his face. “We want this,” I assured him. “You have no idea how much we want this.”

      He placed his hand over mine and sighed. “I hope you still feel that way after.” With that, he scooped me up into his arms honeymoon-style and carried me to the bed where Abby was already sitting. He set me down so that we were sitting side by side while we watched him finish undressing.

      His cock was so hard it looked like it might burst and he gripped the base of it like he could choke the desire out of it and leave without touching us. Then, giving in to temptation, he leaned down and kissed Abby then kissed me.

      Abby took his cock in her hand and parted her lips. She devoured him like she had in the shower, but this time, it was just to get him ready. She pulled off after a few groans from him and told me to lay back. “We’re going to make this so special for you,” she said.

      I laid back and spread my legs, ready for whatever they had to give. Abby laid beside me and kissed me while her fingers trailed over my pussy. “It might hurt,” she whispered, “but I’ll help distract you.” Her lips found my nipple and sucked in while Eric placed the tip of his cock at my entrance.

      He was so big, and I was so wet. Abby’s fingers felt so good against my clit, and it felt like forever since I last came. Then I felt him press inside me as my body tried to stretch to fit him in. It burned, but the burning was different than I expected. It was good, addicting even.

      “That’s it,” Abby cooed as she nipped my neck, “let him in.”

      As he slid inch by inch into me, a firework went off inside me. He paused for a moment and I nodded for him to continue. His thrusts were slow at first, but the more he moved, the better it felt. Abby’s hand trailed down between my legs and rubbed against my clit while he moved inside me. It sent shockwaves through my entire body.

      “You’re so wet, Kaitlyn,” Abby said with a moan of her own. “I bet you’re close.”

      Eric's gentleness was a stark contrast to the heat that Abby emanated, her touches teasing me into a frenzy. He finally sheathed himself fully within me, and I felt a connection so profound it struck my very core. Abby's teasing fingers on my clit danced in sync with Eric's rhythmic thrusts, orchestrating a symphony of pleasure that spiraled within me.

      His eyes searched mine with each movement, asking silent questions that I answered with soft moans and an arched back. Eric's hand found mine, intertwining our fingers as he continued to move, slow and deep, exploring the newness of my body with reverence.

      Abby's lips left wet trails down my body before capturing my mouth in hers once more. Her tongue mimicked the motion below, and my senses became a blur of touch and taste. The tension coiled within me tighter and tighter until I couldn't distinguish where I ended and they began.

      “Eric,” I gasped between Abby’s kisses. “I'm–”

      “I know,” he whispered against my ear, his breath hot, his movements becoming deliberate, coaxing the climax from me.

      Then it happened—I shattered underneath them, waves of intense pleasure crashing down on me. My inner walls gripped Eric tightly as if never wanting to let go, my entire being thrumming with release.

      Eric's pace stuttered then, his own control fraying at the edges. Yet he held back, his jaw clenched as he fought against joining me in that blissful abyss. His eyes were dark with desire but underscored by restraint.

      Abby's grin was one of wicked satisfaction mixed with tender care as she watched us both — the puppeteer of this moment, ensuring every string was plucked to perfection.

      As the last ripples of my orgasm ebbed away from me, Eric slowly pulled out with an exhale. He collapsed beside me, his chest heaving while he retained the look of a man who’d walked through fire yet emerged unscathed by flames.

      "Are you okay?" Eric asked, his voice full of concern and something else that sounded like awe.

      I turned to face him, feeling the ghost of our connection still lingering inside me. "More than okay," I assured him softly, feeling like I'd crossed an invisible threshold from into something deeper—a woman touched by desire and awakened by passion. “But you didn’t finish. Didn’t you want to?”

      His gaze bored into me. “You have no idea. But I don’t have a condom. I don’t…do this very often. And I don’t want to chance you getting pregnant.”

      Abby giggled next to me. "There’s other holes you can finish in," she said. “I’m still waiting for my turn with you.”

      Eric leaned up on his elbow, his hand resting on my stomach possessively even while he considered Abby’s offer. “What did you have in mind?”

      Abby got on all fours and poked her butt up into the air. “I’ve never tried anal, but I’ve always wanted to. It’ll be a little like losing my virginity too.”

      Eric exhaled. “Do you know what you’re asking of me? Really?”

      Abby answered by sucking in a finger and then teasing her own asshole. Her gorgeous tits hung down while she moaned, making both Eric and I gasp with pleasure.

      “You’re going to be the death of me, Abby,” Eric said as he climbed up from the bed.

      “Nonsense. We’re going to bring you back to life.”

      Eric positioned himself behind Abby and I sat up. “Wait.” They paused and studied me while I crawled beneath my best friend. “I want to see it. I want to taste you.”

      I placed my head below Abby’s pussy and stared up at Eric’s cock as it neared her ass. He spit on his shaft and spit on her ass, lubing it up as much as he could. I stretched out my tongue and flicked across Abby’s clit, making her moan against my inner thigh. That’s when she decided to match my movements with her own tongue, eating me out while I did her the same favor.

      Eric pushed in, slowly at first—the head of his length breaching Abby with a careful slide. She inhaled sharply, fingers digging into the sheets, her hips remaining steadfastly raised in silent offering. I watched, captivated by the raw physicality of it all, my own pleasure spiraling anew at the sight.

      Abby's moans vibrated against my slick folds as Eric worked himself deeper inside her. The slide and retreat of his hips became a rhythm that we all fell into, a carnal dance that had our bodies singing with need and fulfillment. I lapped at Abby eagerly, wanting to ease her into the new sensation while giving her the double dose of pleasure she craved.

      Eric was fully seated now, his groans heavy and full of an animalistic edge that sent tingles down my spine. He started moving in faster then, thrusts gaining momentum as Abby pushed back to meet him stroke for stroke.

      The room was filled with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh. Eric's hands found purchase on Abby's hips, guiding her back onto him with each driving push.

      "Yes, Eric," Abby panted. "Just like that. Oh god, Kaitlyn..." Her words dissolved into a series of high-pitched keens as I sucked on her clit.

      I felt her shudder above me, the contractions around my tongue signaling another climax rushing forth. Her body tensed and spasmed as she let out a scream that must have echoed through the walls.

      That appeared to be what Eric needed. Something feral flashed across his features before he gave one last, deep thrust and held himself there, buried to the hilt within Abby's yielding warmth. His release came in hot spurts, his grip on her tightening as if he sought to meld them together in that infinite moment.

      As their breathing slowed—their aftershocks still making them quiver—I pulled back, watching them collapse in a tangle of limbs still flushed with the glow of sex. My own body was alight with an incredible warmth that had nothing to do with the summer heat outside.

      Abby rolled over onto her side to face me, a sated smile curving her lips. "Kaitlyn," she breathed out lazily. "Was it good for you?"

      I nestled close to both of them; their heat enveloped me like a comforting blanket as I nodded wordlessly.

      Eric looked from one of us to the other, the remnants of disbelief on his face slowly being replaced by satisfaction—a man who had finally given into his desires.

      Abby laughed softly and ran a hand down my back. "Well," she said with a twinkle in her eye that spoke volumes about future escapades, "That's one way to kick off the summer."

      Indeed it was—and I knew then that this season would be one branded into memory forever. Eric held us both in his arms and said, “So neither of you regret this?”

      Abby and I both shook our heads, which made him smile. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m going to make you mine all summer.”

      Abby flashed me a triumphant grin and I smiled back. She’d gotten exactly what she wanted: to seduce the older man next door.
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      Kelly couldn't believe they'd actually made it. After months of planning and anticipating, she and Ron were finally here—alone in a picturesque vacation rental on the sandy beaches of St. Pete. The ocean waves lapped against the shore just a few feet away, lulling them into a serene state as they unpacked their belongings.

      "I can't believe we're really here," Kelly said, glancing at her husband of ten years with a smile that reached her eyes. "No kids, no work, just us and this gorgeous view." She gestured towards the panoramic window that framed the turquoise waters and white-sand beach to perfection.

      Ron placed his suitcase on the floor and wrapped his arms around her waist from behind, planting a tender kiss on her neck. "I know, babe. It's about time we had some alone time, right?" His words were filled with longing and anticipation.

      Kelly turned in his arms to face him, running her fingers through his now-graying hair. "Definitely overdue," she agreed, leaning in for a deeper kiss. Their lips met like they'd been apart for years instead of days, their pent-up desire pouring out in their passionate embrace.

      As they pulled away for air, Kelly noticed a mischievous glint in Ron's eyes. Then he hoisted Kelly up and carried her into the kitchen where he set her on the counter. She laughed while he hiked up her beach dress and tugged her bikini bottoms to down her legs.

      

      “Ron! What are you doing!” She playfully pushed him away but he dipped his head between her thighs anyway and stretched out his tongue, eager to lap at his wife’s gorgeous pussy.

      Moaning, Kelly gripped the edge of the counter as Ron proved that ten years hadn't dulled his oral skills one bit. His tongue danced over her folds, teasing her sensitive bundle of nerves until she was gasping for air. "Oh, God, Ron," she moaned, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

      Ron didn't reply with words; instead, he let his actions speak for him. He slid two fingers into her slick heat while his other hand massaged her perky breast. Kelly arched her back, offering herself up to him completely as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

      "Ohh, Ron, I'm gonna—" Kelly couldn't finish her sentence before she was consumed by a mind-shattering orgasm that left her trembling in its wake. Ron didn't stop there, though; he continued to worship her pussy until she was limp and spent on the countertop.

      As their breathing returned to normal, Ron stood and helped Kelly off the counter. That’s when Kelly saw her. A young, insanely attractive woman in a khaki skirt and white polo shirt holding a bucket and a mop. Her nametag read, ‘Haley.’

      

      “I’m sorry,” she said, shrinking into herself. “I, um, I must’ve gotten the dates mixed up. I clean the rentals once they’re empty. I didn’t think anyone was here…”

      Ron turned to face her. “How long have you been standing there?”

      “Not long,” Haley said, but her flushed cheeks gave her away. Kelly wondered if she’d seen the whole thing, and then she wondered why the thought aroused her.

      “Anyway, I’ll go. Sorry for interrupting.”

      “Wait,” Kelly started, stepping toward the maid. Her bikini bottoms were still resting on the tiles by her feet, and she kicked them when she walked by. For whatever reason, Kelly didn’t want the girl to leave. “Do you live around here?”

      Haley lifted a brow and nodded. “Um, why?”

      “I figured you’d know of some fun things to do. What’s good in town?”

      

      Haley's lips curved into a small smile, the tension in her shoulders seeming to relax a fraction. "Well, there are the usual beach attractions, of course. The boardwalk has some quirky shops and decent seafood places. There’s also a bar that does live music on weekends." She shifted her weight from one foot to another, still holding the cleaning supplies close as if they were a lifeline.

      Kelly walked over and picked up her bikini bottoms, slipping them on under her gaze. "Sounds like you know all the hot spots. Maybe you could show us around. Seeing the town with a local would be more fun."

      Ron studied his wife’s face for a moment, clearly not missing the undercurrent of interest in Kelly's voice. He turned back to Haley with an easy grin. "We could use a tour guide," he chimed in. "What do you say?"

      The maid was visibly taken aback, her eyes darting between Kelly and Ron as if trying to decipher their intentions. After a moment of hesitation, she set the bucket down with a soft clatter and folded her arms. "I'm not much of a tour guide," she admitted, "but I guess I could show you some places after my shift."

      "That would be great," Kelly said. Her heartbeat quickened at the thought of spending more time with this enchanting stranger.

      Haley glanced at her watch—a cheap digital thing that clashed with her otherwise fresh appearance—and nodded towards the door. “I have other houses on this street to clean today but give me your number and I can text you when I’m done.”

      Kelly couldn't help but notice how Haley's hands trembled slightly as she handed over her phone. Contact details were exchanged with efficiency that bordered on formality, creating an odd juxtaposition to the intimacy of just moments before.

      "Okay, um, I'd better get going," Haley said, picking up her bucket once more. As she turned to leave, Kelly caught the back of Haley’s skirt hugging her curves in a way that made her mouth water.

      "Just so we're clear," Kelly said, voice tinged with mischief now that plans were set. "No need to clean this house today." She gestured vaguely at the counter and Ron chuckled behind her.

      The blush deepened on Haley's cheeks and she gave them both an awkward wave before slipping out.

      Kelly leaned against Ron, feeling his arms wrap around her waist from behind. “She’s cute,” Ron murmured into Kelly’s ear, sending shivers down her spine.

      “Yeah,” Kelly sighed out dreamily as they both stared at the closed door; attraction was swirling like warm currents between them. “She really is.”
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        * * *

      

      After Haley’s shift, her text came like a gentle wave hitting the sandy beaches outside the vacation rental; simple, to the point. “Done for the day. Still up for that tour?”

      Kelly read it out loud, feeling her pulse quicken with anticipation. Ron peeked over her shoulder, nodding with that same grin that often heralded new adventures. “Let’s do it,” he said. They replied in tandem, their excitement a shared frequency.

      Minutes later, they found themselves waiting outside the rental, the ocean breeze tangling Kelly’s hair as she scanned the street for Haley. When she appeared, there was no mistaking her – this time wearing jean shorts and a loose tank top that revealed the sun-kissed line of her shoulders.

      As they strolled together, Haley pointed out her favorite haunts with a bashful pride, telling stories of late nights on the beach and impromptu concerts at The Salty Crab Shack. Her descriptions were vivid; she had a knack for painting pictures with words that pulled them into her world.

      At one point, their exploration brought them to a secluded part of the beach where waves lapped lazily at the shore. It was here Haley seemed most relaxed, kicking off her sandals and wiggling her toes in the sand. Kelly and Ron did the same, feeling its warmth between their feet.

      Conversation flowed freely between them now as they spoke of travels and dreams and careless whispers of things people hardly say to strangers – yet none of them felt like strangers anymore.

      Haley's laugh was infectious, and it wasn't long before all three were laughing over some silly anecdote about tourists trying to surf for the first time. Haley smiled at Kelly then, a smile that reached deep into her eyes — those kind of smiles were rare and Kelly felt herself drawn in like a moth to flame.

      Ron suggested dinner at one of Haley’s recommended eateries. Over plates of grilled fish and glasses clinking with ice-cold drinks, they shared tales and teased each other as if they’d known one another for years rather than hours.

      It was during dessert when Ron rested his hand on Kelly’s thigh under the table – a familiar gesture filled with silent communication. Kelly met his gaze, reading it effortlessly; he was thinking exactly what she was thinking.

      They invited Haley back to their rental under the guise of drinks and perhaps some board games they'd brought along. "No pressure," Kelly added quickly, sensing how crucial it was not to spook their new friend.

      But there was no hesitation in Haley’s response, merely an intrigued tilt of her head and a soft “Sure,” that sent ripples through both Ron and Kelly.

      Back at home base with cocktails mixed by Ron who fancied himself an amateur mixologist, they spread out on the plush living room couches. Conversation turned from light-hearted banter to suggestive jests masked beneath laughter until eventually — almost imperceptibly — their seating arrangement shifted closer.

      Haley's foot brushed against Kelly’s under a throw blanket in what could have been an accident... but then it happened again — deliberate and curious.

      Ron watched his wife exchange looks with Haley: coy glances laden with curiosity that buzzed through the air like electricity before a storm.

      “How much have you had to drink, Haley? And how far do you have to drive back home? You’re welcome to stay the night to sober up, if you need to.”

      “Thanks,” Haley said. “But I don’t live far and I didn’t drink much.”

      Ron studied Haley with a look of lust that was far more intense than Kelly had seen in a long time. “Well,” he said, clearing his throat. “The offer still stands. I mean, how often do you get to stay in the houses you clean? You’re welcome to enjoy the luxury for tonight, if you want.”

      Haley's eyes lingered on Ron's face for a moment, gauging the sincerity of the offer, before they flicked over to Kelly. There was a silent conversation held in those brief seconds through subtle tilts of the head and half-smiles that seem to whisper, "Why not?"

      "You know," Haley responded with a casual shrug, "That does sound nice. I think I will take you up on that offer."

      Kelly felt a surge of heat at the thought, her heart beginning to race with anticipation. She took a sip from her glass, the cool liquid doing little to calm her rising desire.

      Ron appeared visibly pleased by Haley's decision. He stood up, stretching his arms comfortably above his head. "Great! Let me show you one of the guest rooms then. You can choose whichever one speaks to you."

      Kelly and Haley followed him down the hallway, their steps light on the polished wooden floor. The house seemed to be holding its breath, waiting for night's secrets to unfold within its walls. As they passed each door, Ron would open it up and showcase the room with an air of a proud host.

      "This one has the best view of the ocean," he said, indicating towards a room adorned with big windows that framed the darkening horizon.

      Haley peered inside for a moment before shaking her head gently. "Nice... but let's see them all first."

      After reviewing each room in turn, she finally settled on one painted in soft pastels with an en suite bathroom and a spacious bed that looked like it belonged in a luxury magazine.

      "This one feels just right," Haley said, her voice low and unexpectedly suggestive.

      Kelly glanced at Ron and noticed he was rubbing his jaw with an expression somewhere between thoughtfulness and expectancy.

      "Perfect," Ron said. "Make yourself comfortable."

      "I'll do just that," Haley answered with a smile that made Kelly’s stomach flutter.

      As they returned to the living room, Ron's hand brushed against Kelly’s lower back in a way that spoke volumes; it wasn’t just about Haley joining them—it was about what could happen next now that they were all silently acknowledging an impending intimacy.

      "So," Ron started when they were once again seated around the coffee table, though significantly closer together now, "is this your first time staying over at a place like this?"

      Haley laughed, a rich sound that seemed to dance around them. "You mean aside from cleaning them? Yeah, it's my first time."

      "And?" Kelly prodded gently. "What do you think so far?"

      "It's more than I imagined," Haley replied with an appreciative glance around the room before letting her gaze settle back on Kelly. "Much more welcoming than I expected."

      The conversation gradually became more personal as they shared life stories and desires until laughter no longer veiled their true intentions. Their lingering touches and heated glances said everything.

      Ron set his empty glass down on the coffee table deliberately. “You know,” he started with a voice laden with intention, “we’ve never really explored any... adventures while on vacation.”

      Kelly’s pulse quickened as she awaited Haley’s reaction . It wasn't just the words, but the way Ron's eyes flickered from her to Haley, inviting an exploration they'd only ever fantasized about.

      Haley leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand, her other arm draped casually over the back of the couch. "Adventures," she mused, "could be exciting... depending on what you have in mind."

      The air between them crackled with anticipation, and Kelly could feel a warm flush creep up her neck. She glanced at Ron, whose gaze was locked on Haley, before turning to meet Haley's eyes directly. "We thought that since it's just us here," Kelly began, her voice slightly husky, "we could explore... together."

      Haley's eyes widened momentarily before settling into a knowing look that sent a thrill down Kelly's spine. "Explore?" She echoed, tilting her head coyly. "I might need you to elaborate."

      Kelly reached out and placed her hand over Haley's, her touch light but charged. She watched as Haley's lips parted slightly and heard Ron take in a sharp breath next to her.

      "Well," Kelly replied slowly, drawing out the tension, "we've never had anyone else join us before." She stressed the word 'us', making sure the implication hung heavy between them.

      Haley shifted closer now; their knees almost touched. "And you want me to be the first?" Her voice was a whisper of silk.

      "Yes," Ron interjected firmly, his hand finding Kelly's shoulder, squeezing softly in support.

      The energy in the room tilted as if on an axis, pointing towards a destination they all seemed eager to reach. Haley moved her hand from under Kelly's and brushed a lock of hair behind her ear. The simple action felt like a signal – a starting gun for all that was left unspoken.

      "Is this something you want?" Kelly asked gently, giving Haley an out despite every part of her hoping she'd say yes.

      Haley’s response was immediate and deliberate; she turned to face Kelly completely and reached out to cup Kelly’s cheek in her palm. The room held its breath as their faces drew closer until their lips met in a soft yet undeniably hungry kiss that signaled her desire.

      As they broke apart slightly to look into each other's eyes, Haley whispered with conviction, "It's definitely something I want."

      Ron cleared his throat lightly, reminding them of his presence in the most intimate way possible without interrupting their connection. “Then let’s not wait any longer,” he said with a low growl.

      They stood up almost simultaneously and without another word, moved towards the bedroom Haley had chosen earlier. Once there, Kelly led Haley to the bed and tugged her tank top from her body, revealing a pink bra underneath. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, protruding proudly and signifying Haley’s arousal. Kelly then dropped to her knees and unfastened Haley’s shorts.

      

      Ron, meanwhile, moved behind Haley and unclasped her bra while kissing her neck.  Haley gasped softly, feeling the cool air on her skin where Ron's lips had just been warm. She let the bra slide off her arms and fall to the floor, leaning back into Ron's embrace as he enveloped her in his strong arms. His hands traced the curves of her waist, igniting sparks with every touch. Kelly pulled Haley's shorts and panties down in one swift motion, leaving her standing there exposed and beautiful.

      Ron's kisses moved to Haley’s shoulders and down, his hands guiding her gently to sit on the edge of the bed. Kelly positioned herself between Haley’s parted thighs, looking up at her with a mix of adoration and desire. Her breath danced across Haley's skin as she spoke. "You're so beautiful," she murmured before pressing her lips against the soft flesh of Haley’s inner thigh.

      Haley shivered, her senses amplified by anticipation, as Kelly's tongue traced delicate patterns on its ascent. When Kelly finally reached Haley's pussy, she took her time, savoring the taste of her newfound pleasure. Ron stroked Haley's hair from behind, then leaned over to capture Kelly’s gaze for a brief moment—an affirmation of their shared desire—before he returned his attention to Haley.

      His hands roamed freely over Haley's stomach and breasts, teasing her nipples into harder peaks which he took turns caressing with his fingers and mouth. The dual sensations of Kelly’s mouth working diligently below and Ron’s touch above sent waves of pleasure through Haley that built rapidly into an intense need for release.

      As Kelly increased pressure and pace in response to Haley's subtle movements, signaling how close she was getting to the brink of climax, Ron intensified his kisses along Haley’s collarbone, moving up to claim her mouth in a passionate kiss that muffled her moans.

      The world narrowed down to the three of them; there was nothing beyond this room, this bed, this unfolding dance of giving and receiving pleasure. With every flick and swirl from Kelly’s tongue coupled with Ron’s rhythmic caresses over sensitive skin, Haley felt herself spiraling towards ecstasy.

      “Kelly...” she sighed into Ron's mouth as a tremor ran through her body.

      Kelly didn’t pause but honed in even more intently on the task at hand as if driven by the sound of her name—a siren call that demanded everything from her. She wanted this; they all wanted this profound connection that blurred lines and deepened bonds.

      Suddenly, Haley tensed as if every muscle tightened at once; then she was coming undone beneath their touch. Her climax washed over them all like a wave that broke barriers they didn’t even know existed until now.

      As Haley’s body quaked with aftershocks, Ron pulled back from their kiss to watch the look of pure satisfaction on her face—a sight that filled him with an immense sense of intimacy and conquest.

      Kelly rose slowly from where she knelt and exhaled. “I think I could use a snack.” Haley’s eyes were hooded as she nodded her head. Kelly gave her a robe to wear while the three of them padded to the kitchen—the room where it all had started.

      

      In the soft glow of the kitchen light, the atmosphere was electric yet comfortable, a perfect blend of familiarity and newfound intimacy. They moved together in a quiet dance, fetching glasses of water and plating up a few light bites — cheese, crackers, and some sliced fruit.

      Ron leaned against the counter, his eyes roaming between Haley and Kelly as they busied themselves with preparing the snack. He couldn't help but marvel at how natural it felt to have Haley there with them, how seamlessly she'd become part of this moment.

      “So,” Kelly began, “why did you become a maid?”

      Haley leaned against the counter, her robe parting just enough to tease them again. “I’m paying my way through college.”

      Ron nodded approvingly. “What’s your major?”

      Haley glanced at Ron from under her lashes, a shy smile playing on her lips. "Psychology. Though I guess I'm getting an education in more than just my major," she teased, her voice gentle but laced with meaning.

      Kelly laughed softly, meeting Ron's gaze over Haley's shoulder with a look that spoke volumes of their shared thrill in this new dynamic. "We're all students here," she replied, her hand brushing against Haley's arm in a tender gesture.

      Ron reached out, his hand finding Kelly's waist and pulling her closer. His lips brushed against her ear as he whispered a silent thank you—a token of gratitude for the trust and openness they shared as a couple. Kelly leaned into the touch before turning back to complete their late-night feast.

      The three of them settled around the kitchen island, the earlier tension giving way to lighter exchanges, laughter mingling with the clinking of glassware. They spoke of inconsequential things—the beauty of their vacation spot, memories of college life, aspirations for the future—yet underneath it all ran an undercurrent of excitement for what had transpired between them and what might yet unfold.

      As they nibbled on grapes and cheese, their legs occasionally brushing together under the table, Haley found herself observing Ron and Kelly with a new eye. She recognized genuine affection and deep love between them—qualities that had drawn her to them even before this night took its surprising turn.

      "I never thought I'd feel so... welcomed," Haley admitted quietly during a lull in conversation. Her eyes were sincere as she looked from one to the other.

      Kelly reached across the table to squeeze Haley's hand affirmatively. “I’m not finished with you yet, Haley. There’s so much more I want to experience.”

      

      Haley swallowed, her skin flushed with excitement and arousal.

      

      Looking at her husband, Kelly said, “I want to see you fuck her.”

      Ron and Haley’s eyes met, their gazes full of lust and desire. With that, the three of them returned to the bedroom for more exploration.

      Kelly stripped off her clothes and climbed onto the bed, sitting with her back against the headboard. She spread her thighs and began to play with her pussy while she watched her husband undress.

      Haley had a few ideas of her own, crawling between Kelly’s legs and tasting Kelly’s pussy for the first time. Kelly ran her fingers through the young maid’s hair, holding her close while she rocked her hips against her face. She watched as Ron knelt behind Haley and slipped a finger inside Haley’s ass, preparing to open her enough to receive him.

      Ron's movements were deliberate and unhurried as he coated his finger with spit, returning to Haley’s back entrance. Haley moaned into Kelly's heat, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure through Kelly's body. Ron watched with a wicked grin as he slowly slid a second finger inside Haley, working her gently.

      Kelly’s hands gripped Haley's hair tighter, guiding her with increasing urgency. The sight before her was intoxicating: her husband preparing another woman for himself, all while that woman was between her own legs, driving her toward the edge.

      Haley lifted her gaze to meet Kelly's, a silent understanding passing between them. She knew what was expected and she was more than willing to give it. With every lick and suckle, she elicited soft cries from Kelly that mingled with the slick sounds of Ron readying her.

      Then Ron eased his fingers out and positioned his hardness at Haley's entrance. He held Haley by the hips and looked over at Kelly, seeking silent permission in this consensual play of power. Kelly nodded slightly, breath hitched in anticipation.

      With one smooth motion, Ron entered Haley, drawing a long moan from both women. He set a pace that was both commanding and tender, each thrust met by an eager push back from Haley. Kelly could feel the tremors building within her again as Haley redoubled her efforts between her thighs.

      The room filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure—the rhythmic slapping of skin against skin, the wetness from Kelly's arousal as Haley devoured her, and the trio's intermingling moans and gasps.

      "I’m so close," Kelly panted out. The confession acted as a catalyst for Ron, who gripped Haley's hips tighter and increased his pace. The sight of them together, coupled with the relentless attention to her own pleasure, sent Kelly careening over the edge into an earth-shattering climax.

      As Kelly's body shuddered in relief, she could feel Haley smiling against her skin, enjoying the power of bringing such pleasure. Shortly after, Ron gave a low growl signaling his own release; his movements became erratic until he finally stilled, buried deep within Haley.

      They all collapsed into each other—exhausted, sated—a tangled mess of limbs on damp sheets. Quiet settled over them like a soft blanket. Kelly and Ron held Haley close between them. This may have not been the vacation they planned, but it was the vacation they never knew they needed.
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      The afternoon sun cascaded through the open window, casting a warm glow over the chaos of clothes and camping gear that had swallowed my bedroom floor. Rayanne was elbow-deep in one of the duffel bags, her chestnut curls spilling over her shoulders as she debated aloud about the necessity of a third pair of jeans.

      “Seriously, Heather, am I being ridiculous? It’s not like we’ll be attending fashion week from our van,” she said with a laugh, holding up the denim in question.

      Her hazel eyes sparkled with excitement. She wore a tight crop top that showed off her toned stomach and a pair of high-waisted denim shorts that clung to her curvy hips. Her long legs were tanned and always glistened with a layer of lotion. I’d always thought Rayanne dripped with sexuality and I envied it.

      I grinned from my perch on the edge of the bed, surrounded by my own packing dilemma. “You’re not being ridiculous. But maybe think about space. We’ll need room for all the souvenirs from our adventures.”

      Her infectious laugh filled the room again. “Oh, true! We’ll need space for all those postcards and kitschy magnets we’re going to send back to torment Grant and Elise with.”

      I nodded, imagining our friends’ envious expressions. “And don’t forget all the photographs we'll be taking!” I added, zipping up my overstuffed backpack with a determined push. “Imagine all the sunsets and quirky roadside attractions we’ll see.”

      As she bent down to pack her underwear, I couldn’t help but notice the subtle sway of her hips, the curve of her toned thighs, and the way her tank top clung to her perfectly sculpted figure. Even in this cramped, messy space, she exuded an effortless sensuality that made my heart race.

      Rayanne flopped down beside me, her eyes full of dreams and schemes. "Can you believe we're actually doing this? Two best friends on an epic road trip. No parents, no rules, just... life as it comes."

      I leaned back against her comfortably, the familiar scent of her strawberry shampoo grounding me amidst my excitement. "It's going to be just like we've always talked about since we were kids: late-night talks under the stars, waking up to new horizons every day, trying foods that make us question our life choices."

      She chuckled and nudged my shoulder. "Just promise me one thing—that we'll find at least one gorgeous local to sweep us off our feet in some small town along the way."

      Rolling my eyes playfully at her romantic notions, I promised, "Only if he’s got a friend for you." A soft sigh escaped me then, more wistful than I intended. "This is it, Rayanne. Freedom."

      She squeezed my hand reassuringly and gazed around at our preparations with satisfaction sparkling in her eyes. "It's just the beginning," she said firmly. "Who knows what stories we'll have by the end? Here's to roads less traveled—and to us."

      We raised an imaginary toast to our impending journey and laughed at our own silliness before diving back into the organized chaos that was van life preparation. Every fold and tuck of clothing into bags felt like a step away from adolescence and a leap towards something intangible but electric—with my best friend at my side.

      As evening approached and shadows grew long against my walls, Rayanne held up a string of fairy lights with a triumphant grin. "For those nights when we're parked under open sky—our own little stars."

      We left the next morning, the van's engine humming with the promise of the unknown. The road stretched endlessly before us, a blank canvas to paint our memories upon. Rayanne chose the playlist, her fingers dancing over the screen before a burst of indie rock filled the space between us, melding perfectly with the rhythm of tires on pavement.

      "Remember this one?" she said as a familiar melody struck up, the nostalgia hitting us like a wave. It was the song that had been playing when we both danced awkwardly at our sophomore year homecoming.

      "How could I forget?" I replied, half-laughing. "We must have stepped on each other's feet a hundred times."

      Rayanne joined in my laughter, her head thrown back in pure joy. "Yeah, but we didn't care, did we? We were living in the moment. That's what this trip is about, bringing that feeling back."

      And just like that, the van became our time machine, each song a portal to past crushes and heartbreaks, triumphs and teenage rebellions. The miles disappeared beneath us as we sang along at the top of our lungs, voices cracking and harmonies off-key but perfect in their imperfection.

      It was during an instrumental break that Rayanne turned to me, her voice softer now. "Hey, remember Tyler Henley? From junior year?"

      The name hit me like an unexpected bump in the road. Tyler—with his tousled hair and crooked grin—had been my first real crush. And my first real heartache when he'd turned his attentions to Rayanne instead.

      "Yeah," I said with feigned nonchalance. "How could I forget him?"

      She bit her lip, her playful expression giving way to one of contrition. "I never apologized for that, did I? For swooping in like I did... It wasn't cool."

      I shrugged it off with more ease than I felt. "That's ancient history, Rayanne. All is forgiven."

      A grateful smile spread across her face, and she squeezed my hand tightly for a moment, sending a jolt of electricity through me. But what I didn't tell her was how I couldn't quite shake off the image of them together—the way my heart had lurched back then at seeing them kiss by the lockers.

      The day wore on as we continued to drive up the coast, swapping stories and reliving every embarrassing high school party we’d crashed together. The sun began its slow descent toward the horizon, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink.

      As dusk approached and Rayanne's profile softened in the dimming light, a warmth spread through me—different from the affection of friendship. It was an arousal that had crept up slowly over the years; it swirled within me now whenever she leaned close or laughed freely.

      There was something thrilling about it—my secret against the backdrop of an open road with miles yet to travel and memories yet to make.

      As night fell and Rayanne draped those fairy lights around our makeshift sanctuary within the van, their soft glow seemed to cast a spell over us both.

      We settled into our seats-turned-beds under our artificial stars; our laughter fading into comfortable silence.

      The next morning, we woke up to the smell of sausage. “Who do you suppose is making that?” I asked, licking my lips.

      Rayanne’s arm was slung across my stomach lazily and I relished every second of her touch. “I don’t know, but tell them I want some.”

      I laughed. “You tell them. You’re the ray of sunshine in everyone’s lives. I’m just—” before I could finish, Rayanne’s hand covered my mouth. She climbed on top of me, her face inches from mine.

      My stomach flipped and my heart raced as she leaned in even closer to whisper, “I’m going to stop you right there. You’re not allowed to talk shit about yourself on this vacation. Are we clear?”

      I swallowed and nodded as she pulled her hand away. I didn’t dare speak a word. I probably had morning breath and didn’t want to subject her to it. Of course, somehow Rayanne’s breath smelled like peppermint as if she chewed gum in her sleep or something.

      “Now,” Rayanne said, smacking my hip then rolling back into her spot. “Go find whoever is making that sausage and bring me back some.”

      I climbed out of bed and slid open the door of our van to survey the campgrounds we’d picked out. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The sexiest man I’d ever seen was in the neighboring spot and he was grilling up sausages shirtless.

      Rayanne shifted and I felt her chin rest on my shoulder. “Nevermind, Heather” she said. “Maybe I’ll go talk to him after all.”

      I lifted my brow. “Why Rayanne? Because he’s hot?”

      She smirked. “I didn’t say that. You did. So, you think he’s hot? Maybe you should go flirt with him. You know…ask him for his sausage.” She wiggled her brows.

      “Yeah right,” I said.

      Suddenly, the man chuckled.

      “What’s so funny?” Rayanne asked boldly.

      He lowered his sunglasses and peered over the tops. “I can hear everything you two are saying.”

      I was mortified, but not as mortified as if he hadn’t found it funny. Heat flooded my cheeks as I stumbled over my words, "Uh, sorry. We didn't mean to... uh..."

      Aiden's laughter was a rich sound that seemed to roll right through the campground, making it feel like even the trees were in on the joke. He raised his hand, a casual gesture inviting us to join him. "No harm done. I was just about to eat and there's plenty to go around. Name's Aiden. And since I've already overheard your names... Heather and Rayanne, right?"

      Rayanne climbed past me with confidence that I always envied and extended her hand. "Guilty as charged," she said with a grin that could light up the darkest of nights.

      I followed suit but with less bravado, feeling Aiden's gaze on me as I approached. There was something about him that wasn't just physical allure; his presence seemed to charge the air.

      "So, Heather," he began, his voice low and teasing, "were you serious about asking for my sausage?"

      The innuendo hung between us like an unswung pendulum, and Rayanne burst into giggles beside me.

      "Only if it's on offer," I managed to retort, surprised by my own boldness.

      Aiden flashed a dazzling smile and pointed to the grill with his tongs. "Well then, consider it offered."

      Rayanne nudged me playfully before turning her attention back to Aiden. "You know, Aiden, we're pretty good at making breakfast too. Maybe tomorrow morning, we can return the favor."

      "I'll hold you to that," he replied easily.

      With an expert flip of his wrist, Aiden served up sausages onto paper plates and handed one to each of us.

      As we ate, conversation flowed effortlessly. It turned out Aiden was also on a road trip of sorts but was taking his time going from one national park to another. He shared stories of his adventures so far, the strange diners he’d eaten at, and the unexpected turns that he felt made for the best memories.

      I found myself laughing more than I had in a long time – not just at Rayanne's antics but at Aiden's witty comebacks and charming stories. And every now and then our eyes would meet; there was something there, I was sure of it.

      Rayanne excused herself after finishing her meal under the pretense of needing to freshen up but threw me a look that said 'your turn' as she sauntered back towards our van.

      Left alone with Aiden, I felt that familiar twinge of awkwardness creep back in until he broke the silence.

      "So, you two seem pretty close. You’d have to be to travel in a van together. Tight spaces and all.”

      I quirked an eyebrow at him. "And what would you know about tight spaces?" My ears couldn’t believe what they’d heard. Had I really just said that?

      Aiden nearly spit out his water. “Oh, trust me. I know plenty.”

      There it was again—that racing heart sensation—but this time it wasn't just from being close to Rayanne; it was from being seen by someone else... someone like Aiden.

      Rayanne returned a few moments later. We were supposed to leave that day and head somewhere new, but neither of us wanted to leave the hot guy we’d just met. He was traveling in a fifth wheel attached to his brand new truck, so we spent most of the day either outside under the trees or hanging out inside his trailer.

      The day passed quickly, our conversations filling up every second. Being around Aiden felt effortless. When the sun began to set, Aiden invited us with him to the lake with a couple of beers in a cooler. “I watched the sun set last night. It was beautiful, but it would be nice to have some company.”

      “We’d love to,” I said.

      “I’ll join you two in a minute,” said Rayanne. “I need to call my mom and give her an update. Let her know we’re staying here for another night.”

      Aiden and I nodded then headed to the lake.  “You know, you guys might be the most interesting people I’ve met in my travels so far.”

      “Nonsense. We’re not interesting at all. Well, maybe Rayanne is.”

      Aiden stopped walking and took my hand. “I think you’re just as interesting as Rayanne, if not moreso. But what I really meant was that I feel like we could be kindred spirits—the three of us. Like we’ve known each other in another life or something.”

      Our gazes remained fixed on each other for a long moment. My heart hammered in my chest like I was sprinting, but my feet were lead practically sinking into the earth. “I feel the same about you,” I managed to choke out in a whisper.

      Aiden brought a hand to my face and cupped my cheek. “I’d really like to kiss you, Heather.”

      I nodded and swallowed. “Okay.”

      Then he leaned down, pressing his lips to mine. My nipples hardened immediately and a surge of heat spread between my legs. I’d never had a one night stand or even so much as a fling. My only sexual experiences were with boyfriends, and I hadn’t had many. But I wanted to be with Aiden. I wanted to feel his body pressed to mine. His kiss was so intoxicating that I almost forgot about Rayanne completely.

      Then I heard her whistle. I pulled back from Aiden and found Rayanne standing along the tree line watching. She clapped her hands and smiled. “Hot stuff,” she teased.

      Rayanne sashayed toward us, her confident stride as much a part of her as her unapologetic humor. "Don't let me interrupt the wildlife documentary. I was just about to narrate the mating rituals of the North American camper."

      Aiden's laugh was a rich sound that rumbled through the air, mixing with the soft lapping of the lake's edge. "Let’s hope we don’t have to blur anything out for the viewers at home," he quipped back.

      With Rayanne's arrival, the tension that had coiled within me loosened, and I felt myself relax into the moment. We were just three friends on an adventure, nothing more—though the look in Aiden's eyes promised possibilities.

      We found a spot by the lake and spread out a blanket, sitting side by side, our shoulders nearly touching. The sky was ablaze with streaks of orange and pink, reflecting off the water like an artist had spilled their paint. It was stunning, but my mind kept drifting to Aiden's kiss.

      "So what do we toast to?" Rayanne asked, popping open a beer and handing it to me before taking one for herself.

      "To new friends and unexpected journeys," Aiden suggested, raising his bottle.

      Our bottles clinked together with a satisfying sound that seemed to echo around us. Rayanne took a sip and winked at Aiden, "So, Mr. Traveler, what’s your favorite position... on this lake?"

      Aiden played along smoothly, "Definitely this one—with two beautiful women and one hell of a view."

      I laughed despite myself. His words sent another wave of warmth through me that wasn't entirely due to the alcohol. The conversation flowed freely from there. We talked about everything from our favorite movies to our most embarrassing moments—with each topic seemingly laced with an innuendo that kept our cheeks flushed with laughter or desire; it was difficult to tell.

      As I watched Aiden animatedly recount a particularly funny story about his travels in Europe—something involving mistaken identity and an accidental proposal—I couldn't help but notice how the fading sunlight played across his features. It was easy to see why I'd developed a crush so quickly; he was charming without effort.

      The sun dipped below the horizon, leaving the sky painted in deep purples and blues. The stars began to twinkle into existence above us, one by one, like shy spectators to our little group.

      Eventually, Rayanne excused herself with a knowing smile to grab some snacks from the van. Aiden turned to me again as if picking up where we left off before her interruption.

      "Heather," he started softly, his voice lower now that we were alone under the burgeoning night sky. "I know we just met, but there's something about you..."

      My pulse quickened, feeling both nervous and excited at where this might lead. "Yeah?" I urged him on.

      He nodded slowly before confessing in almost a whisper, "I really don't want this night to end."

      I leaned into him, brushing my lips against his and said, “Neither do I.”

      With that, his hands found my waist and his tongue slipped past my lips. He laid me back against the blanket and hovered over me. His hands pinned my wrists above my head and he slid his thigh between my legs. I found myself grinding against it, chasing my own release while his free hand roamed my body.

      A moan escaped me and a twig snapped in the distance. I tilted my head, my vision upside down. Rayanne had appeared again, snacks in hand. I couldn’t be sure if Aiden had seen her since he continued kissing his way down my neck, his hot breath traveling under my shirt.

      “By all means,” Rayanne said as she moved toward us. “Don’t let me stop you.”

      Aiden smiled against my skin and then lifted his head. “What are you going to do if we keep going?” he asked. “Watch?”

      Rayanne glanced at me as if waiting for instruction. The thought of her just watching us was terrifying. Besides, I knew she liked Aiden too.

      “No,” I said. “We should stop.”

      Aiden frowned but sat up and leaned back on his hands. His erection was evident in his khaki shorts. Rayanne sat down beside me and tossed the snacks to the side. “Seriously,” she said, a mischievous glint in her eye. “If you two want to bang, don’t let me stop you. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

      Aiden stared at her for a long moment. “Just how close are you two?”

      Rayanne met my gaze and wiggled her brows. “The closest. Right, Heather?”

      I swallowed. I had an inkling of where this was going and it somehow felt like my worst nightmare and a dream come true all at once. “We’re close,” was all I could say.

      “Have you two ever made out?” Aiden asked. “Or…shared a man?”

      I cast my eyes downward, embarrassed. “No,” I said. “But…”

      Rayanne scooted closer, all smiles. “But what?”

      I brought my gaze upward, meeting her sparkling eyes. “I liked watching you kiss Tyler. All those years ago.”

      “Oh yeah?” Rayanne’s hand brushed against mine and my nipples hardened all over again. “Would you like to watch me kiss Aiden?”

      Aiden was stoic as we discussed our desires, our plans for him. Clearly, he was down for whatever we were willing to give him.

      “How about we play a little game,” Rayanne said. “Whatever I do to Aiden, you have to follow.”

      Her words hung in the air, a challenge that both enticed and scared me. For a moment, I hesitated, my heart pounding against my chest like a caged bird desperate for escape. But as I looked into Rayanne's eyes, full of mischief and promise, I felt myself nodding. Aiden’s gaze flickered between us in silent curiosity.

      Rayanne leaned towards Aiden with an easy confidence. She cupped his face gently and drew him into a slow, deliberate kiss. I watched, my breath catching in my throat as their lips moved together seamlessly. After a moment, she pulled back just enough to turn her eyes towards me, beckoning without words.

      I mirrored her actions hesitantly at first, my hands shaking slightly as I reached out to Aiden. But then his warmth seeped into me as our lips met, and any semblance of reluctance melted away. He was an intoxicating mix of masculinity and surprise; he seemed so sure yet stunned at the turn of events.

      When we broke the kiss, Rayanne was smiling wickedly. She didn’t wait for instructions or approval. With deft fingers, she undid Aiden's shorts and slid them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, hard and inviting.

      My breath hitched in my throat as Rayanne wrapped her lips around him. I watched closely from inches away, observing how she took him deep, how her tongue swirled around the head when she re-emerged for air. Aiden groaned appreciatively, his fingers tangling in Rayanne's hair.

      My heart raced as Rayanne eased back and looked up at me expectantly with those mischievous eyes of hers. The invitation was clear – it was my turn to follow suit.

      Swallowing hard against the lump in my throat, I leaned forward. It was one thing to watch but another entirely to participate. My lips enveloped him tentatively at first until I remembered Rayanne’s boldness and took inspiration from it. Taking more of him into my mouth, I felt Aiden shudder under our combined touch.

      Aiden's hands found their way to my head now, gently guiding me in rhythm with Rayanne’s movements as she joined me once more. Together we worked him over – one at the tip while the other massaged his shaft and balls, swapping places intermittently like we were performing a choreographed dance we hadn't practiced but somehow knew by heart.

      Pleasure-filled moans punctuated the night air as we shared Aiden between us. His body tensed every so often beneath us then relaxed as waves of pleasure continued to wash over him.

      It was not long before Aiden’s breaths became ragged and his hips bucked involuntarily. Rayanne caught my eye with a look that said it all: he was close.

      “Together,” she whispered out of the corner of her mouth.

      We doubled our efforts until finally Aiden’s body stiffened and he let out a guttural cry that seemed to echo through the woods around us. His warm, salty seed spilled into our mouths as we continued to suckle softly until his shudders subsided.

      We pulled back in tandem, wiping our mouths with the backs of our hands. I hadn’t been expecting Rayanne to kiss me then, but I welcomed the soft press of her lips to mine.

      Rayanne's kiss caught me off guard, yet it felt as natural as the moonrise. Her lips were soft and insistent, and I found myself responding with a hunger I hadn't allowed myself to acknowledge before. As we kissed, her hands traced the curve of my spine, coming to rest at the small of my back. My own hands were not idle; they moved to her face, her hair, reveling in the silkiness of each strand.

      Aiden watched us with rapt attention, his breathing still heavy from his own release. His gaze was a tangible thing, heating the air between us and sending shivers down my spine. Rayanne and I continued to explore each other's mouths, our tongues dancing.

      Slowly, Rayanne's fingers found the hem of my shirt and began to lift it upwards. I raised my arms to allow her to pull it over my head and toss it aside. Her eyes glittered with desire as she traced her fingertips down my exposed skin, grazing the sides of my breasts before unclasping my bra with practiced ease.

      I felt suddenly vulnerable under both their gazes yet exhilarated by the freedom that vulnerability brought. Rayanne bent her head to plant soft kisses along my collarbone, down the valley between my breasts, leaving a trail of fire in her wake.

      My hands fumbled for a moment with the button on Rayanne’s jeans before slipping them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them gracefully, standing before me in all her glory — bold, beautiful, unashamed.

      It was then that Rayanne gently pushed me down onto the soft blanket we'd spread out earlier under the canopy of stars. Aiden watched silently but intently, his arousal evident once again in the moonlight.

      Rayanne’s mouth moved expertly over me as she wrapped her lips around one nipple, then the other, sucking hard and flicking her tongue across the skin. My pussy ached for attention, and I’d never wanted to be with my best friend more.

      She traced kisses across my stomach and further down while removing my shorts and panties. Each kiss sent sparks through my core until she reached the heat between my legs. When her mouth finally closed over my pussy, waves of pleasure crashed through me like a stormy sea against rugged cliffs.

      She was relentless. With every lick and suck, she drew moans from deep within me. I writhed under her touch, grasping at the blanket beneath us as she brought me closer to the edge than I'd ever been.

      Then, with one final swirl of her tongue that hit just right, I shattered into a million brilliant pieces. My cries echoed into the night sky as I came crashing down.

      While I came down, still too dizzy to do much beside lay there, I watched Rayanne crawl toward Aiden until she was climbing over him. Aiden’s eyes bore into her and his hands swept over her curves, cupping her breasts. As she lowered her hips over him—his cock sliding inside her inch by inch—he sucked on her nipples and teased her clit.

      Jealousy shot through me mixed with euphoric desire. I was aroused watching my best friend ride another man’s long, hard cock. But I wanted it for myself, too.

      I wanted to feel that fullness, the stretch, the exquisite friction. But rather than dwell on the sense of envy that had flickered within me, I chose to embrace the hedonistic pleasure of the scene unfolding before my eyes.

      My fingers found their way to my sensitive, swollen clit, still throbbing from Rayanne's mouth. I circled it, relishing in the lingering pulses of my orgasm as I watched them move together rhythmically.

      The sound of their flesh slapping together mingled with Rayanne's moans and Aiden's low grunts. It was as if they were performing just for me.

      I felt a deep longing to join them under the starlight. Moved by impulse and need, I crawled closer until I was by Aiden’s side. My hand reached out tentatively at first but grew bolder as it made contact with his skin. I stroked his thigh and then moved higher, finding Rayanne’s hips. With a gentle touch, I encouraged her movements, guiding her down onto him harder and faster.

      Rayanne threw her head back in ecstasy as Aiden took over and began thrusting up into her with renewed vigor. Her breasts bounced within reach, and without hesitation, I leaned forward to take one in my mouth, sucking greedily and twirling my tongue around the stiffened nipple.

      Aiden’s hand found mine on Rayanne’s hip, his fingers intertwining with mine momentarily before he let go, allowing his hand to explore further. He joined me in sucking Rayanne's breasts, our hands occasionally brushing against each other.

      The connection between us was tangible and electric. As Rayanne rode him like she was born to do it, her hands gripped Aiden's shoulders for support while her hips ground down in perfect unison with each of his thrusts upward.

      And then it happened; Rayanne's body tensed above him as Aiden gave one final thrust. Together they found release, her cry melding with his roar as they clung to one another.

      As their breathing slowed and their bodies untangled, Rayanne collapsed beside Aiden with a contented sigh. They both looked at me with eyes full of heat and mischief. Rayanne crawled toward me and kissed me again, then brought her lips to my ear. “I want you to let him fuck your ass. It would be so hot to watch that.”

      I swallowed. I’d never done anal before, but the thought of it turning on my best friend made me want to consider it. She could tell by the look in my eye that I wasn’t going to turn her down, and that’s when she took the opportunity to tell Aiden what she wanted. His eyes widened and I nodded, letting him know that I wanted to do this for Rayanne.

      Aiden climbed to his knees and I rolled onto my stomach, feeling self-conscious and excited all at once. Aiden caressed my back lovingly before pulling my hips backward until his cock was resting between my cheeks, still slick with my best friend’s arousal.

      Rayanne moved to my side, her breath hot against my neck as she whispered encouragements. She kissed along my shoulder, a light and teasing contrast to the tension that coiled in my lower belly.

      Aiden spit on his hand, his fingers working his saliva gently around and into me. The sensation was foreign but not unpleasant—slippery and intimate.

      "Relax, Heather," Rayanne murmured as she continued to kiss me, her hands sliding over my shaking arms. "You're going to love this."

      Aiden's fingers left me and I felt the pressure of his tip nudging at my entrance. Slowly, excruciatingly so, he began to push inside. Every instinct screamed for me to tense up, but Rayanne’s soothing caresses and soft words helped me let go.

      As Aiden filled me inch by painstaking inch, I kept my eyes locked with Rayanne's, her presence grounding me amidst the storm of new sensations swirling through my body.

      "Are you okay?" Aiden's voice was strained with concern and effort.

      I could only nod, gritting my teeth as I adjusted to the feel of him in such a tight place. Rayanne placed a soft kiss on my lips before trailing her fingers down between us to where Aiden and I were joined. She touched me with practiced ease, reigniting the embers of arousal that had never fully extinguished from before.

      With each gentle thrust from Aiden, any residual discomfort gave way to pleasure—sharp and intense. The combination of feeling so full mixed with Rayanne's touch had me close to the edge once again.

      Aiden picked up his pace as if sensing how close I was; his movements became less cautious and more primal. His hands gripped my hips tightly enough that I knew I’d wear his marks proudly come morning.

      Through the haze of pleasure, I heard Rayanne's voice cheering us on. "Yes... just like that... you're both so beautiful together."

      The coil in my belly snapped as another orgasm washed over me, more intense than anything I had ever experienced. My muscles clenched around Aiden relentlessly as he groaned loudly behind me. With a few more deep thrusts, he buried himself within me one last time before spilling himself inside.

      We collapsed in a tangle of limbs—exhausted and satisfied. Aiden and I shared a look of wonder and satiation before we both turned our gaze to Rayanne.

      "You two are amazing," Aiden told us after a few moments of silence. “You make me never want to leave this campground.”

      After catching our breaths, we found ourselves laughing softly. “I don’t want to leave either,” I admitted.

      Rayanne snuggled up beside—sandwiching me between her and Aiden—and stroked my hair. “Who says we have to rush off? This is our road trip. We can stay as long as we want.”

      Just then, we saw flashlights scanning the woods. Rayanne stood up and gathered her clothes, tossing ours to us. “Shit. That’s probably a park ranger or something.”

      The three of us dressed as quickly as possible, picked up our things, and ran back toward camp, our laughter filled with youth and adventure.
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      Their moans drifted through the summer night air, caressing my skin like a soft breeze welcomed in the summer heat. Goosebumps traveled in waves over my skin and my hand found the back of my neck as I tried to soothe the ache in the lower half of my body. I was younger than them, but I hadn’t made sounds like that in far too long.

      I sat there, alone, in my backyard while my husband, Chris continued working inside. What would he do if he could hear them? We’d been married for four years and we’d already lost the spark. Would hearing our older neighbors reignite his fire?

      Over the past few years, I’d feared the worst. Maybe my husband wasn’t attracted to me anymore. I’d started going to the gym, dieting, changing my hair and clothes to no avail. Chris only worked, and when we went to bed together, he was exhausted or at least claimed to be.

      Their moans grew louder. Stephanie and David were in their late thirties to early forties. Chris and I, on the other hand, were twenty-four. We married younger than our friends at twenty, and I foolishly thought the honeymoon phase would last forever with us. We were passionately in love just four short years ago.

      The sounds of flesh against flesh made me shift my hips in the patio chair I was in. In my hand, I gripped a wine glass and swirled it around, taking small sips to quell the ache and to cool the heat simmering inside me. This heat had nothing to do with summer and was all thanks to our voracious neighbors next door. This wasn’t the first time I’d heard them, but lately, it’d been more frequent.

      I glanced back at the house and saw the light on in the kitchen. Chris was working at the dining table and if he just turned to look over his shoulder, he could see me here. Still, I took my chances, knowing how slim it would be that he’d check on me at all.

      My fingers traced the condensation on the wine glass and then trailed the water over my neck. They danced lower until brushing over my chest. I shifted my legs, feeling the arousal pooling between my thighs and felt an electricity spark there.

      With each moan that filtered through the summer air, I felt my pleasure build. I’d been so frustrated lately that I didn’t even have to touch myself. When Stephanie came, so did I. My climax was small and quiet, releasing with a shudder. When the waves stopped rolling through me, I glanced back at my husband who was still working.

      Part of me had hoped he’d catch me. Part of me hoped he’d join me outside and hear our neighbors living passionately. But he was so engrossed by whatever was on his laptop that he did neither. Ecstasy and disappointment wrapped around me like a pretty bow.

      I knew we needed help. Only four years into our marriage and we shouldn’t be this sexless. Stephanie had been married for over a decade, and they didn’t seem to be having any issues at all.

      If there was anyone who could give me advice, it was her.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I knocked on Stephanie’s door under the guise of asking to borrow her waffle iron. The door opened and my breath hitched.

      I couldn't help but admire her curves that hugged her perfectly fitted dress. At forty years old, she exuded a confidence and grace that I couldn't help but envy. Her skin was smooth and free of wrinkles, with just a hint of laugh lines around her eyes that added character to her face. And those eyes - a deep, alluring green that seemed to hold secrets and stories just waiting to be uncovered. She was the epitome of timeless beauty.

      “Isabella! It’s good to see you. What can I do for you today?”

      My gaze was desperate to travel south and drink her in after listening to her last night, but I didn’t dare look out of fear that I would give myself away. I cleared my throat along with clearing my dirty thoughts. “Chris wants waffles,” I said with a ‘husbands, am I right?’ look.  “Would you mind terribly if we borrowed your waffle iron?”

      Stephanie smiled and my heart warmed just seeing it. “Of course, not. Come on in.”

      I followed her inside and snuck a glance at her hips as they swayed to the kitchen. She opened up a lower cabinet and pulled out the appliance. Once she handed it to me, she said, “So, how have you been?”

      I took the waffle iron and nodded. “Good, good,” I lied. “Just busy working. You know.”

      “You know what they say about all work and no play,” Stephanie teased.

      “Yeah, well I don’t know any Jacks so I think we’re okay.” I winked and Stephanie chuckled, her blond waves bouncing with her chest.  After a pause, I added, “Actually, I was wondering if I could get some advice.”

      Her expression softened and she leaned back against her counter. “Shoot.”

      “How do you…um…god, this is so awkward.”

      Stephanie chuckled. “Don’t make it awkward then. Just come out with it. I don’t bite.”

      A nervous laugh escaped me. “Ok, yeah. Um…how do you…you know…keep the spark alive?”

      “Don’t tell me a girl like you is already having issues. You’re young. You’re gorgeous. Chris is a fool if he’s not ravishing you every night.”

      The heat from the night before found its way inside my body again. “Thank you,” I said, feeling myself blush. “But, I don’t know, it’s been four years. He’s always working. We’re still good friends. We get along. But he doesn’t touch me like he used to. Our kisses aren’t passionate and they never lead to anything.”

      Stephanie nodded. “Mmmm. Yeah, that’s a tough one. Have you tried experimenting at all?”

      “Experimenting? Like…role play?”

      She laughed. “Yeah, like role play. Or other things…” as she said this, her eyes traveled down the length of my body. My thighs clenched in response.

      “What other things?” I managed to choke out.

      She took a step toward me. “Well, like I said. You’re gorgeous. And Chris is very attractive, if you don’t mind me saying so.” I shook my head and she smiled. “Have you guys ever considered opening up your relationship?” Her hand snaked behind me and I could’ve sworn she was coming in for a kiss, but when she pulled back she was holding an apple. She took a bite and swallowed before adding, “David and I do it all the time.”

      “Do what exactly?”

      “Fuck. Other people. Sometimes all in the same room.”

      My nipples hardened and I hoped she couldn’t see through my thin shirt. “Isn’t that cheating?”

      “No, of course not. Not when you both want it. Not when you have good communication. It sounds like you and Chris have that. All you’re missing is the adventure. Am I wrong?”

      I chewed my lower lip as I thought about it, then shook my head. “No. I suppose not.” Tucking my hair behind my ear, I added, “I just don’t know if we’re that sort of couple. I don’t think I could ever stand sharing Chris with another woman.” But even as I said this, I thought, unless the other woman was Stephanie.

      “That’s a shame,” Stephanie said. “It can be a lot of fun.”

      “Well, we wouldn’t really know anyone to do it with, even if we wanted to. H-how do you find people?”

      Stephanie smiled and shrugged. “Friends of friends. Online. Parties. I suppose it gets easier when you get to my age. There are a lot more couples looking to add adventure into their lives.” She stepped closer and touched my arm. “But if you’ve lost the spark already, you don’t want to wait until you’re my age to get it back. That’s a long time from now.”

      My skin prickled under her touch. “You talk like you’re some old lady. You’re not.”

      She laughed, and she was close enough that her peppermint breath caressed my forehead—she had a good four inches on me. “I wasn’t calling myself old,” she clarified. “I was merely saying that you don’t want to wait fifteen years when you could be having more fun now.”

      My gaze hung on her full, pouty lips and reluctantly traveled upward. That’s when I saw the intensity in her own gaze as she looked down at me. “If you wanted,” she said, her fingers snaking up to my shoulder, leaving a trail of heat in their wake, “I’d love to share my husband with you, regardless of whether or not you share Chris with me.”

      Her words made my thighs clench even harder and I felt a spark there along with a stirring in my lower belly. We were so close that I could smell her honey perfume and I wanted to drink her in completely.

      “I don’t know,” I said, my mind hazy and the words slurred. “What if it’s too much?”

      Stephanie’s fingers were on my neck now, her knuckles dragging across my skin. A jolt of electricity shot through me and I thought I was going to kiss her right then and there. She leaned in closer, her lips nearly touching mine, but then she moved past them toward my ear. “Think about it,” she whispered. Our breasts were almost touching. “I’ve certainly thought a lot about you.”

      My heart was in my throat trying to escape. My body was on fire from her touch and her words. I knew when she pulled back that I would kiss her. That I would taste what I shouldn’t want. But as I made my move, a deep voice sounded from beside us.

      “Morning, you two,” said David. The two of us turned to him and he had one eyebrow raised. “What’s going on here?” His tone was light and playful and I wondered if he’d thought about me too.

      Stephanie took a step backward to give me room to breathe. “Isabella was just asking me for some advice.” She looked at me and winked. “I hope I was able to help.”

      I cleared my throat and nodded. “Um. Yeah. Thanks. I should go. Thanks for the waffle iron.”

      With that, I left the conversation and my desires in the dust, heading back home to dwell on Stephanie’s words.

      The walk home was a blur, like I was moving through a dream. My feet knew the way without my conscious guidance. Stephanie's proposition echoed between my ears, each step intensifying the memory of her breath on my skin and the promise in her eyes.

      As soon as I opened the door to our apartment, Chris looked up from his morning coffee, that familiar warm smile spreading across his face. "Hey, you," he said, the corners of his eyes crinkling with genuine affection. "Where were you?" He glanced at the waffle iron. “Let me guess, Stephanie’s?”

      I forced a smile. "Yeah. I thought I’d make waffles."

      He must have sensed something because he tilted his head and studied me for a moment longer than usual. "Everything okay? You never make waffles."

      "Yeah," I replied hastily, setting down the waffle iron on the kitchen counter. "Just—just got a lot on my mind right now."

      Chris got up from his chair and crossed the room to wrap his arms around me. He kissed the top of my head and I leaned into his embrace, feeling the comfort of his body against mine. Even if our passion didn’t burn as brightly, I knew Chris still loved me. It was evident in the way he held me.

      "I'm here if you want to talk about anything," Chris said softly.

      And I believed him. But how could I share these thoughts with him? The thoughts of another woman's lips so close to mine? The seductive allure of stepping into an unknown world that could either reignite something or completely destroy us.

      "Thanks," I murmured into his chest. "Maybe later."

      I spent the day in half-hearted attempts at normalcy: laundry, cleaning, trying to read a book but finding myself unable to turn beyond page three. Finally, as the evening drew near and Chris was humming softly while making dinner, I breached the subject that had been simmering beneath my surface all day.

      "Chris," I began tentatively, not meeting his eyes.

      "Yeah?" His voice was light, expectant.

      "How would you feel about... exploring? With other people?" The words tumbled out awkwardly but they were out there now—hovering in our kitchen.

      Chris paused, putting down the knife he'd been chopping vegetables with. There was no judgement in his gaze when he turned to face me—it was open and curious.

      "To be honest," he said after a moment's silence that stretched agonizingly long, "I've never really thought about it." His brow furrowed slightly as he considered it more deeply. "But we've always said we'd be open with each other about everything."

      My heart hammered in my chest as I watched him digest this new information.

      "Do you want that?" he asked finally, his voice steady but ripe with emotion.

      I hesitated; honesty had never felt so dangerous.

      "I'm not sure," I admitted. "It just—it came up today with Stephanie."

      "Stephanie?" His surprise was evident.

      "She... they have an open relationship," I explained haltingly.

      Chris didn't respond immediately; instead, he returned to his cooking, allowing a silence filled with sizzling onions. I watched his back, the way his shoulders tensed and then relaxed as he mulled over my words.

      "Would you want me to...?" The question lingered in the air, an offering and an uncertainty entwined together.

      "I think so," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "The thought of kissing her—of being with her—it's thrilling."

      Chris turned off the stove and moved towards me, his eyes searching mine with an intensity that made me shiver.

      "Isabella," he said, his hand reaching for mine, "if this is something you need—or want—I'm not opposed to exploring it. Together. But are we ready for what that means?"

      I nodded slowly, my heart a mix of excitement and trepidation. "I think we should try. I don't want to feel like I'm hiding a part of myself from you. And it's not just about Stephanie—it's... it's about us. Rediscovering who we are together."

      For the first time in what felt like years, Chris's eyes sparked with something new, an eagerness that mirrored my own curiosity.

      "Okay," he agreed softly. "Let's talk to them—Stephanie and her husband. We'll see where this goes."

      By the time we walked over to Stephanie and her husband's house that night, hand in hand, a silent pact had formed between us—a mutual promise to step together into this new chapter with open hearts and minds.

      The door opened to reveal Stephanie wearing a coy smile and a silk robe that hinted at all the pleasures lurking beneath its sleek folds. Beside her stood her husband, an easy grin on his face as he welcomed us in.

      The air between all four of us was charged with anticipation; even our small talk held an undercurrent of excitement for what was to come.

      "We're not looking to replace anything we have," Chris stated clearly when the conversation turned serious, "but rather to enhance it...together."

      Stephanie's husband nodded his understanding while she approached me with that same intoxicating promise in her eyes.

      "We value discretion and respect above all," she whispered near my ear.

      Every nerve ending buzzed as I met her gaze, understanding now that whatever happened beyond this moment would irrevocably change the landscape of our relationships.

      Slowly, hesitantly at first, her lips brushed against mine—a feather-light touch that sent shivers down every inch of my spine.

      As our kiss deepened, Stephanie's fingers deftly unbuttoned my blouse, her every movement slow and deliberate as if she were savoring each revealed inch of my skin. The contrast between her prowess and my own fumbling with her robe only served to heighten my desire. Finally, with a dramatic flick of my wrists, it pooled at our feet, revealing her luscious curves.

      Her body was a canvas of soft curves and lines, her skin a golden hue of age and experience. Her breasts were full and perky, defying expectations of gravity, and her stomach was toned and flat. She radiated confidence and sensuality, her every move deliberate and captivating.

      I could taste the salt from her sweat as I trailed kisses along her neck and collarbone, savoring the flavor of her skin. It was addicting, making me crave more.

      Chris and David stood transfixed by the scene unfolding before them—their eyes like those of caged animals yearning for release. My husband's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard while David's hand drifted below his waistline to adjust his growing erection.

      With a mischievous smile, Stephanie led me by the hand to their plush leather couch and sat me down with a bounce that made the springs creak in anticipation. Kneeling between my legs, she continued to explore my body with her mouth—her tongue tracing the line of my collarbone before dipping lower to tease my hardened nipples through the lace of my bra.

      I arched my back against the soft cushions, my hands tangling in her thick, blonde hair. With each flick of her tongue and nip of her teeth, a moan escaped me, and I threw my head back, lost in the intensity of the sensations.

      I felt Stephanie's fingers at my back, working the clasp of my bra with ease. It fell away, and her warm palms cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing over my nipples in slow, circular motions. Breathless from the overwhelming pleasure, I barely noticed the synchronized gasp from Chris and David as they witnessed their wives in such an intimate embrace.

      The fabric of my skirt whispered against my thighs as Stephanie's hands traced further down my body, slipping underneath to find the edge of my panties. The sound of Chris's belt buckle hitting the floor reverberated through the room like a starting pistol, signaling an unspoken permission for the night to dissolve into something far more primal.

      "Is this okay?" Stephanie whispered against my breast before capturing a nipple between her lips once more.

      "Yes," I breathed out, watching as Chris started undressing himself while still keeping his eyes locked on us. David followed suit, each movement deliberate and hungry.

      As Stephanie slid my panties down my legs, I felt exposed yet powerful under their gaze. My breath grew rapid and shallow; I was on a precipice teetering between anxiousness and unbridled excitement.

      Our kisses grew more insistent as Stephanie positioned herself above me, our bodies pressing together in a heated dance. The smell of arousal mixed with the faint scent of leather from the couch filled the air. Chris moved closer, his hand finding mine and squeezing gently—a silent affirmation of his consent and desire.

      Stephanie's kisses trailed lower again until she was kneeling on the floor at my feet. With one last glance at our husbands—eyes ablaze with lust—she spread my legs wide. The cool air of the room contrasted with her warm breath as she hovered just above where I needed her most.

      The room fell away as Stephanie's tongue met my pussy. A surge of pleasure shot through me, and I cried out unabashedly.

      "Oh, God," I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily against her skilled tongue. "Yes, right there!"

      She didn't disappoint, expertly mapping every inch of me with her talented tongue and fingers. My body was on fire, and every nerve ending seemed to be focused on the where our bodies met. Stephanie slipped two fingers inside me while her thumb circled my most sensitive spot, sending me into a whirlwind of ecstasy.

      Chris's and David's heavy breathing filled the room as they stroked themselves in time with Stephanie's movements. The knowledge that they were as turned on as we were only added fuel to the raging inferno within me.

      "I'm so close," I gasped out, my fingers digging into the leather couch for support. "Oh, Stephanie, I'm going to—"

      With a final flick of her tongue and a deep thrust of her fingers, I shattered apart—my entire body convulsing in waves of pleasure as my orgasm washed over me in endless shudders. "Oh my God," I gasped, breathless and drenched with sweat.

      Stephanie looked up at me with a mischievous grin, her lips swollen and glistening. Her chest heaved while she stood on shaky legs, but the look in her eyes told me that this was far from over.

      Chris sat beside me, his hand on his cock as he stroked himself. Stephanie straddled him then and captured his full attention.

      I watched in a mix of rapture and jealousy as Stephanie lowered herself onto Chris's cock. The breath hitched in my throat as she took him inside, her eyes closing briefly to savor the sensation. Chris groaned, his hands immediately finding purchase on her hips, guiding her in a slow rhythm.

      "God, you feel good," he muttered under his breath, meeting each of Stephanie's deliberate movements with his own upward thrusts.

      David watched us with an intense gaze that seemed to burn through the thick sexual atmosphere. His cock, long and thick, beckoned me with its silent call.

      Without a word, I crawled towards David on all fours like a cat stalking its prey. The plush carpet grazed my knees as I approached him. The dimly lit room cast shadows over his body that danced with our movements. He looked down at me with eyes filled with the same kind of need that had ignited between Stephanie and Chris.

      Reaching him, I ran my fingers over his thigh, feeling the wiry hairs tickle the palm of my hand before finally gripping his hardness. It pulsed beneath my touch and I didn't hesitate before wrapping my lips around him.

      David let out a deep sigh as I took him into my mouth. The salty taste of his arousal filled me with an intense lust. I flicked my tongue around the tip before taking him deeper, wanting to give him as much pleasure as Stephanie was giving Chris.

      The room filled with groans and slurping sounds. My hand worked at the base of David's shaft while I sucked and licked, drawing soft curses from his lips every time I looked up at him through hooded lashes.

      Chris's pace quickened beneath Stephanie, their bodies slapping together in an increasingly frantic tempo. Her moans built above the noise: "Yes! Fuck me harder!"

      Her demands were met with vigor as Chris gripped her tighter and drove into her with fervor, tipping her head back in uninhibited abandon.

      I doubled my efforts on David, drawing more preoccupied moans from him—a reminder that he was very much present and reveling in the lustful display before us.

      Stephanie reached down between her thighs to play with her clit, keeping perfect rhythm with the motion of their bodies. The sight of it pushed me closer to the edge again; I could feel another orgasm building within me just from the excitement of it all.

      Then suddenly, Chris stiffened beneath Stephanie, a low growl escaping him as he reached his climax. His hot release triggered Stephanie's own orgasm; she cried out loudly as waves of satisfaction rolled through her body.

      At that moment, overcome by the intensity around me—and the skilled movements of my own mouth—I felt David tense up. "Fuck," he hissed sharply as he came in my mouth.

      “Isabella,” Stephanie called once I’d finished swallowing her husband’s load. Stephanie dropped to her knees and patted the carpet. I came toward her and laid down at her command. Stephanie climbed above me, her hips aligning with my face and her mouth aligning with my pussy. “I want you to open yourself up completely. We’re going to watch our husbands fuck the other woman.”

      I wasn’t quite sure what she meant until, looking up, I saw Chris kneel by my head, angling his cock toward Stephanie’s ass. His eyes met mine briefly before pushing into her. I watched him disappear inch by inch into her tight ass and I salivated at the sight, hoping he would fuck my ass when we got home.

      At that moment, I felt Stephanie’s tongue swipe over my clit while her husband’s cock pressed against my ass too. “I’ve never done this before,” I warned.

      “Don’t worry,” Stephanie whispered against my pussy. “He’ll be gentle.”

      The warmth of her breath against my sensitive skin sent shivers down my spine as I braced myself for a new kind of invasion. Sure enough, David’s tip nudged gently at my entrance—a cautious explorer seeking uncharted territories.

      With Stephanie’s guidance, his intrusion was slow but firm, stretching me in ways I had never been stretched before. The mix of slight pain and burgeoning pleasure mingled into an indescribable sensation. Stephanie's tongue never ceased its dance over my clit, her movements in sync with her husband’s measured thrusts.

      My body was caught between three points of intense focus—the relentless attention from Stephanie's skillful mouth, the sight of my husband fucking another woman, and the steady penetration of David’s cock. Chris watched with a fascination that mirrored my own internal whirlwind.

      Beneath them, the room seemed to recede into a blur of sensory overload; the scent of sex hung heavy in the air, punctuated by carnal sounds.

      Stephanie’s tongue lashed more aggressively as if spurred on by the sight of her husband fucking me—or maybe it was the feeling of Chris’s cock pounding her from behind. My body reacted without thought, hips rising to meet her fervent licks while simultaneously pushing back onto David’s cock—embracing both the pain and pleasure of being deliciously filled.

      Echoes of moans filled the room. David’s grip tightened around my hips; his pace became erratic—a clear sign he was close again.

      Chris’s grunts grew deeper as he drove into Stephanie with increasing force, his pelvis smacking against her ass in rhythmic beats that echoed through the room.

      And then, like a chain reaction—David let out a strangled groan as he released inside me for the second time that night; his hot cum triggered another rush from within me that crested over me like a tidal wave. Just as ours subsided, Stephanie shuddered violently beneath Chris’s steady assault, signaling their own shared climax.

      Our collective breathing slowed as we disentangled ourselves from one another—a tangle of limbs slowly unraveling into separate beings once more. Spent and satisfied, we lay there on the carpeted floor in a comfortable silence.

      I closed my eyes for a moment to savor it all—the sensations still tingling across my skin , the lingering warmth of human connection, and the soft hum of fulfillment that pulsed quietly in my veins.

      When I finally opened my eyes again, I was met with three pairs of contented eyes. Stephanie propped herself up on one elbow, her other hand idly tracing patterns across my stomach, the movements lazy but soothing.

      Chris rested on his back, his breathing steady as he stared at the ceiling, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. His hand found mine and gave it a gentle squeeze—a wordless thank you that I didn’t need. I enjoyed myself too.

      David sat against the wall, knees drawn up, watching us with a soft expression. In his eyes was a quiet reflection, as if he was replaying each moment within his mind, etching it into memory.

      As the adrenaline faded and reality began to seep back into the edges of our consciousness, we knew it was time to return to our respective lives. Slowly, we gathered our scattered clothing from around the room, each movement deliberate and unhurried.

      Once clothed, there was an awkward pause as if nobody quite knew how to end what we'd begun. Then David broke the silence with a simple suggestion: "How about some coffee?" It was both ordinary and perfect.

      As we moved towards the kitchen, I felt Chris's hand slip into mine again. He pulled me backward, creating distance between Stephanie and David and then wrapped his arms around me. His cock was hard in his pants and pressing against my ass as he whispered, “I’m sorry I haven’t been more available to you at home.”

      “It’s okay,” I said smiling. “Did you have fun tonight?”

      He kissed my cheek, then my neck, then my shoulder. “You have no idea. But I want more. I want to have fun with you too when we get back home.”

      “You mean it?”

      “Yes,” he said. “And I’m never taking you for granted again. You are everything to me, Isabella. This night is exactly what I needed to wake me up again.”

      And with that thought warming my spirit more than any coffee ever could, we followed Stephanie and David into the kitchen—each step taking me further away from the wild abandon of moments ago but closer to the people I’d shared it with.
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      I stood behind the podium, my palms moist with anticipation, as I smoothed down the fabric of my blazer for the twentieth time. The low hum of the auditorium resonated through me, a chorus of intellect where every cadence was an argument, every pause a counterpoint. Our team had been preparing for months, but nothing could have prepared me for Haley.

      She was on the rival team from Ridgemont University, her posture radiating confidence in a way that upstaged her well-tailored suit. With her dark hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders, she caught everyone's gaze effortlessly. I had never seen anyone quite like her—Haley was the embodiment of poise and smug assurance, and even though she was my opponent, my heart fluttered at the sight of her.

      The debate began in earnest, each side volleying facts and figures with the precision of seasoned chess players moving their pawns. Every time Haley spoke, her voice was clear and authoritative, and when she delivered a particularly scathing rebuttal, that infuriating yet intoxicating smirk would flash across her lips. It was distracting in a way that made heat rise to my cheeks, and I found myself forgetting my next line.

      Glancing out into the audience for a lifeline, I spotted Brett. He sat among the sea of faces with an encouraging smile plastered across his face. Brett, my boyfriend since sophomore year, wore his support like a badge of honor. His presence should have been comforting—a beacon in the swirling storm that Haley's allure had stirred within me—but it only served to heighten the dissonance between what I felt and what my life looked like from the outside.

      As our team's turn approached again, I gathered my notes with trembling hands. Haley's eyes met mine across the room; they were deep and challenging, beckoning me into an intellectual tango I wasn't sure I could keep pace with. She raised one eyebrow expectantly as if daring me to surprise her—to surprise myself.

      Pushing down my timidity and taking a deep breath that tasted of musty auditorium air, I addressed the judges and began to weave our arguments together. My voice started off shaky but grew steadier with each sentence.

      Then it happened: our discourse reached its climax just as I locked eyes with Haley once more. Her smirk transformed into something different this time—a look of surprised respect—as if she hadn’t anticipated that this timid girl before her could so fiercely hold her ground. It was in that moment, as words spilled from me with more passion than I knew I possessed, that something shifted within me.

      The debate closed to thunderous applause, both teams having laid out their cases with fervor and skill. As we shook hands with our opponents—my fingers brushing Haley's—I caught another glimmer of that smirk. It was maddening yet thrilling all at once.

      “Nice job. I hope you’re ready for round 2 tomorrow.”

      “I will be,” I said with more confidence than I felt. I suddenly found myself wondering if her team was staying in the same hotel as mine was. I both worried and hoped that I’d run into her in the halls there.

      Haley’s gaze flicked in Brett’s direction. “I hope he won’t keep you up all night or you’ll never be able to handle me tomorrow.”

      “He won’t,” I said, swallowing my humiliation when I realized I’d implied our sex life was non-existent. Haley stifled a chuckle then tipped an invisible hat before retreating with her team.

      I returned to my seat beside Brett who wrapped an arm around me in congratulations while whispering how proud he was. “You did great up there. You guys will beat Ridgemont for sure.”

      I sighed and looked down at my lap. “Thanks for being here. It means a lot.” When I brought my eyes back up, I’d hoped they’d find Haley across the room. To my disappointment, she was gone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Later that night, while Brett and I were in the hotel’s courtyard sipping on some hot chocolate, the chilly air made me shiver, and Brett pulled me closer. The string lights woven through the trellises gave our surroundings a comforting glow. It was a moment of peace, but my mind kept racing back to the intensity of the debate—and Haley’s gorgeous smirk.

      “You’re quiet tonight,” Brett observed, his breath creating a small cloud in the cool air.

      “Just tired,” I murmured, leaning into his warmth. “And thinking about tomorrow.”

      Before he could reply, the sound of heels clicking against the stone pathway interrupted us. I looked up to see Haley emerging from the shadows, her confident stride never faltering even on unsteady ground. As she drew nearer, Brett's gaze shifted, and I felt a knot tighten in my stomach.

      "Hey," Haley said, her voice as assertive as ever. "Mind if I join you for a minute? Need to talk to your girl for some pre-battle intimidation."

      Brett's eyes twinkled with amusement, and he gave me a little squeeze. "I think she can handle you."

      My cheeks flushed, and I was both annoyed and strangely excited by his nonchalance.

      Haley slid into the seat next to me while Brett moved to give us space. Our knees brushed beneath the table, an accidental touch that sent a shiver up my spine that had nothing to do with the cold.

      "So," she began, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees and her eyes locked on mine, "ready to lose tomorrow?"

      I wanted to fire back with a witty retort, but instead I found myself captivated by her confidence. "We'll see about that," I managed to say.

      Her smirk grew wider. "I like your spirit."

      Brett cleared his throat, drawing our attention back to him. "You know," he said casually, "Jenny here is one of the best speakers I've ever heard. You should be worried."

      Haley's eyes flickered between Brett and me, and for an instant I saw something like approval flash across her face before she masked it with her usual arrogance.

      "Yeah?" Haley stood up and stepped closer to Brett. "You really think she's got what it takes?"

      He met her challenge with ease. "Absolutely."

      Their exchange felt charged with an energy that was new to me—a dynamic that somehow included me without my participation. It was oddly exhilarating.

      "You're cute when you're supportive," Haley said playfully before turning back to me. Her hand rested briefly on my shoulder in what could have been a gesture of solidarity or domination—I couldn't decide which.

      "See you bright and early, Jenny," Haley said in a low voice that made my heart skip a beat.

      As she walked away, Brett wrapped his arm around me again and kissed the top of my head.

      "I think she likes you,” he teased gently.

      I shook my head but remained silent. What was I feeling? Jealousy wasn't quite the word for this confusing swirl of emotions. Excited? Intimidated? Aroused? Maybe all three. Whatever it was, it left me yearning for something indefinable as we headed back to our room for the night.
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        * * *

      

      In the quiet of our room, Brett's arms were a comforting presence around me, but my mind kept replaying Haley's smirk and the brush of her fingers on my shoulder. Brett's voice broke through my thoughts.

      "You're a bit quiet," he observed, tilting my face up to look at him. "Everything okay?"

      "Yeah," I murmured, trying to sound more convincing than I felt. "Just thinking about tomorrow."

      He nodded, his gaze searching mine. "You're going to do great. You always do."

      I managed a smile, leaning into his warmth. Though I wanted to focus on the debate, images of Haley continued to dance behind my eyelids—her commanding stance, the way her eyes held mine with such intensity.

      Sleep was elusive that night. When slumber finally claimed me, it brought dreams tangled with podiums and passionate glances exchanged over rebuttal notes.

      The morning sun was already filtering through the curtains when I woke up feeling both determined and disheveled. Brett was already dressed, exuding calm as he handed me a cup of coffee.

      "You got this," he said with a confident grin.

      We arrived at the debate hall early; it buzzed with nervous energy from the other competitors. My eyes found Haley almost immediately. She stood alone, reviewing her notes, her expression focused.

      As if sensing me, she looked up and our gazes locked. There it was again—that undeniable pull—but this time Brett wasn't by my side to anchor me; he'd gone to find seats.

      Haley approached me with slow purposeful steps, and stopped just close enough for her perfume to tease my senses.

      "Good morning," she said, her voice smooth and controlled. "Did you sleep well?"

      Her question seemed innocent enough but carried an undercurrent that made my pulse race.

      "Like a rock," I lied, mirroring her confidence.

      "That's good." She tilted her head slightly. "You'll need all your energy to keep up with me."

      I took a deep breath, determined not to let her get under my skin before we even started. Yet the way her lips curved into that knowing smirk made it difficult to maintain my composure.

      "We'll see who's keeping up with whom," I shot back, but as the words left my mouth, Brett returned.

      His arrival felt like salvation and torment rolled into one—comfort in his familiar presence but an acute awareness of how easily Haley had captivated my attention without him there.

      The debates began shortly after. Rounds passed in a blur of arguments and counterarguments until it was just Haley and me on the stage for the final round.

      She was formidable—eloquent and sharp as she dismantled points I had painstakingly constructed. But I gave as good as I got, fueled by a mixture of competitive fire and the tangled emotions she stirred within me.

      As our final exchange came to a close and we waited for the judges' decision, only one thought consumed me—not who would win the debate but what lay beyond it: why did I feel attracted to another woman?
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        * * *

      

      That night at the hotel, Brett and I went to the hot tub so I could relax my nerves. I couldn’t stop thinking about Haley and it was driving me crazy. Something about her allure made me want so much more than just to beat her in the debates. I wanted to know more of her. To see more of her. Even though she drove me crazy.

      Brett noticed my distant gaze and tugged on my hair playfully, breaking the spell of my thoughts. "Penny for them?" he joked.

      I shook my head and attempted a smile, only for it to falter when Haley appeared like a vision in her bikini, confidence embodied in each step she took toward us. The hot tub area, dimly lit by the soft glow of lanterns strewn around the edges, became her stage.

      "Mind if I join you two?" she asked, not waiting for an answer before slipping into the water with a grace that made the temperature seem to rise a few more degrees.

      I couldn't help but feel uptight, sitting perfectly upright while she seemed so at ease, stretching out her legs until they were dangerously close to mine.

      "Honey," she said directly to me, looking amused by my stiffness, "you really need to loosen up a bit."

      My cheeks flamed with heat that had nothing to do with the bubbling water surrounding us. Before I could come up with any sort of response, she continued.

      "You know what I do before a big debate? I let off a little steam." The suggestive lilt in her voice left no room for doubt about what she meant. She raised an eyebrow at me knowingly.

      Brett chuckled beside me, and I felt his arm snake around my waist. "Is that so?" he replied, glancing between Haley and me.

      Haley leaned forward slightly, letting the water ripple around her as she dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper that somehow reached both our ears with crystal clarity. "Absolutely. And you know—I don't mind being a spectator if you two want to celebrate Jenny's awesome performance today."

      I blushed harder; my heart thudded wildly against my chest. Brett’s smile widened into a grin that suggested he wasn’t opposed to the idea. His hand on my waist tightened ever so slightly as if gauging my reaction.

      I looked back and forth between them, feeling the tension coil inside me like a spring. Brett leaned in closer to me, his breath warm on my neck, sending shivers down my spine. The way he looked at me, with that mischievous glint in his eye, made my decision for me.

      "You know what, Haley?" I found myself saying, my voice steadier than I expected. "I think a little celebration is in order."

      Haley's smile was a mixture of anticipation and delight, her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made me feel seen in ways I couldn't comprehend. It was exhilarating and terrifying all at once.

      Brett's lips found mine then, in a kiss that started gentle but grew hungrier with each passing second. His hands roamed over my skin, trailing heat wherever they touched. I melted into him, forgetting everything except the sensation of being desired.

      The water splashed softly around us as Brett's kisses trailed down my neck. Haley's gaze was fixed on us, her breaths coming out in shallow pants that mirrored my own. Her eyes were dark with arousal, and part of me thrilled at the fact that she was watching us — it added an edge to the moment that I hadn't known I craved.

      Brett’s fingers deftly untied the strings of my bikini top and it floated away from my body without protest. His mouth followed the curve of my shoulder as he peeled away the flimsy fabric and took in the sight of me bare before him.

      Haley's voice was barely above a whisper when she spoke next. "God, you're beautiful," she murmured to me.

      I could feel Brett’s movements pause momentarily at her words before he turned to look at Haley. There was a silent exchange between them before he nodded slightly, as if they’d come to some secret understanding.

      Then his attention was back on me. His hands ventured lower, teasing the sides of my bikini bottoms before slipping them off with ease. My heart hammered as he parted my legs gently but firmly, positioning himself between them.

      The heat from his body melded with the warmth of the hot tub water as he entered me slowly. I gasped at the fullness, clutching onto Brett's shoulders for support.

      With every thrust, every roll of his hips against mine, I felt myself losing control. My senses were heightened by Haley's watchful eyes; it was as though she was willing us on with her gaze alone.

      Brett’s rhythm became more insistent and I wrapped my legs around him tightly, meeting each of his movements with equal fervor. Our moans mingled together until it was impossible to tell one from the other.

      It was then that. I noticed Haley’s fingers were teasing her pussy over her bikini bottoms. Her nipples were hard and jutting out through her bikini top. The sight of her did me in, and I came. Brett came next, filling me with his cum until some trickled out into the water.

      I couldn’t help feeling a little bit ashamed as he pulled out of me. “That was nice,” he said.

      “Mmhmm,” was all I could muster as I dressed myself. Haley watched each movement I made.

      “Well,” she said, sitting up. “I bet you feel much better tomorrow.”

      My eyes followed her as she exited the hot tub as if she were a predator that might attack at any moment. “Have a goodnight.”

      When she left, so did my courage. What had I just done? I barely knew this woman and yet I’d let her watch me be intimate with my boyfriend.

      Brett pulled me in close and kissed my temple. “I had no idea you were so adventurous. Maybe we should have a threesome.”

      I glared up at him, feigning annoyance when really, the idea of it sounded so thrilling, so exciting that it was driving me crazy not to do it. But is that something Haley would be up for? And if so, how on earth would I go about asking her?

      My sleep was fitful again and when I did sleep, I dreamed of her.

      The next day was the last round of our debate tournament. I saw Haley right before, standing backstage. Her eyes glowed when they saw me and I felt the request on the tip of my tongue. But I couldn’t ask her now, right before the tournament, could I?

      “Have any more fun last night without me?” she asked. I shook my head. “Good,” she added. “Because I enjoyed watching you and I’d like to enjoy it again.” With that, she tucked a strand of hair behind my ear sending a jolt of electricity through me.

      “What? Really?”

      “Really. In fact, I’d like to do things to you too, but I don’t know what you’re comfortable with.”

      “I don’t know either…I’ve never done any of this.”

      “I know of a way I can help you decide…”

      “Oh yeah?”

      With that, Haley leaned in and pressed her lips to mine, making fireworks go off in my brain. Haley's kiss was a soft question, one that demanded an answer without words. My mind raced as the sound of the bustling crowd beyond the curtain became a distant hum. Her gentle touch was in stark contrast to the intense debate we were about to have, yet here, in this quiet backstage corner, her closeness was all I could think about.

      "Is this okay?" Haley whispered against my mouth, and I nodded before capturing her lips once more. The kiss deepened, and for a moment it felt like we could freeze time, suspend the impending clash of intellects just beyond these curtains.

      But as quickly as it began, Haley pulled back with a smile that managed to be both apologetic and wicked at once. "As much as I'd like to continue," she said, tracing her thumb across my cheek, "we have an audience to win over."

      My body was still humming from her touch as we stepped onto the stage. The debate topics felt trivial in comparison to the electricity coursing through me; each word I spoke was laced with the memory of Haley's lips on mine. Yet, despite my distraction—or perhaps because of it—our team couldn't quite rally to victory.

      The announcement came with a mix of disappointment and relief. Disappointment because losing stung fiercely; relief because now there was nothing between Haley, my desires, and me but open air and opportunity.

      After the debate, I found Haley again. She gave me a knowing look. “I hope you don’t hate me too bad, because I was looking forward to another night with you.”

      Brett stepped up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist. “Sorry you guys lost,” he said. “Who’s spending the night with who?”

      I swallowed. It was now or never. I tried to hide my nerves by smiling—no smirking—the way Haley did. “What if the three of us spent the night together?” I glanced up at Brett. “In our hotel room?”

      “That would save me on hotel fare,” Haley teased. “I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

      Brett chuckled. “I hope not. At least not if I’m hearing what I think I’m hearing.” I could feel Brett’s hard-on press against my backside. Why did I want to do this so badly? What would I think of myself in the morning.

      “You are,” I assured him, delirious with desire. “Come on.”
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        * * *

      

      The door swung open, the three of us tumbling into the dimly lit hotel room, our heavy panting the only sound in the quiet night. Brett slammed the door shut, his eyes darting from me to Haley and back again, a predatory glint in his eyes. The tension was thick enough to suffocate us all.

      "Well, I guess we're here," Haley purred, her voice sultry and laced with mischief. Her honey-brown eyes locked with mine, a challenge sparking between them. "Now what?"

      My heart pounded ferociously in my chest, but I couldn't look away from Haley's smoldering gaze. "I-I don't know," I stammered, hating how breathless my voice sounded. "We've never done this before."

      Brett stepped forward, his hand curling around the back of my neck possessively as he whispered in my ear, "I think you both know what to do." His words were hot against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

      Haley sauntered closer, her hips swaying with every step as if she were on a catwalk. "Do we need to be shown how it's done?" she purred, her emerald eyes dancing with amusement and lust.

      "No," I managed to say through trembling lips.

      Slowly, my fingers found Haley’s shirt and began to tug upward. Haley found the hem of my shirt and did the same. We unclasped each other’s bras and helped each other out of our slacks and panties. She was gorgeous naked; a perfect hourglass. I swallowed before doing something I’d never done before. I leaned down and captured one of her nipples into my mouth.

      Haley’s fingers wove through my hair and a moan escaped her, but then she pulled me off of her. “Come here,” she said, taking my hand. She led me toward the bed and laid me back. “You too,” she said to Brett. He laid beside me, his pants already discarded and his large cock in his hand.

      Haley climbed over me and began licking my pussy.

      "Oh fuck, Haley," I moaned, my head thrown back against the pillow as she teased my clit with her warm tongue. Brett's hand found my breast, squeezing it roughly in time with Haley's licks.

      "You like that, don't you?" Haley purred, lifting her head momentarily before diving in for more. Her fingers now joined her tongue, effortlessly stroking my entrance as she continued to tease my clit with her tongue.

      My moans filled the room as my arousal built to fever pitch. "God, yes," I gasped, my hips bucking against her face. "Oh, god, this feels so good."

      "Cum for me," Haley cooed, her tongue working overtime against my clit. "Let it all out."

      With one final deep thrust of her fingers and a hard flick of her tongue, I shattered apart in the most intense orgasm of my life. My body convulsed under the onslaught of pleasure as I cried out Haley's name. My juices spilled onto her face but she didn't seem to care; she continued to lick every drop until I was spent.

      As I lay panting for air, Haley moved onto sucking Brett’s cock. She gripped the base of him and licked up and down his shaft, her eyes locked on mine. Brett groaned, closing his eyes in ecstasy.

      I was both jealous and aroused as she took him deep into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down his length with impressive skill. My hand found my already- sensitized pussy, my fingers caressing my still-throbbing clit as I watched the show.

      "Oh fuck," Brett moaned.

      Her response was a muffled moan around him before she pulled away for a moment. "You're so big," she gasped before taking him back in again, her cheeks hollowing out with each bob of her head.

      Between the sight of Haley sucking Brett off like a pro and the memories of her tongue on my clit, I could feel another orgasm building inside me. I massaged my clit harder, my breaths coming in pants that matched theirs.

      "I'm gonna cum," Brett warned, his hands grasping at the sheets. "Oh fuck, Haley!"

      Haley moaned around him as he shot rope after rope of thick, warm cum into her mouth. She swallowed greedily, only stopping when there was nothing left to give. She looked up at us both with a satisfied smirk, cum dribbling down her chin.

      I turned to her and kissed her, licking every drop of cum from her lips. Then I laid her back on the bed and climbed between her thighs. “It’s your turn,” I said, curious to know what another pussy tasted like.

      I tentatively lapped at her pussy, mirroring the way she had done to me earlier. Haley tasted different from Brett— muskier, but in a good way. She tasted like sex and womanhood. I lapped at her clit, circling it with my tongue before dipping inside of her warmth.

      "Oh, fuck, Jenny," Haley moaned. "That feels so good."

      Emboldened by her reaction, I added two fingers inside of her while I continued to devour her clit. Haley’s hips bucked upward, meeting my mouth. Her walls were wet and tight around my fingers, and her juices coated my fingers in a way that was both filthy and erotic. I sucked harder on her clit as I finger-fucked her mercilessly.

      "Fuck! Fuck! I'm gonna come!" Haley screamed as her body arched off the bed. Her juices coated my chin and chest as she came undone in my mouth.

      Before she could finish coming undone, I pulled off of her and rolled her onto her stomach. “I want to see my boyfriend fuck you.”

      Brett eagerly climbed behind her and angled her hips toward his erection. The tip of his cock pressed against her entrance, her body still vibrating from her orgasm. I played with my pussy while I watched, eager to share my boyfriend with another woman—something I never thought I’d say.

      "Oh, fuck," Haley moaned as he entered her one slow inch at a time. "He's so big."

      I leaned down and licked a path up her spine, before biting her earlobe gently. "You deserve every inch of him," I purred into her ear.

      She moaned again as Brett slid all the way inside of her wet heat. I could see the muscles in her stomach clenching as he began to move, his hips slapping against hers with increasing force.

      "Fuck, Haley, you feel so tight," he groaned. "God, you're so hot and tight around my cock."

      "You like watching your boyfriend fuck me?" Haley asked over her shoulder, before moaning again as he hit just the right spot inside of her. "You like seeing him fill me up?" I nodded.

      Brett slammed into her harder now, his balls slapping against her skin with each thrust. His face contorted with pleasure while she moaned and begged for more. The sight of them together was both arousing and gut-wrenching—a heady combination that had my pussy throbbing once more.

      "I'm cumming!" Haley screamed, her body tensing beneath him as another orgasm ripped through her body. "Oh god, yes! Brett!"

      That was all it took for him to find his release too. He grunted and came deep within her walls, collapsing onto her back after delivering his final thrust. His heavy breathing matched the panting sounds filling the room as they both lay in a tangled heap, sweat glistening on their intertwined bodies.

      I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride watching them. Climbing off the bed, I grabbed a towel and gently wiped away the remnants of our lust from Haley's skin.

      "God, that was... incredible," Brett said, his voice still laced with satisfaction as he slowly pulled himself out of her. Haley turned to face him, her cheeks flushed and eyes shining with a mixture of euphoria and gratitude.

      "And you," Haley said, turning to me with a soft smile. "You were amazing."

      The three of us took a moment just to breathe, the silence of the room punctuated only by our collective exhaustion.

      Brett kissed my forehead tenderly before planting a gentle kiss on Haley's lips. “So,” I said, breaking the silence. “How far is Ridgemont from our University?”

      “Why?” Haley asked, her smirk returning. “You planning to visit me or steal my debate trophy?”

      I kissed her long and hard. “I think you know the answer to that.”

      Brett wrapped his arms around both of us, making us laugh. “It’s close enough to make it work,” he said. “And that’s all that matters.”
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      I stepped into Greg's downtown office without a warning, a surprise visit I hoped would elicit a smile or at least a break from his perpetual busyness. The lobby was sleek, almost sterile in its modernity, but as I approached the inner sanctum of his corporate domain, my pace slowed, my heart suddenly taking an uneven rhythm.

      She was there, leaning casually against the doorframe of Greg's office. I'd heard about Tessa, the new personal assistant, but hearing about her and seeing her were poles apart. My eyes traced the contour of her figure. She was the embodiment of youth – slim, with an effortless grace that made her simple movements seem like choreography. Her hair, a cascade of shiny chestnut waves, framed a face that belonged on the glossy cover of a magazine. High cheekbones and lush lips painted in some perfect shade of nude gave her an air of sophistication that belied her years.

      I cleared my throat slightly, feeling the inexplicable need to announce myself in her presence. Tessa turned towards me, and my breath hitched at the sight of her bright green eyes—a startling, vivid green that seemed to hold depths beyond her experience.

      "Diana! Greg mentioned you might stop by," Tessa said, her voice smooth and welcoming. It was almost musical and it carried an undertone of warmth that felt like it should belong to an older, wiser woman.

      I managed a smile, one that I hoped didn't betray the tightness in my chest. "Yes, I thought I'd surprise him for lunch." My voice sounded thin in my own ears.

      "He's on a call right now but he should be done soon," she replied with an ease that suggested she had everything under control – Greg's schedule, this space, and even me in this moment.

      Her outfit was professional but emphasized all the aspects of youthful beauty: a tailored blouse that hugged her just right and high-waisted trousers that showed off slender hips leading to long legs. Even her nails were perfect—short, filed square with a clear gloss.

      While she spoke, Tessa moved across the room with a fluidity that seemed both practiced and innate. She was careful with her gestures; every tilt of her head or hand on hip accentuated her natural allure. And as she brushed back a strand of hair that had dared escape its place behind her ear, there was an intimacy in the act that made me feel like an intruder in this space they shared.

      As jealousy pricked at my insides like a thousand tiny needles, another sensation crept up, one that left me feeling even more disconcerted—a flicker of arousal ignited by Tessa's undeniable charisma. It wasn't something I'd expected to feel; it confused me and amplified my fears about Greg working so closely with someone so compelling.

      "Would you like some coffee while you wait?" Tessa offered with an innocently arched eyebrow—another gesture somehow both charming and devastating.

      "No thank you," I declined softly. My mind was too preoccupied with unsettling visions of Greg being ensnared by this siren to care for coffee.

      I glanced at the closed door to Greg's office before looking back at Tessa—her presence dominating my thoughts now as much as it seemed to dominate this space.

      There was a muffled sound from behind the door, the murmur of Greg's voice punctuated by the sharp laughter that often accompanied his business calls. Tessa glanced toward the sound and for a moment, her eyes seemed to soften, as if she were listening to a melody only she could hear.

      "He won't be long now," she said, turning back to me with a smile that held both sympathy and a hint of complicity. "Greg works too hard, doesn't he? But don't worry, I make sure he eats and takes breaks."

      The way she spoke about my husband—familiar yet deferential—did little to soothe the storm of emotions brewing within me. I felt a flash of anger at her presumptuousness, yet couldn't deny the care she seemed to genuinely hold for him.

      "Thank you, Tessa," I said, my words edged with a frostiness that belied my inner turmoil. "I'm glad to see he's in good hands."

      Her eyes flicked over me then, a thorough sweep that felt like she was taking stock of her competition. But rather than disdain or superiority, I saw something else reflected in those vibrant eyes—an unspoken understanding, maybe even an invitation. It sent shivers down my spine.

      Just then, the office door opened and Greg emerged. His expression was one of mild surprise followed quickly by delight.

      "Diana! What a fantastic surprise!" He crossed the room in two long strides, pulling me into his arms for a kiss that lingered just a bit longer than necessary—a silent reassurance meant for both myself and Tessa. "How's my favorite wife?"

      I laughed despite myself; old jokes were safe harbor in new seas of insecurity. "Busy missing you," I replied truthfully.

      His gaze shifted past me to where Tessa still stood, and he thanked her with a nod that seemed too casual for someone so disarmingly beautiful.

      "Alright Tessa, let's break for lunch," Greg stated, though it felt more like an announcement meant to establish boundaries rather than simple logistics.

      Tessa gave an obedient nod and turned to leave us alone.

      As they exchanged some final words about afternoon schedules and paused phone calls, I couldn't help but study them together. They were comfortable in each other’s presence—too comfortable for my peace of mind.

      As we all walked out together, Greg's hand found its way to the small of my back—a silent claim—and yet my eyes were covertly drawn to Tessa. The sight of her chatting amiably with Greg sparked an array of emotions: resentment at their closeness, fear that her allure might prove too much even for his steadfast heart, and an unexpected thrill at the thought—a thrill that bordered on arousal.

      We reached the elevators and as Tessa excused herself to grab her lunch from another room, I watched her go with a mix of relief and regret. She radiated assurance with every step; she was untouchable in her confidence.

      And as the elevator doors closed behind us—me on one side and Greg on the other—I was left grappling with this illicit cocktail of jealousy and desire brewing within me. It was dangerous territory—the idea that my husband might wander wasn't just alarming anymore; it was strangely intoxicating too.

      I leaned into Greg slightly, searching for comfort in his familiar scent and the solid presence of his body. The hum of the elevator blended into the background as my thoughts churned.

      "I’m glad we’re having lunch together today," I said, trying to claw back some normalcy and to reclaim territory from the unsettling feelings gnawing at me. It was also a play to keep him away from Tessa, even if only for an hour.

      Greg seemed pleasantly surprised. "Me too," he said, his eyes crinkling at the corners with a genuine smile. "There's a new place just opened up two blocks away. Let's give it a try."

      The elevator dinged at our floor and we stepped out into the bustling street. As we walked side by side, Greg told me about his morning meetings, but my mind strayed back to Tessa's confident stride and knowing eyes.

      Over lunch, I watched Greg as he ate, taking in the lines of his face, still handsome after all these years. With every bite he took, every laugh we shared, I willed myself to stay present and not wander down the treacherous path my imagination wanted to take me.

      It was absurd—to feel this way—to be turned on by the mere possibility of betrayal. It was against all conventions, all my own moral compunctions. Yet beneath the surface of my mind lay uncharted depths I hadn't known existed until Tessa walked into our lives.

      "So what brings you downtown?" Greg asked between bites of his sandwich. His question jerked me back to reality.

      "I had a meeting with Janet about the new design project," I replied, and then without warning, I blurted out, "Do you find Tessa attractive?"

      Greg nearly choked on his food; he grabbed his napkin and coughed before answering. "What? Diana, why would you ask that?"

      I fumbled with my words, feeling foolish now for voicing such a thought. "I mean—she's very beautiful," I said weakly.

      Greg reached across the table and took my hand. "Yes, she is," he admitted without hesitation or guilt—a response that was so typically him: honest and direct. "But she's not you."

      There it was—the reassurance I craved but also confirmation of what I already knew: Tessa was beautiful, and even Greg saw it.

      He squeezed my hand gently and continued with an earnest look in his eyes, "You're the only one for me—always have been, always will be."

      I nodded, but inside I wondered if that was enough—for both of us—or if this unsettling blend of jealousy and arousal would continue to grow like ivy until it covered everything we were together.

      As we finished our meal in a more comfortable silence, my mind kept replaying scenes: Tessa laughing with Greg in his office; that unspoken understanding in her eyes as she looked at me; Greg’s hand on my back marking his territory yet unable to mark my wild thoughts.

      Walking back to his office after lunch felt like stepping into an alternate universe where danger and desire collided—and for reasons I couldn't comprehend or control—I found myself walking closer to that edge than ever before.

      The cool air of the office building hit me starkly, contrasting with the warm flush that had spread across my cheeks during the walk back. Greg sensed my tension and gave me a curious look as we navigated through the corridors lined with sleek, modern art.

      “You okay?” he asked, slowing his pace to match mine.

      I forced a smile, hoping it looked convincing. “Of course," I lied, feeling my stomach churn with a mixture of emotions.

      We parted at the elevator, a brief peck on my lips before Greg vanished behind the sliding doors. I walked out of the lobby, but instead of heading home, I found myself rooted to the spot, my gaze drawn upwards to the floor where Greg worked—as if I could see through the layers of concrete and steel to where Tessa was.

      The image of her—Tessa—Greg's personal assistant, blossomed unwantedly in my mind again. Her sharp wit matched her tailored suits flawlessly; her hair always fell just right; and she carried herself with an air that suggested she was completely unaware of how stunning she was—or maybe acutely aware.

      That afternoon found me in a nearby park trying to shake off thoughts of them together. The rational side of me knew I was torturing myself for no reason. But logic had deserted its post, leaving me defenseless against this intoxicating blend of fear and fantasy.

      I tried reading a book but kept reading the same line over and over without absorbing it. Couples passed by hand in hand, their laughter piercing through my bubble of self-made angst like needles. Jealousy prickled at me—jealousy towards strangers who seemed so secure in their affection for one another.

      By evening, I couldn't resist any longer—I needed to see for myself what was going on. My steps took on a will of their own, leading me back to Greg’s office building under the guise of forgetting something during our lunch outing.

      The receptionist recognized me immediately and waved me through with barely more than a cursory glance. Heart pounding like an erratic drum, I approached Greg’s office door which sat slightly ajar.

      There they were: Tessa leaned over his desk pointing at something on his computer screen. Greg's hand rested lightly on her back—innocent enough, yet intimate in a way that made heat pool in my stomach despite the ice around my heart.

      “Diana?” His voice startled me out of my spying.

      They both turned at once; Tessa smooth and smiling, Greg frowning in confusion at my sudden appearance. “Everything okay?”

      Stammering an excuse about wanting to surprise him after work only made my cheeks burn hotter; it wasn't lost on him that there were still hours left in the workday.

      “Why don’t you join us? We were just going over some projections,” Greg suggested, but his eyes were searching mine for an underlying reason—a truth I wasn’t ready to admit even to myself.

      As if acting from a script written by someone else, I found myself agreeing and taking a seat opposite Tessa. Watching her speak with such confidence brought forth an unexpected reaction within me; envy twinged with attraction—an attraction not just to her beauty but her ease within herself and around Greg.

      I caught myself imagining what it would be like if she touched him more deliberately. My heart raced at the thought, and a part of me recoiled in horror at my own musings, but another—a darker, more primal side—wondered what it would feel like to watch.

      The meeting dragged on; numbers and statistics floated around the room, but I didn't follow along. My mind was tangled in a dangerous fantasy, watching Tessa’s hands move animatedly, pausing now and then to touch Greg's arm for emphasis. Each casual touch sent a jolt through me, equal parts jealousy and desire.

      "Are you sure you're okay?" Greg's concerned voice pulled me back once again.

      "Yes," I said too quickly. "Just tired."

      Tessa gave me a sympathetic look that felt strangely intimate, like she knew what was happening inside of me. I wanted to deny it, but the way she held my gaze told me she understood more than I wanted her to.

      As the meeting concluded, Tessa stood and straightened her skirt. “I’m heading out unless you need me for anything else?” Her eyes flickered towards Greg with a professionalism that had a subtle undercurrent of something else—something more personal.

      "No, you've done enough today. Thank you," Greg said warmly.

      She nodded and as she turned to leave, our eyes met once more. There was a moment—a fraction of a second where something unspoken passed between us—and I felt flush with a silent admission of my intrigued yet scandalized interest.

      Once we were alone, Greg reached across the desk taking my hand in his, his brow knitted with concern. “Diana, if something is bothering you...”

      "I'm fine," I cut him off before he could delve deeper into questions I wasn't ready to answer—not when I didn't understand them myself.

      The ride home was quiet; the tension between us hummed like electricity in the air. At our doorstep he hesitated before unlocking the door. “Whatever is going on with you,” he began tentatively, “know that you can tell me anything.”

      I simply nodded, unable to articulate the storm inside me that verged on both terror and tantalizing titillation.

      That night in bed beside him, sleep refused to claim me. Instead, visions danced provocatively behind closed eyelids: Tessa and Greg entwined in ways that were both forbidden and strangely thrilling. Each scenario left me breathless, caught between wanting to push the images away and pulling them closer.

      In those dark hours before dawn, an idea took root—a dangerous game that could shatter everything or reforge our relationship into something new, unpredictable, maybe even electrifying. It scared me how much I wanted to explore it—how much I wanted Tessa not just near Greg but between us; not just an assistant, but something more intimate and shocking.

      And so it began, an intricate dance of seduction and trepidation. The following days, with the seed of my twisted fantasy germinating, I couldn’t look at Greg without flashes of Tessa mingling in my vision. I kept imagining his strong hands on her, the way she would arch into his touch. My jealousy was there, burning a hole in my chest, but it was the curiosity, the arousal that fueled my actions.

      I began to dress more provocatively around him, trying to gauge his reactions. Was he comparing me to her? Did he even notice? It was a game of curiosity and self-torture; I could feel myself spiraling, yet I couldn't stop.

      One evening, as Greg poured over his work at home, he glanced up at me. "Is that new?" His eyes took in the daring cut of my dress that I had never worn before.

      "Just something I found buried in my closet," I responded nonchalantly. Yet within me, anticipation bubbled at his attention.

      Over the next week, Tessa’s presence grew in our lives. She’d call late in the evening to discuss a client’s account with Greg and I’d listen intently, wondering what she wore during these calls—whether she thought of him outside of work as I thought of her.

      The idea became an obsession: what if she did desire him? What if he desired her? The thought sent waves of bizarre pleasure coursing through me coupled with sharp pangs of jealousy.

      Finally, one night when Greg was away on a business trip—a trip Tessa accompanied him on—I reached for my phone after a glass too many of wine and texted him: "Do you think she's beautiful?"

      I held my breath as the minutes ticked by until his response finally came: "Who? Tessa? She's attractive, yes."

      My heart hammered in my chest as I typed out words that once seemed unthinkable: "Do you want her?"

      The ellipsis indicating typing seemed to last a lifetime before he replied: "Diana... this isn't like you. Where is this coming from?"

      "Answer me," I persisted, each message sent setting ablaze the bridge of normalcy beneath us.

      His next message made me drop the phone as if it burned my fingertips: "Sometimes...the thought crosses my mind."

      It was all the confirmation and chaos I needed. When he returned from his trip, we sat and discussed Tessa in greater detail. His confession matched the dark inklings that had been growing in me—the attraction was mutual between him and Tessa.

      Greg admitted to having held back on pursuing Tessa due to his loyalty to me but confessed that he’d only consider crossing that line if—and only if—it was something I wanted too.

      The next time we saw Tessa after their return from the trip, with heart pounding and palms sweating, I invited her to dinner under pretenses that we needed to discuss Greg's work schedule. Dinner passed with an electric tension; afterwards we retired to our living room where I broached the topic.

      "Tessa," I began, my voice barely above a whisper, "there's something I need to discuss with you. It's a bit... unconventional."

      Tessa's dark eyes flickered between Greg and me, an eyebrow arching in a mix of confusion and curiosity. "Okay," she replied slowly, crossing her legs as she settled deeper into the plush armchair. In that moment she looked every bit the temptress I had envisioned, yet there was a professional edge to her posture.

      Greg reached for my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze before he leaned forward. "Diana and I have been very open with each other lately… about our feelings and desires."

      I watched Tessa’s reaction closely, the way her chest rose just a fraction faster, the slight parting of her lips. It was a look not unlike the one I would catch in the mirror when fantasies of Greg and Tessa fucking flitted through my mind.

      "Yes?" Tessa prompted, urging us on as if sensing the weight of our words.

      "Greg finds you attractive," I confessed, feeling a blend of relief and terror at admitting it out loud. "And…I do too."

      Her cheeks flushed a soft pink, but she didn't look away or laugh off the notion. Instead, there was a sort of understanding dawning in her gaze.

      "Diana and I have discussed this at length," Greg continued cautiously. "We've realized that we're interested in exploring this attraction further—if you’re interested, of course."

      Tessa's breath hitched slightly, and she glanced down momentarily before meeting my eyes directly. "And what exactly is it that you're proposing?" Her voice was steady but laced with an undercurrent of excitement that matched the pounding rhythm of my own heart.

      My mouth felt dry as I spoke the next words, each one dropping like a pebble into the stillness of our living room. "I want to watch you with him. It's something that... excites me." Saying it out loud sent an undeniable rush through me; it was both liberating and terrifying.

      The silence stretched between us like a taut wire until Tessa finally broke it. "I won't lie; I'm attracted to Greg. The thought of being intimate with him… it’s crossed my mind more than once.” She paused, her eyes flicking towards Greg before returning to mine. “But only if you're absolutely sure—"

      "I am," I interjected perhaps too quickly, my cheeks blazing with both embarrassment and anticipation.

      Greg stood up then, crossing over to where Tessa sat. He offered her his hand, which she accepted after a momentary hesitation. They stood facing each other—and me—a palpable connection igniting in the space between them.

      "Are we really going to do this?" Tessa asked softly, looking into Greg's eyes then back at mine for confirmation.

      "Yes," Greg replied firmly, wrapping his arm around her waist in a possessive gesture that made my pulse race.

      As they embraced, Greg cupped Tessa’s cheek and pressed his lips to hers. She moaned and her eyes fluttered closed. His hands roamed over her neck, her shoulders, and down to her hips, guiding them into him. She gasped when his hard-on pressed against her lower belly. I smiled with pride. My husband was well-endowed and I couldn’t wait to see him inside his personal assistant.

      Greg found the zipper of Tessa’s dress and tugged it down slowly. Goosebumps formed on her skin as his fingers grazed against her lower back. My panties were wet and she wasn’t even naked yet. My body was flushed with eat, desperate to see them.

      Once Tessa’s dress had pooled around her feet, I had the perfect view of her lingerie-clad body. Greg's gaze swept appreciatively over Tessa, and he reached out delicately to trace the elegant curve of lace adorning her bra. "You're beautiful," he murmured, his voice deep and resonant in the quiet room.

      Tessa's cheeks darkened further, but her eyes held a flicker of daring as she reached back to unclasp her bra. The delicate fabric fell away, and she stood before us, chest bared. Greg inhaled sharply, his pupils dilating with desire.

      Greg lowered his head and took in a pebbled nipple between his lips. Tessa’s fingers roamed through his hair as a sigh escaped her. It was like she was finally coming up for air after being held under water for too long.

      He moved to her other nipple while sliding his fingers inside her panties and playing with her swollen pussy. I could hear how wet she was as his fingers danced over her sensitive skin.

      I watched from the couch, my own breaths shallow, captivated by the scene unfolding before me. There was an intimacy to their movements that felt almost choreographed, yet fueled by raw, unchecked passion.

      With a gentle touch, Greg guided Tessa's hands to his belt. Her fingers worked deftly to unbuckle it, and then his trousers fell to the floor with a soft thud. My heart throbbed as I saw his arousal straining against the fabric of his boxers, an eagerness mirrored in Tessa's eyes.

      "You're sure about this?" Tessa whispered again, stealing a glance in my direction. It was as if she needed one last reassurance that I was not just agreeable but hungry for what was about to happen.

      I nodded, unable to produce words, my excitement pressing against the confines of my own body like a physical force.

      With that affirmation, Greg slid his thumbs beneath the elastic of her panties and lowered them down her long legs. Tessa stepped out of them gracefully and now stood completely nude before my husband — and me.

      There was a pause then, filled with heavy breathing and anticipation. Greg looked at me once more; there was no jealousy in his expression—only love and something else... a silent thank you for this gift we were giving each other.

      He turned back to Tessa and leaned down to kiss her deeply. Their bodies melded together seamlessly as they lost themselves in each other's embrace. Her hands tangled in his hair while his roamed freely over her exposed skin, trailing fire wherever they touched.

      Tessa's moans grew louder as Greg lifted her onto the edge of our dining table, the one we'd shared countless meals on. Now it would bear witness to something entirely different.

      Their bodies joined with an urgency that made my own core ache with need. I watched mesmerized as Greg pushed his cock into her with a powerful thrust that elicited a sharp cry from Tessa's lips—a sound that spilled into the air like a potent melody.

      The sight was intoxicating: the contrast of their flesh; Greg's muscular form pressing into Tessa's supple curves; their movements becoming more frenzied as they chased release together.

      My hand found its way beneath my skirt, seeking relief from the throbbing between my thighs. I mimicked their rhythm, lost in the voyeuristic pleasure of watching my husband with another woman—a scene I had never imagined but now could not envision any other way.

      The scene before me blurred through a haze of erotic energy—as Tessa’s legs wrapped around Greg’s waist pulling him deeper inside her—and I could feel myself spiraling towards a climax alongside them.

      The room was loud with the sounds of sex: the slick sound of skin against skin, the rhythmic creaking of the table beneath their weight, and their mutual gasps and groans of ecstasy. Tessa's back arched, her fingers clawing at Greg's shoulders, her entire being focused on him and the pleasure he was driving into her.

      Greg growled low in his throat, a primal sound that stirred something within me. I could see every muscle in his back ripple as he moved, his strength on display in a way that had always enthralled me. He looked over to me again, eyes ablaze with fervor, and I saw my own lust reflected there.

      Tessa's cries became more insistent, and I matched them with the quiet hum of my own pleasure, feeling the knot inside me tighten. The sight of them—so entwined, so unashamedly passionate—was a vision that would be seared into my memory forever.

      "Greg," Tessa panted, her voice laced with need. "Please."

      He responded by shifting his angle, finding a depth that made her scream out. The sound was pure and unrestrained. It was the echo of raw desire being fulfilled—a desire I had allowed.

      I watched intently as Greg's movements became more purposeful, his hips snapping with an urgency that told me he was close. Tessa's body quivered beneath him; she was his canvas, and he painted strokes of unfathomable pleasure across her with each thrust.

      Then it happened—she came. Tessa convulsed around him, her release tearing through her in waves that seemed almost tangible. Watching her come apart sent me over the edge too; my own climax hit me like a tidal wave, crashing through my senses and leaving me breathless.

      In my hazy afterglow, I barely registered Greg's final thrusts before he also came. His face was etched with the sheer intensity of it as he poured himself into Tessa.

      They collapsed together in a heap of satisfied limbs on the table. The air was heavy with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

      As they caught their breaths, Greg kissed Tessa tenderly on her forehead—an act so loving it brought warmth to my chest. They slowly disentangled from each other, a mixture of awkwardness and contentment in their movements.

      Greg approached me then, his gaze softening as he took in my flushed cheeks and bright eyes. "Are you okay?" he asked gently.

      More than okay—I was elated. "I'm perfect," I whispered back.

      He sat beside me on the couch, wrapping an arm around my shoulders as we watched Tessa dress herself quietly. There was no shame or regret—which surprised me more than it should have.

      Tessa buttoned up her blouse and gave us a shy smile. “So, I guess I’ll see you Monday?” she said to Greg.

      Greg and I exchanged a glance before Greg replied with, “No, Tessa. You’ll be staying with us tonight.”

      Tessa smiled and eagerly accepted, marking a change in my marriage forever.
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      “I bet you I can steal your boyfriend.”  Lucy was laying on her bed, casually reading through a Vogue magazine as if she hadn’t said the most shocking words ever.  She lounged in her pajama shorts with one knee bent and the other crossed over it, her dark hair fanned out behind her.

      I was her dormmate and long-time best friend, so at first, I thought she’d misspoken.  I sat up in my bed across the room from hers and pressed my hands under my thighs.  Then I feigned a laugh.  “What did you just say?”

      She turned her blue eyes in my direction, her smile disarming.  “I bet you I can steal your boyfriend.”

      Lucy and I were regular gamblers.  Not in the traditional sense – we didn’t use cards or casinos.  Not just because we were broke college students, but because we were addicted to placing bets in our everyday lives.

      I bet you my entire makeup collection that Mr. Samuels is bald underneath that hat.

      I bet you my best pair of heels that they go steady in a week.

      I bet you free rides for a week that celebrity A breaks up with celebrity B within the month.

      We loved to place bets usually as a form of gossip.  And the two of us had swapped our things so many times we could hardly keep track of who originally owned what.  I loved our little bets and our little games.  That is, until I met Mike.

      I should’ve known that Lucy would want to dig her claws into him at some point, but I didn’t.  I naively thought she’d keep Mike off the betting table.

      Mike was the hottest guy on campus.  He had a huge football scholarship and huge muscles to match.  He had dark hair and eyes but he wasn’t the brooding type.  He was fun-loving and popular and the type of guy any girl would want to date.

      For some reason, he’d picked me.  The nerdy book lover that hid in the shadows at parties or didn’t go at all.

      We’d bumped into each other in the library one day and his gaze had held mine, refusing to let go.  He’d insisted on taking me out for a coffee and refused to take ‘no’ for an answer.

      That was just fine with me, because I wasn’t going to say no to a guy like Mike anyway.

      It was clear that Lucy was starting to get jealous.  I used to spend all my time with her and now I spent so much time with him.  I went to his games, his practices, and we fooled around in his dorm.  I reluctantly went to his team’s parties and even invited Lucy along.

      Unlike me, Lucy loved parties, but it wasn’t enough that I’d invited her.  She wanted what I had like always, and she was going to use our little games to get him.

      I narrowed my gaze back at Lucy, her foot now bouncing as she waited for my response.  My eyes quickly surveyed her body and knew that Mike would go for her in an instant.  We looked a lot alike, but in the ways we were different, Lucy was prettier.

      “And if you can’t steal him?  What do I win?”  I wasn’t really going to place the bet.  Or at least, I didn’t think I was.  But I figured I’d humor her and see where she was taking this.

      Lucy laughed, threw her magazine on the bed, and pushed herself up to sitting.  “You get to keep him of course.”

      I exhaled and straightened my back.  “And if you win?”

      The smirk on Lucy’s face turned my blood to ice.  She tapped her finger to her chin.  “If I win, then I’ll let you watch us have sex.”

      I waved my hand at her, dismissing her little joke.  “You’re crazy.”  But my words didn’t quite make it to my thighs which were now clenching together to smother the spark between them.

      She came toward me and sat beside me on the bed, smelling like vanilla and apples.  “And you’re scared.  What’s the matter, Hannah?  Afraid I’ll win?”

      I shook my head.  “No way.  Mike is crazy about me.”

      “That’s only because I haven’t made a move on him yet.”

      I glared at my friend.  We didn’t usually make a habit of being mean, but I couldn’t help but feel insecure at her words.  “What’s that supposed to mean?  You think I’m not good enough for him?”

      Lucy cupped my face in her hands and I relished in her warmth even as I was stewing in my anger.  “Not at all,” she said.  “You obviously are.  You got him without even trying.  I’m just wondering what he’d do with a girl that tried to get him.  Would he stay loyal to you?  Don’t you owe it to yourself to find out?”

      Her words made sense even though I knew they shouldn’t.  She wasn’t doing me a favor.  She was trying to steal my boyfriend.  But something in me didn’t want to back down.  I never backed down from a bet and I wasn’t going to now.  Besides, Mike was in love with me.  He told me so.

      Then why did my hand quiver as I brought it up for a shake?  “You’ve got yourself a deal.”

      Lucy almost looked surprised as she shook my hand, and it made me worry that I’d made a very big mistake.
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        * * *

      

      A week passed by without anything strange from Lucy.  A small nugget of hope grew in my chest.  Maybe she’d forgotten.  Maybe she’d been high when she made the bet.  Mike had come and gone in my dorm room several times and Lucy barely lifted her gaze to him.

      Of course, that’s when I noticed him looking at her more.  Was that part of her strategy?  To ignore him?

      One afternoon, when Mike and I were alone in the dorm room, he asked me about her behavior.  “Does Lucy hate me or something?  She’s been really cold toward me.”

      I shrugged, not wanting to say yes or no.  Not wanting to push him in either direction.  “Who knows.  Lucy is a wild card.”

      Mike wrapped his arms around me and kissed me deep.  “It’s just that I want your friends to like me if we’re going to be dating.”

      “She doesn’t dislike you,” I said.  “I think she’s just focused on schoolwork.”  That was a lie.  The last thing Lucy was focused on was schoolwork.

      “If you’re sure,” he said.  I nodded.  “Well, maybe you could see if she wants to come to this party at my frat tonight.   You should both come.”

      I chewed my lip.  Had I just become an afterthought to him?

      “Sure,” I said.  “I’ll ask her.”

      He smiled and kissed me again, long and deep.  His tongue pushed past my lips and his sweet smell of musk and sunshine filled my lungs.  I wanted to give him something to remember me by, in case he was starting to lose interest.  My fingers fumbled with the zipper on his jeans and then I pulled his cock free.

      I dropped to my knees, Mike groaning as he watched.  I gripped his cock in my fingers and stroked it as I parted my lips.  Just as they wrapped around the tip of him, the door swung open.

      Lucy stopped cold at the sight of us.

      I dropped Mike’s cock, but I noticed he didn’t rush in putting it away.  He took his time and saluted her right after.  “What’s up, Luce?”

      Lucy arched her brow and smirked.  “Nice cock,” she said, but then she dismissed him like she’d been doing all week.  I wiped my lips, wondering what she thought of me now that I was on my knees.

      “There’s a party tonight,” Mike said.  “You should come.”

      Lucy shrugged.  “Yeah, maybe.”

      I stood up and Mike kissed me goodbye, but his kiss was short and sweet this time.  The lust had faded.  I turned to Lucy once he left and said, “What are you up to?”

      Lucy reluctantly lifted her gaze to me.  “What are you talking about?”

      “Don’t act like you forgot.  The bet?  How you want to steal him from me?”

      “Oh, that,” she said with a puff of air.  “I’ve moved on.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “I don’t know what you want me to say.”

      “I’ve never seen Mike this interested in another girl before.  You ignoring him has really snagged his attention.  So, congratulations.”

      Lucy snorted.  “So you’re mad because I’m not flirting with your boyfriend.”

      “I’m mad because you’re manipulating him.”

      Lucy sighed.  “It’s not my fault that he likes a challenge.  But if you want me to flirt with him, then fine.  I’ll go to his stupid party and tease him like I do every guy.”

      “Wait,” I started.  Shit, what had I done?  This was the opposite of what I wanted.

      “It’s too late,” said Lucy.  “If you’re going to accuse me of stealing him when I’m not even trying, then I may as well at least have him.”  She walked toward me and pushed her finger into my chest.  “So the bet is on.  Let’s see who he goes upstairs with tonight.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat, my heart racing.

      Lucy leaned in further, brushing her lips against my ear.  “If he goes upstairs with me, you’re welcome to come take a peek.”

      Lucy grabbed her things and left the dorm, slamming the door behind her.  I fell to my bed, torn between wanting to cry and wanting to touch myself at the thought of sharing him with her.

      What the hell was wrong with me?
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        * * *

      

      I didn’t see Lucy again until the party.  I went, hoping she wouldn’t show, but she was the first thing I noticed when I walked into the crowded living room.  She was on the sofa talking to Mike, leaning her body into his.

      My pulse quickened.  I thought better of going near them.  Instead, I did what she’d told me I’d do if she won the bet.  I stood back and watched.

      There was a crowd of people swimming between us.  Mike had his hand on Lucy’s thigh and my gut twisted.  She was winning him over so easily.  She’d played hard to get, and now she was batting her eyelashes while wearing a tight red dress.

      Anyone would go after her.  Heck, even I wanted her.  Watching her flirt with him reminded me of all the times her hands had touched my body instead.  It had been platonic, but it had been warm.  But the more I watched her engage with Mike, cupping his face the same way she had mine, I started to wonder if her feelings for me weren’t purely platonic after all.

      Because watching her now looked a lot like watching myself from the outside.  She hung on Mike the way she hung on me, with playful touches and flirty smirks.

      My heart raced when she stood and took his hand.  I ducked quickly behind a wall and peered around it, keeping a clear view of the stairs.  Sure enough, she led him toward it and he followed her up.

      That took no time at all.

      I knew I could put a stop to it, but part of me wanted to see how far Mike would go.  So, I waited ten seconds and then tip toed up after them.  I reached the landing just in time to hear a bedroom door creak to the right of me.  I headed toward it, peering through the crack.

      I had a clear view of the bed that sat in the middle of the room.  Lucy brought Mike toward the foot of it.  She sat down and put her fingers on his pants, but he clutched her wrists and said something to her.  She shrugged, her lips saying, “It’s fine.”

      I wondered what he said, and stepped closer.  The floorboards underneath me creaked and Mike snapped his head back.  I dipped into the shadows, hoping to go unnoticed, but I heard his steps as he made his way to the door.

      I darted for the stairs, but he was out of the room before I’d made my descent.  “Hannah?” he called.  “Shit!”

      I froze at the top of the stairs, looking in his direction.  “It’s okay,” I told him.  “If she’s who you want, then you can have her.”

      Mike shot toward me and took my hands in his.  “It isn’t what it looks like,” he said.  “She told me…she told me you wanted this.”

      “Yeah right.”

      “It’s true,” said Lucy from the bedroom door frame.  “I also told him that you wanted to watch us.”

      “That’s ridiculous,” I said, but it felt like a lie.  Because my body had thrummed to life when I saw her hands on his jean zipper.

      Lucy made her way toward us and Mike took a step to the side, opening up to include her in the conversation.  “I saw it in your eyes when I’d first made that bet.  You were excited.  I bet you even touched yourself thinking about me with your boyfriend.”

      “I didn’t,” I said, which was also a lie.  I’d touched myself exactly one time before the guilt swallowed me whole.  I was too afraid to touch myself after that.

      “Look,” said Mike.  “If you’re not into it, then I don’t want it.  You’re the only girl for me, Hannah.”

      I was so close to saying what a good girlfriend would’ve said.  Let’s go downstairs.  I’m not interested in this twisted game.  But Lucy hadn’t been lying when she said she saw my excitement, because even though I was in steep denial, my body wanted it.  Wanted them.

      Lucy took my hands away from Mike’s and pulled me back toward the bedroom.  I reluctantly followed, knowing that once we stepped inside we would commit acts we’d never be able to come back from.

      Mike followed and closed the door behind us, while Lucy winked at him.  “I told you she wanted this,” she said.  “She just needs to be a little warmed up first.”

      With that, Lucy ran her fingers through my auburn locks and pressed her lips to mine.  Lucy had kissed me before, but never like this.  This was hot and rough, her tongue gliding against mine, seeking it out.  Our breasts pushed together as her hands roamed over my body.  I was so wet my panties clung to my puffy lips.  Not a moment later, Mike was beside us, watching closely as he palmed his erection through his pants.

      “Admit that you want it,” Lucy said, leaning her lips to my ear.  Our breasts were touching and I suddenly wished we were naked.  “Admit that you’d like to see me ride your boyfriend’s hard cock.”

      She slid a hand between my thighs, running it up underneath my dress.  Her thumb rubbed in circles over my panties.  I was completely subdued.  I nodded even though I was slightly worried.  I didn’t want to lose Mike or Lucy, and I could lose both of them if I let the three of us cross this line.

      Just after I agreed, Lucy kissed my cheek.  Then she kissed my lips.  Her tongue probed into my mouth, tasting of apples.  I inhaled deeply, wanting to take in all of her.  She placed one hand on my breast and massaged it over my tight dress while her other circled my clit.  Then she worked her fingers underneath the fabric of my panties.

      One finger slid into my soaking wet slit and I arched my back.  She tugged my dress and bra down low enough to expose my breasts.  She pinched a nipple and rolled it in her fingers while she bit my lower lip.  Mike groaned beside us.

      I felt completely overwhelmed by Lucy’s touch and kiss.  I pushed my hips forward to beg for more.  She smiled at me and kissed my neck.  She bit the skin while she slid her finger in and out of me.

      She pulled away and slid my panties down, tossing them to the floor.  She turned to Mike and directed him to the bed.  He eagerly moved to the edge of the bed to watch.  She kneeled down slowly.  She pushed my dress up to my hips, my pussy fully exposed to her.  She licked her lips hungrily and spread my legs against.  How the hell did we get here?  I still couldn’t believe this was really happening.  All over a stupid little bet.  A bet that I thought she’d forgotten about.

      She moved her head between my legs until her mouth was only a few torturous inches from my wet pussy.  Her hot breath rolled over my wetness, sending a shiver down my spine.  I bit my lip and looked down the length of my body at her.  My gaze darted to Mike who was rubbing his erection as he watched us.  I thought of her riding him like she had threatened and it turned me on even more.  I told myself to just let it happen.

      Lucy slid her tongue between her lips until it touched my soft skin.  I purred as she licked me, sending hot electricity through me.  I reached my hands for her head and ran my fingers through her dark hair.  I lifted my hips up to her mouth and she sucked me in.  Her tongue glided along my slit and up to my clit, only stopping to circle it.  Her hands reached up to my exposed breasts.  Mike had a perfect view of her teasing my nipples and I couldn’t help but moan at the fact.

      Lucy slid her tongue inside of me and flicked it against my inner walls.  I felt myself throb and pulse around her.  By the time she made it back up to my clit I was coming.  I let out a long, slow moan as the waves rolled through me.  I wondered if she’d done this before.  She was clearly good at it.  I thought Lucy and I told each other everything, but maybe she had a few secrets she was still hiding.

      I came down and Lucy pulled her head back, smiling.  “That’s a good girl,” she said.  She stood up and slid her tongue into my mouth.  I could taste my arousal on her lips.  I cooed as we kissed and then I reached for her breast with my hand.  I’d never felt another woman’s tits before and I was curious.  She pulled her dress down for me so that my bare palm could rest against her soft mound.

      My body burned with the heat of a thousand flames.  “Time for you to watch me fuck your hot boyfriend,” she said, somehow throwing ice on the fire while also ramping up the heat.  I blushed and wondered if I could let her go through with it.  As painful as I knew it would be, we’d made a bet and I was starting to enjoy the results.  She was opening me up to a whole new world and so far, it was mind-blowingly beautiful.  The last thing I wanted to do was deny myself the experience.  So, despite all of my reservations and fears, all I could do was nod.

      I straightened up against the nearest wall.  I left my dress bunched up at my hips, my breasts and pussy still exposed.  Lucy got up and stripped her clothes from her body except for her bright red thong.  She walked toward Mike who looked like he was in shock.  His jaw hung open and his eyes were wide.  He couldn’t take his gaze off of her delicious curves and neither could I.  I’d seen her naked before, but not like this.  Not in a red thong while she crawled her way to my boyfriend’s lap.

      Her breasts were full and her nipples were tiny pink nubs poking toward him. He reached up and grabbed her breasts in his hands.  He bit his lower lip and adrenaline coursed through my body.  He was enjoying himself, and I was subjecting myself to it.

      She straddled his lap and kissed him.  He ran his hands up and down her body, stopping at her hips.  She rocked her hips over his jeans and their tongues danced wildly.  I felt a rush of blood flow back to my pussy so I reached my hand between my legs.  I slid a finger into my wet pussy as I watched my best friend with my boyfriend – something I never thought I’d be able to do.

      Mike ran his hands over her ass and pulled her into him.  She lifted his shirt above his head and tossed it to the side.  She ran her hands over his chest and abs.  I couldn’t believe I was watching Lucy touch his bare chest while he grabbed her tits, but I knew the night was only about to get even more surreal.

      Her hands didn’t stop there.  They unfastened his jeans and he helped her slide them off his body.  Now she was in her red thong and he only wore his briefs.

      Lucy turned to me and said, “I’m going to fuck him so good he’ll never be able to think of anything else.  And you’re going to think of me the next time you see his long, thick cock.  When you taste it, you’ll taste me.  When you fuck him, you’ll remember me fucking him.”

      I swallowed and nodded.  I couldn’t believe I was letting her talk to me like that.  I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on.  I circled my clit slowly while she removed my boyfriend’s briefs.  She got on her knees and wrapped her dainty hand around his big, thick cock.

      She parted her lips and wrapped them around his head.  My fingers dipped into my pussy again as I watched her suck him in.  He thrust his hips forward, hitting the back of her throat with his mushroom tip.  She swallowed him down and his eyes widened.  I’d never been able to take him that deep before.

      I loved seeing Lucy’s soft curves near my boyfriend’s taut muscles.  I loved seeing her full lips wrap around his cock.  She bobbed her head up and down over him and fondled his balls with her hand.  Mike placed his hands on the back of her head to help her swallow more of him.  She nearly took him all the way in.  I gasped as I circled my clit.  He had disappeared completely inside of her.

      My heart raced as she sucked.  The sounds and the moans swirled around in the dark room.  Her breasts swung as she moved her head back and forth.  It didn’t take long for Mike to shoot his load into her mouth.  His abs tightened and he let out a growl as he lost control.  As he lost himself.  She swallowed everything she could, impressing us both.

      I was wrong.  She hadn’t swallowed everything.  When Mike had finished, she walked over to me and kissed me.  She let his cum spill into my mouth and I swallowed it eagerly.  It was humiliating and exciting to receive his cum this way.  Through her.  I loved tasting him inside of her.

      Facing me, she removed her panties.  I saw her perfectly trimmed pussy, but this time she wasn’t hiding it while she got dressed.  She was exposing it to me while it was puffy and dripping wet.

      I reached for her and slid a finger between her legs, searching for her clit.  She was soaking wet and I teased her with her arousal.  She smiled while moaning.  Her hand grabbed mine and lifted my fingers to her lips.  She sucked them clean and then turned back to my boyfriend.

      I dipped my fingers back into my own pussy.  My walls were swollen and puffy.  My clit was hard and begging to come again.  I tugged at my nipples while I circled it. All while watching Lucy straddle my boyfriend’s lap again and grabbed his shaft.

      She faced away from him so she could watch me.  She placed the head of his cock at her entrance and she slowly lowered her hips.  I watched my boyfriend’s cock disappear into her tight, wet pussy.

      Mike had his hands on her ass as she lowered down.  She stared at me like she owned me.  Her eyes were narrow and sharp.  The blue in them sparkled like diamonds.  She moaned.  “Do you like what you see, Hannah?  Do you like watching his cock push inside of me?”

      I nodded and quickly rubbed my clit.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  She took all of him inside of her until he disappeared completely.  She rocked her hips back and forth.  Mike leaned his head back and groaned, “Fuck.”

      “I’m going to make him come so hard,” she told me as she lifted her hips up and down over his lap.  I continued to play with myself as the scene unfolded before me.  She moved faster and slammed her hips down harder.  Her slim thighs quivered as she lifted herself.  She moved to the balls of her feet to rise up before falling down again.

      She circled her hips.  Mike couldn’t take anymore.  He watched me play with myself while he grabbed Lucy’s hips.  He started to slam into her, making her moan with pleasure.  A storm of pleasure and jealousy swirled through me.  Fuck this is hot.  Oh my god.  I’m going to come.

      The walls of my pussy contracted as another orgasm washed over me.  Even as I was coming, I panicked.  The way she fucked him was different than the way I did.  She was wilder, rougher, and more capable.  What if he never wanted to fuck me again?

      Despite my concerns, I let out a loud moan which set off both Lucy and Mike.  She started to rub her clit until she came and Mike emptied another load inside of her.  I thought about his hot, sticky cum shooting up toward her belly.  I wondered if she could feel it inside of her.

      When they finished, Lucy hopped off him and patted beside him on the bed.  I moved slowly toward them, worried about our next moves.  I cautiously laid down next to Mike on my back.

      Lucy climbed over me, straddling my face and lowering her pussy to my mouth.  I opened it for her and swept my tongue along her slit.  I licked the inside of her pussy until it was clean from my boyfriend’s cum.  I’d never licked a pussy before. Her sweet smell was intoxicating like a heavenly dream.

      I knew I’d never be able to forget that smell again.  I would forever smell it on Mike’s cock anytime I sucked him off.

      Lucy slid her fingers into my hair to hold my head still.  She rode my face, bucking her hips over me.  I sucked and licked until her walls began to throb.  I circled her clit with my tongue and she let out another low moan.  She came against my face, pushing out the last few drops of Mike’s cum which I eagerly swallowed.

      She lifted off of me, leaned over me, and kissed me.  Her tongue swept the inside of my mouth, eager to taste herself and Mike inside of me.  I couldn’t get enough of her.  I couldn’t get enough of this. I wanted to give her anything she’d ever ask for.

      She sat next to me on the bed as the three of us came down from our euphoric high.  “So, who won the bet?” Lucy asked, wearing a cunning smirk.

      I leaned up on my elbows and shrugged.  “I think it was a tie.”

      “Wait a second – “ Mike said, holding up his hand, still out of breath.  “What bet?”

      Lucy and I tried to hide our giggling faces.  “Don’t you worry about it,” Lucy told him.

      “Why do I get the feeling I’ve been used?” Mike asked, and again we giggled.  I was starting to feel like maybe things didn’t have to be so different after all.  Maybe Mike and I would still have a relationship with a little Lucy on the side.

      I didn’t mind that thought at all.  In fact, I was excited for it.
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      I snuck up behind my husband and slid my hands around his waist, pressing my cheek to his back.  He smelled like cedar and ivy and felt as sturdy as a tree.  It was finally the weekend after a long, hard week, and I wanted nothing more than to feel his naked body against mine.  He sighed with relief as I held him, letting me know that he’d missed me too.

      I wasn’t interested in talking.  Not right now.  All I wanted was to slide his clothes from his body and get him inside me while I rode him.  I slipped my hands into the front pockets of his slacks, teasing his cock through the fabric.  My fingers curled around something unexpected – a slip of paper – and I withdrew it with curiosity.

      “What’s this?” I asked, pulling it out.  Brad turned to face me, looking just as curious as I was.  It was as if he’d forgotten that he’d placed it there.  “Margot Bloom?” I asked, reading the first name on the top of a short list.  Every name on it was a celebrity.

      Brad’s calm, curious expression twisted into panic.  He snatched the list from me and tried to laugh it off.  “It’s nothing, Anne,” he said.  “Just some stupid thing the guys and I were doing at work.”

      I laughed with him despite not feeling it.  I didn’t know what the list was, but it unsettled me just the same, twisting my stomach into little knots.  “What thing?” I asked.

      Brad shrugged and tossed the piece of paper into the trash.  “You know.  Just some stupid game.”  I followed him, pressing for more information with my gaze alone.  When he saw that I wasn’t giving up, he continued.  “Some of the guys were talking about their celebrity crushes.  You know the game.  List five celebrities that you’d – ”

      “Cheat on your wife with?” I cocked a brow.

      “No, no,” he said.  “Not cheating.  It would be the exception to cheating.”

      “The exception?”

      “You know…ideally, you’d allow it.”

      I threw my head back and laughed, but I felt uncomfortable.  “Why would I do that?”

      Brad swept a hand through his golden hair and chewed his lower lip.  “Look, it doesn’t matter anyway,” he said.  “It’s a joke.  I’m never going to meet any of these celebrities anyway.”

      “It’s not impossible,” I said.  “We do live in New York.  There are celebrities everywhere.”

      “Okay,” Brad laughed, “but it’s not like they’re just going to crawl into bed with me.”  He stepped toward me, gripped my shoulders and kissed my forehead.  “So you have nothing to worry about.”

      I shrugged.  “I wasn’t worried,” I lied.  It wasn’t that I thought Brad would ever have the chance to cheat on me with Margot Bloom of all people, but the idea that he lusted after another woman made me burn with jealousy.  I didn’t look anything like Margot Bloom.  She was a tall, busty blond and I was a petite woman with mousy brown hair and breasts the size of cherries.  If Margot was his type, why on earth did he marry me?

      Brad silenced my worries with a long, deep kiss.  His tongue penetrated my lips and sent my insecurities scurrying down into the earth, far away from my racing heart.  His hands were on my hips, pulling me close enough that I could feel his erection against my stomach.  “You are the only one for me, Anne,” he whispered between kisses.  “Let me prove it to you.”

      I let him prove it to me.  I let his fingers unzip my dress and send it to the floor.  He pushed me up against the back of our living room sofa and wrapped my hips around his waist.  Still, I couldn’t help but think of Margot Bloom and her attractive body.  Even as my husband’s fingers snaked their way into my panties and brushed against my wet slit, I thought of what Margot probably looked like naked.

      I tried to fight the insecurity and the jealousy.  I loved Brad with every fiber of my being and I trusted him.  So, what if he’d made some silly little list?  That didn’t mean anything.  This, right here and now, his body pressed to mine is all that meant anything in the world to me.

      He pulled my panties to the side and unfastened his slacks.  He pulled his pants down just enough to release his long, thick cock and he shoved it inside me.  I clutched to his shoulders and let out a moan as he filled me up with each thrust.

      I could feel his heart beating against mine as we moved together in unison, like two shooting stars in the night sky.

      He filled me with his load as my body quivered against his.  When he pulled himself free, I felt him trickle out of me.  I felt used and dirty, but in all the ways that made me feel like his and that was all that mattered.

      I had nothing to be afraid of.  It’s not like he would ever meet Margot Bloom in his lifetime, anyway.

      Famous last words.
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        * * *

      

      To my horror, three weeks later Brad did exactly that.  He met Margot Bloom while saving her from getting hit by an oncoming traffic.  She’d been texting while crossing the street legally when a reckless driver came speeding toward her.  Brad, without realizing who she was yet, jumped to the rescue.

      I hadn’t been there.  This was on his lunch break at work.  But I saw the photos in all the tabloids.  When he pushed her out of the way, he’d apparently landed on top of her, her full chest pressing to his.

      My body trembled at the thought of it.  It was like fate had it out for me.  What were the chances?  Of all the actresses in New York he could’ve saved, why did it have to be Margot Bloom?

      And now, apparently, she felt like she owed him.  They met for coffee once a week, slowly getting to know each other.  Brad reluctantly told me about their little coffee dates and I tried not to sound bitter and jealous.  But I was and I couldn’t hide it very well.

      Every time my husband touched me, I thought of her.  Every spare second I had, I looked up photos and videos of Margot Bloom and compared myself to her.  She was stunningly gorgeous, and I wondered if she was just as beautiful in person.  As it turned out, I was going to get my chance to find out.

      Brad leaned against the kitchen counter with a smile on his face.  “Go get dressed up,” he said as I walked in from work.  “We’re going out to a fancy club.”

      My heart swelled.  It was a Friday night and the thought of going on a date with Brad to renew the spark in our relationship excited me.  Maybe this Margot girl had nothing on me after all.

      “A club, hm?  We’re not twenty-one anymore,” I teased.

      “This isn’t just any club,” he said.  “It’s for celebrities only.”

      My swelling heart shriveled up inside me.  “Let me guess.  Margot got you in?”

      He took my hands in his and his jaw clenched.  “She got us in,” he said.

      “She doesn’t want me there,” I said.  “She’s probably in love with you and waiting for you to leave me.”

      Brad laughed.  “That’s ridiculous.”

      I turned to him, unable to help myself.  “If she professed her love for you and asked you to leave your wife, would you?”

      He cupped my face with a serious expression.  “Never,” he said.  “You are the one for me.  That’s it.”

      “She’s your exception,” I said.

      He sighed.  “That was just a stupid game. And how was I supposed to know that I’d ever end up being friends with Margot Bloom?”

      I shrugged.  “It doesn’t matter if you knew beforehand.  She’s the one you’d want to cheat on me with.  She’s the one you wrote down.”

      Brad kissed me, presumably to shut me up.  “I don’t want to cheat on you with anyone,” he said.  “Now go on.  Get dressed.  You can meet her and see how sweet she is.”

      I groaned and reluctantly climbed the stairs to our bedroom.  I spent way too long picking out the perfect red dress and doing my makeup.  By the time I made it back downstairs, Brad had fallen asleep on the sofa in his pressed suit.  I cleared my throat, stirring him awake.  When he saw me, he whistled his approval, but it didn’t make me feel any less insecure.

      In a matter of minutes, I’d be standing next to one of Hollywood’s most desirable actresses.  There was no way I’d be able to compete with that.
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        * * *

      

      The club was swanky with chandeliers hanging from the ceiling at odds with the flashing neon lights.  Brad kept his hand on my lower back as we made our way through to the VIP area where Margot was.  She was sitting in a booth at the opposite end, and the view of her took my breath away.

      She was stunning.  She was everything a woman wished and hoped to be in her dark blue shimmery dress with her blond hair tied up into a twist.  How could Brad seriously bring me here?  Didn’t he want his chance to sleep with her?  Didn’t he want to use his one exception?

      “Margot,” he said as we approached her booth.  She looked up with sparkling eyes.  The sparkle didn’t fade, even when she saw his arm around me.  “This is my wife, Anne.”

      Margot stretched out a slender hand with the smoothest skin I’d ever seen.  “Nice to meet you, Anne,” she said.  “I’ve heard so much about you.”

      Brad was right.  She was a total sweetheart, but I couldn’t help but wonder how much of it was a façade.  Brad and I joined her at the booth, Brad sandwiched between us.  As they spoke like old friends, I noticed how much Margot touched him.  His shoulder, his knee, and at one point, she even leaned her shoulder against his, her face too close for comfort.

      Despite the slight anxiety I felt at seeing their close proximity, my skin prickled with heat.  My legs clenched together.  I didn’t know why I felt a shiver of desire from watching them up close.  Half of me wanted them to kiss and the other half wanted me to drag my husband far, far away from her.

      I needed a breather, but I also didn’t want to leave them alone.  “Honey,” I said to Brad, desperate for his attention.  “Would you mind grabbing me a water?”

      He smiled and said, “Sure.”  Once he’d left the VIP area, I started to excuse myself to the bathroom, but Margot stopped me with a gentle touch of my wrist.

      “I know what you want,” she said.  Her eyes no longer sparkled.  They were dark pools of mystery.

      I swallowed hard.  “Oh yeah?  And what’s that?”

      “I see the desire in your eyes.  You’re wondering if your husband wants me and if he’d cheat on you.  But that’s not what you’re afraid of.”

      “It isn’t?”  I felt my body tremble.  Was I that easy to read?

      She shook her head.  “No.  You’re afraid that you’d enjoy it if he cheated.”

      I yanked my arm away from her.  “I really do need to use the bathroom,” I lied.  I pulled myself away and left the VIP area.  Before I snuck in through the bathroom doors, I took a peek back to see Brad returning to the place I’d just left.  Did I dare leave the two of them alone?

      When I turned to head into the bathroom rather than heading after my husband, I knew that Margot had been right.  I was testing them, but deep down, I knew that if I caught them cheating I wouldn’t stop them.

      I’d watch instead.

      I pushed my way into the nearest stall and tried to catch my breath.  Is this really what I wanted?  To watch my husband with another woman completely?  I ran my hands along my hips and thighs, feeling the desire pulsing between my legs.  My head was light, my breaths were shallow, and I was a touch away from losing it completely.

      I collected myself as best I could and straightened my appearance in the mirror.  Then I slowly stalked to the VIP area only to find Margot and Brad missing.  I turned to the bouncer who oversaw the area.  “Did you see where Margot Bloom went?”

      He arched his brow and crossed his arms over his chest.  “I’m not at liberty to discuss where Margot goes.”

      “What about a man with dirty blond hair?  He would’ve been with her.  I’m his wife.”

      The bouncer’s expression shifted to one of compassion.  “I’m so sorry, ma’am,” he said.  He looked around and sighed.  “I shouldn’t do this, but I don’t believe in infidelity.  They’re behind that purple velvet curtain,” he said, pointing to the right.

      I swallowed, wondering why he mentioned the word infidelity.  I marched to the velvet curtain and found a door behind it.  I cracked it slowly and slipped inside the dark room.

      They never even heard me coming, and I was shrouded in blackness.  I knew I could sit safely in a corner without them ever knowing I was there.

      I immediately recognized Margot in her blue dress, lit perfectly by an elegant chandelier.  Brad was leaning in his pressed suit against a wall near me, but his eyes were fixed on one thing and one thing only.  Her perfectly round ass.

      She’d bent down near a chaise lounge in the center of the room to remove her black heels.  She walked with bare feet toward my husband.  Their eyes lit up at each other as her body neared his.  There was a palpable energy between them.

      Brad’s jaw clenched as he stared at Margot’s delicious curves.  Even I was licking my lips as I stared at her.  She came within inches of him, flicking her gaze up into his.  She slowly leaned up on her tip-toes, her lips coming closer, but Brad turned his head.

      Good, I thought, but at the same time I felt cold disappointment.  I wanted to see them kiss.  I wanted to see him cheat.  Most of all, I wanted to see him cheat with her.

      My desires were quickly realized and my fears ignited.  Brad turned back to her, cupped her face in his hands, and pressed his lips to hers.  My stomach knotted with shame all while my panties became wetter.  It was incredibly hot to watch him claim her and to know that he found her as irresistible as I did.

      He paused for a moment and said, “I can’t.  My wife is here.  This is wrong.”  I should’ve been happy, but I was filled with emptiness at the thought that they might not go through with this.

      Margot placed a hand on his chest and smiled.  “She told me she wanted this,” she lied.  “It was written all over her face when she saw us together.”  Okay, maybe that part was true.

      Brad’s hands gripped Margot’s waist and slowly slid up her back.  He was giving in and I found myself strangely grateful for it.  His thick fingers pulled at straps of her dress.  He slid them from her shoulders and his forehead pressed to hers.

      He swallowed and clenched his jaw.  I could feel his hesitance.  I could feel his desire but his fear to fulfill it.  He knew he’d be cheating on me.  He knew he couldn’t take it back.  And perhaps it made it that much more powerful, knowing that he wasn’t making this decision recklessly.  He was weighing his options, but his cock had won.

      Margot cupped his face, assuring him that it would be their secret and that I would never know.  They still had no idea I was in the room with them, hiding in a dark corner and shaking like a leaf, both from desire and hesitation.

      Brad’s eyes softened and soon his fingers pulled down the top of her dress.  I watched it fall around her waist, revealing her naked breasts.  Full and proudly on display.  The most perfect pair I’d ever seen.  Full and supple, her nipples were hard and he ran his knuckles across them.

      Margot arched her back, pressing her stomach into his.  I could tell by the way she looked at him that she’d felt the full length of him pressing against her abdomen.  He was huge, and she was about to find out for herself just how big he was.

      That is, if I let it continue.  But I couldn’t find the desire to end it.  In fact, I found myself pressing further into the wall behind me to make sure they couldn’t see me.  I spread my legs and slipped my fingers under my dress until they pressed against my wet panties.  I traced my slit through the silk and turned my head to watch the two of them continue.

      Brad picked Margot up by the waist and propped her on the chaise lounge.  I imagined what that soft velvet must’ve felt like against her ass as I felt the wall behind me touch mine.  Brad lifted her dress up, bunching all of it around her waist, and pulled her black thong down her legs.  He dropped to his knees and spread her thighs apart.

      I gasped as I saw his tongue glide up and down her perfect wet slit.  She was neatly trimmed, and I could see how wet she was from the glistening between her thighs.  Brad devoured her pussy like his life depended on it.  Margot ran her fingers through his hair and rocked her hips against him.  I felt a hint of envy.  I wanted to be the one to taste her.

      And then I began to wonder if this was scent that would linger.  Would I taste her on his tongue next time Brad kissed me?  Would his cock feel different inside me after it’d been inside her?  The thought of it excited me, even though I knew it would mean sex with Brad would never be the same again.  Still, nothing was more invigorating than knowing Margot’s scent would always linger when Brad fucked me.

      Margot arched her back and moaned so loudly I could hear it through the walls.  Her body shook when she came, her breasts swaying as she quivered on the chaise lounge.  Brad pulled his head back and wiped his mouth before leaning over her and kissing her long and hard.

      Margot unfastened his pants and slid to the floor, dropping to her knees.  Brad removed his suit jacket and unbuttoned his shirt.  By the time he’d finished, Margot already had his cock out and her lips parted.

      I slid my fingers inside my panties, eager to touch my own goose-pimpled flesh as I watched them.  My clit sparked as my fingers grazed it, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning.  My body was on fire, consumed by the passion that Margot and my husband were sharing.

      Margot wrapped her lips around the head of Brad’s cock and sucked her cheeks in.  Brad groaned as his cock slipped further in, no doubt hitting the back of her throat.  She gagged as he pushed his way further, fucking her with abandon, hard and rough.  It wasn’t how he fucked me at all.

      She sucked, gagged, and choked on his cock, and I started to realize how different he was with her.  He was forceful. Rough.  Animalistic.  Needy.  He craved her body as much as he hated himself for it.  As much as he hated his cock for feeling so good inside her mouth.  I knew by his expression that he was wondering how much better it would feel somewhere else…deep inside her body.

      My fingers slipped inside my pussy, aching to be filled.  But my fingers couldn’t do what Brad’s cock could.  And I knew I’d be completely filled with jealousy if I had to watch Brad fill his celebrity crush’s pussy instead.

      Even so, I couldn’t find the will to stop it.  My curiosity grew.  How far would they go?  Would he really slide his cock into another woman’s pussy? And not just any woman…but the famous actress, Margot Bloom?  Would he ever be able to fuck me or look at me again after having tasted someone as delicious as her?

      My answers would soon come, and they would both torment and please me at the same time.  Brad, unable to hold back any longer let out a groan and pulled his cock free in time for his cum to soak Margot’s face.  She held open her mouth, stretching out her tongue, eager to taste every drop of his seed.

      She stood up, hoisting herself back up to the chaise lounge.  She spread her legs and slipped her fingers between them, and Brad was practically drooling at the sight of her pussy.  As it turned out, he wanted something completely different from Margot.

      He gripped her hips and spun her around and bending her over the lounge.  Her bare tits were pressed against the velvet fabric as Brad slapped her ass so loud the other club goers could probably have heard it.

      I had three fingers shoved deep inside me as I waited for his next move.  That’s when Margot turned her head to the side, her eyes focusing on my figure in the dark.  She smiled and winked in my direction, but I felt like prey in the woods.  Frozen with the fear of being caught watching.

      That didn’t stop my fingers though. The worked in and out of my pussy desperately seeking out the orgasm I knew I was on the brink of.  My body began to shake, but my climax was stubborn.  My body seemed to be waiting for something more before it would unleash its pleasure.

      Brad spat on Margot’s ass and rubbed his shaft between her cheeks.  I raised my brow, desperately curious to know what was coming next.  And then I gawked and gasped as I saw him angle the tip of his cock toward her ass and slowly push in.

      Margot’s face twisted with pleasure and pain as he pushed himself in further.  Her fingers were between her legs, playing with her clit as Brad’s cock disappeared inside her ass.  I’d never given Brad my ass to pound like that.  I couldn’t begin to imagine what it felt like, and I was more jealous than I thought at the sight of them.

      I licked my index finger of my free hand and circled my asshole with it while I played with my clit.

      My body came alive in ways I didn’t know were possible.  I slipped my finger inside my asshole as Brad pushed the full length of his cock inside Margot’s.  He gripped her hips, pulled back and slammed into her.  I worked my fingers in and out of my ass and pussy to the same rhythm of Brad fucking Margot.  And before I knew it, I was pressing leaning my head back against the wall and holding back a curse as my body erupted into white, hot ecstasy.

      Fuck, fuck, I breathed as the most intense climax tore through me.  It tested the very limits of my flesh, and still, I somehow managed to open one eye and watch Brad pound Margot’s round ass.

      It was just as I was coming down that their orgasms were starting.  Brad fucked Margot like he both hated her and loved her.  And Margot came as if she was queen of the world, knowing that she had one.  I wondered what she hoped to gain from this.  Did she want to break up our marriage?  Did she love Brad?  Would she steal him from me?

      Or was this all just some twisted joke, a game?

      Brad pulled free from her and I could see his cum spill from her ass and down her thigh.  He dressed himself and walked away, running his hand through his hair, conflicted about what he’d done.  But I was smiling.  If only he knew I was smiling so fucking wide.

      Brad was out the door, leaving Margot in the center of the room.  I watched as Margot stood up and slinked her way to another door.  A door I hadn’t seen when I came in.  When she opened it, a soft light poured out revealing a bathroom.  “Are you coming?” she asked.

      I stepped out of the shadows for the first time and followed her to the bathroom.  Margot was still covered in my husband’s cum from head to toe.  She looked beautiful with his mark all over her.

      She took my hand and wiped her face with it, then she brought the palm of my hand to my mouth.  “Lick it clean,” she said, and I did.  I stretched out my tongue and tasted my husband’s salty cum mixed with her lavender scent.  She smiled.  “I knew you’d enjoy the show.  I saw you come to the sight of us.”

      “You’re not going to tell him, are you?”

      She shrugged.  “That depends.”

      “On what?”

      “On how well behaved you are.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Meaning I own you now.  You and your husband.  Don’t worry.  There will be plenty of fun in it for you.  Fancy parties.  Luxurious clubs.  World premieres.  But you’re going to be mine as much as he is.  Understand?”

      I nodded.  I wanted to be hers.  I wanted to give her Brad again and again.

      Margot cleaned herself and straightened her clothes.  “Give me a head start,” she said, and I did.  Margot left the little room and I left five minutes later.  I found her in her same old booth, my husband nowhere in sight.  “He’s looking for you in the crowd,” she said, smirking.  “I think he feels a little guilty.  We’ll have to remedy that.”

      I left Margot in the VIP area and found my husband on the dance floor, my cheeks still burning from what I’d witnessed.  Brad was so happy to see me that he didn’t seem to notice.  “Honey!  There you are,” he said, wrapping me in his arms.  And then it hit me.  The scent of lavender on his sweaty skin.

      “I had to get some air,” I lied.  I stared into his eyes, searching through them for the truth, but he had already stuffed it completely down.

      He hugged me again and said, “Come on.  Let’s get out of here.  This club is lame.”

      I pulled back, feeling a surge of confidence from the secret I shared with Margot.  “Actually, I’d like to stay.  You were right.  Margot is a sweetheart.  I think we’ll become the best of friends.”

      My husband’s face paled, and I hid a smile.  If only he knew there was nothing to feel guilty about.  I already knew his little secret.  I’d watched the whole thing.  I knew his secret and I also knew there would be far more where that came from.

      Margot wouldn’t let us go, which was fine by me.  Somehow the thing I feared most became the thing I desired most, and Margot was the woman to give it to me.
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      Brenda pulled the strands of my hair back as she worked on giving me a French twist for the evening.  She was both rough and gentle at the same time, a perfect mirror of her personality.

      I glanced at my reflection, then hers, my eyes lingering on the differences between us.  I was petite and lean while Brenda had all the curves guys usually drooled over.  My hair was dark – almost black – and neat, and hers was a soft brown.  Even our skin tone was different.  I ran much paler than her.

      “I hate this whole thing,” I said, dropping my gaze to my lap.  I picked at my fingernails, my anxiety tightening my throat.

      “It’ll be fine, Hailey.  It’s all in good spirits.  And it’s for a good cause.”

      “I know, I know.  But a charity auction?  Of college football players?  I don’t want my boyfriend auctioned off like some piece of meat.  What if the girl who wins him tries to…you know…”

      “What?” Brenda laughed.  “Fuck him?”  She tugged my hair tighter.  “Can’t blame a girl for trying.  That man is smoking hot.  If I had enough money to outbid other people, I’d do it.  No question.”

      I bit my lower lip.  I was as jealous as they came, but with Brenda it was different.  I never worried about her trying to steal my man even though she probably could in a heartbeat.  I never minded when she told me my boyfriend was hot.

      I supposed I felt prouder than anything when it came to her.  I wanted to impress her.

      My eyed widened in the mirror and my lips fell open as I gasped.  “I have an idea.”

      “Oh no,” Brenda teased.  “Your ideas are pure chaos.  Well then, let’s have it.  What’s your big idea?”

      “You don’t have the money to bid for him, but I do.”

      “Yeah?  And?  It’s not going to look good if his girlfriend outbids everyone.  You’ve got to at least give people a chance to run up the price.  If they see his rich girlfriend in the banquet hall no one is going to try to compete.”

      I turned in my seat.  “The money isn’t for me.  It’s for you.  You could bid for him and win with the amount I’d give you.  I’d feel safer if he was with you.  Then I know it’d just be an innocent date and nothing more.”

      Brenda shrugged.  “I don’t know.  Your boyfriend literally hates me.”

      I waved off her words.  “No he doesn’t.  He just doesn’t know you that well yet.”

      “Remember that time he tried to get you to abandon me at our favorite restaurant?  Tell me that’s not a guy who hates my guts.”

      “That wasn’t about you.  He was just really horny.”  Come to think of it, Tim was always extra horny whenever Brenda was around.  “It’s not like I actually went through with it.  I didn’t leave you there.”

      “No,” she said.  “You just made me think you had while you guys hooked up in his car in the parking lot.”

      I sighed.  “I’m sorry.  Please, will you do this for me?  I’d feel so much better about tonight if you did.”

      Brenda clicked her tongue and continued working on my hair.  “Alright, Hailey.  But only because I love you so much.”

      Her words made me smile and I felt the anxiety finally starting to lift.
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        * * *

      

      I’d wired the money to Brenda before we even reached the banquet hall.

      Once we were inside, I realized just how busy it was, and how stiff the competition would be.  There were so many beautiful women of all ages there, ready to bid on hot, hunky football stars.

      But my boyfriend was off the table.  He just didn’t know it yet.

      I caught Tim hanging out with his buddies a few minutes before they were due to go on stage.  I normally didn’t like to interrupt him while he was with his friends, but I wanted to tell him my plan.

      I wanted to, but then thought better of it.  I didn’t want to seem jealous even though I was.

      Before I’d made the decision to back out, though, my hand was on his bulging bicep.  He turned with furrowed brows that relaxed when his eyes found me.

      “Oh, Hailey.  It’s only you.  I thought one of these girls was trying to cop a feel early.  I’m ready to blow them all out of the water with my new dance moves.”  He snickered and my heart sank.  He was really excited for this auction.  He was going to be furious when he’d find out Brenda would win a date with him.

      And since he knew Brenda well enough to know how broke she was, he’d know the money had only come from one place.  Me.

      My lungs felt squeezed of air as I tried to make small talk with him knowing the argument that would soon ensue.  The best I could do was wish him luck and make jokes about how thirsty all the woman in the banquet hall were.

      “You’re going to kill it tonight,” I said.

      “You’re not jealous, right babe?”

      I looked into Tim’s hazel eyes, his dark hair tousled on top of his head.  “Of course not.  You love me, don’t you?”

      He snaked an arm around my waist and pulled me close.  I could feel his hard-on against my stomach as he pressed his lips to my ear.  “Of course I do.  Can’t you feel how deep my love runs for you?”

      My panties were soaked, and I could only hope Brenda would return him to me early tonight.  Knowing the threat of him sleeping with another woman would be over would unleash my full arousal.  Tim was mine, and I wanted to make it known to the world.

      A slender woman in a business suit approached the group of jocks.  “Time to get back stage,” she said.  “I don’t want a single person out of place.”

      Tim wiggled his eyebrows at me and gave me long, deep kiss before following his friends toward the back.

      I found Brenda at the punch bowl and took her hand in mine.  “Are you ready for my master plan?” I asked her.

      “I’d be more ready if this punch was spiked,” she said.  I glared at her and she smirked.  “Relax.  I’m ready to steal your boyfriend.”

      I laughed.  “Hardly.  That’s why I’m so glad it’ll be you.”

      Brenda arched her brow.  “What?  You think I can’t seduce him or something?”

      I nearly choked on my response, shocked at hers.  “What? No.  That’s not what I meant at all.”  What I’d meant was that she was too good and loyal of a friend to steal him from me.  I’d never meant to put her down, but I didn’t get a chance to correct myself before the lights lowered and the music started up.

      The announcer stepped into the middle of the stage and went over the rules of the auction.

      Brenda left my side to slip into the center of the crowded room.  I tried to follow her, but I lost her, getting pushed away to the sidelines.  I settled for a chair in a dark corner where I could watch the show go down.

      The announcer called out each man one by one and let the bids roll.  Tim was the third to be auctioned which worried me.  If he’d been last, it would’ve cut down on the number of woman who could bid for him as they’d already have bid on someone else.

      I bit my fingernails while I watched the auction unfold.  Brenda was quick and sharp, quickly capping bid after bid.  But she didn’t seem desperate or act like she was doing me a favor.  She pretended to think about it each time before raising her hand.

      Tim did his sexy dance while the bids were called out, but his brows furrowed midway through.  He shielded the spotlight from his eyes, peering into the crowd, and this his skin went pale.  He must’ve recognized Brenda’s voice, but now he was certain.

      It was her who’d been upping each bid and he looked horrified.

      Please, don’t fuck this up, I thought.  I half expected Tim to storm out of the auction in a rage.  But he kept going.  He kept dancing.  He kept showing off his muscles until Brenda was the last one to bid.

      $50,000.  It was sure to have been the highest bid of the night.  And Tim would know I was behind it.  Hopefully he wouldn’t be too upset with me.
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        * * *

      

      After I watched Brenda collect her “prize,” I waited anxiously in my car for any sign of them.  I didn’t really know what I was doing at this point.  I supposed I just wanted to make sure they made it out together and that everything went okay.

      Thirty or so minutes had passed when my phone buzzed in my purse.  I pulled it out to see a text from Brenda.

      You never should’ve doubted me.  Now I’m going to seduce your boyfriend just to prove to you I can.

      My heart raced.  What was she talking about?  This wasn’t part of the plan.  I smiled to myself, thinking she was joking.  I sent her a text back.

      I never said you couldn’t.  Just that you wouldn’t.  I trust you.

      She sent back a smiley emoji.

      Big mistake.  Your boyfriend is mine.  After dinner, I’m going to take him into the restaurant bathroom and let him fuck my brains out.  Toodles.

      I still couldn’t believe what I was reading, but I didn’t have enough time to process it when my phone buzzed again.  This time, the message was from Tim.

      Brenda?!  Seriously?  You couldn’t just let this be a normal auction.  Are you really this petty, Hailey?  You know how much I hate Brenda, and now I have to spend an entire evening with her.

      I breathed a sigh of relief.

      Maybe Tim really did hate Brenda.  That would make seducing him a lot harder on her.

      Maybe I had nothing to worry about.

      What was I thinking?  Of course I had nothing to worry about.  It was Brenda and Tim.

      I picked her to do me this favor for a reason.

      I chuckled to myself, trying to settle the nerves that were knotting up my stomach, when I saw them walk out together.

      Brenda hooked her arm through Tim’s, and he didn’t look half as annoyed as I’d expected.  In fact, his cheeks were rosy under the lamplight.

      He was smiling.  It almost looked like they were flirting.

      If I had nothing to worry about, then why did the sight of them together make my throat close up?  I knew there was only one thing to do.

      I was going to go to the restaurant to spy on them.
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        * * *

      

      The restaurant was thankfully busy and I found a booth in the corner across the hall from them.

      I spent a good hour hiding behind my menu, peeking over the top of it to watch every interaction between them.

      Brenda touched his hand a lot and smiled like she was on a date, which I guessed she was technically.  Even if the date was bought for at an auction with my money.

      Besides the hand touching on Brenda’s side, I noticed Tim leaning in toward her a lot.  He looked pained, like he was holding something back, and it made adrenaline course through me.

      I tapped my foot impatiently against the floor below, and I constantly told the waiter to fuck off – I’d already ordered an appetizer, I just wasn’t hungry.

      Finally, I saw Brenda and Tim’s waiter remove their plates, and Brenda stood.

      This is it, I thought.  They’re either headed to the car to end their date or headed to the bathroom like she said.

      I didn’t know which way to go.  If they went to the car, there was no guarantee Tim wouldn’t take Brenda somewhere else.  But I remembered Brenda’s text about taking him to the bathroom, so that was my only lead.

      I slipped through a crowded room while deciding whether or not to choose the women’s or the men’s room.  The women’s was most likely, so I pushed my way inside and hid in one of the stalls.

      I sat on the toilet, biting my nails.  Every second felt like it was ticking my life away slowly.

      And what did I expect to accomplish by hiding?

      Was I really going to jump out at them if I caught them in the act?

      If I did that, my relationship may as well be over, because not only will Tim have cheated, but I will have proved myself to be some kind of lunatic.

      The door swung open and I tensed up.  I recognized Brenda’s voice followed by Tim’s.  Fuck, what am I doing in here? I thought.  But it was too late.  I couldn’t leave now without them knowing I was hiding.

      “I shouldn’t be doing this,” Tim said between kisses.  Shit, was he kissing her?  “But I’ve wanted you since the first day I met you.”  What the hell?  What happened to hating Brenda?

      Brenda moaned and I peeked through the slit in the stall to see that she was sitting on the edge of the sink with her legs wrapped around Tim’s waist.

      “What about Hailey?  If you wanted me so badly, why are you were with her?”

      Tim kissed her neck then traced the neckline of her low-cut dress with his lips.  “I love Hailey,” he said.  “But I’ve always desired you.  You’ve always looked like such a good fucking lay.”

      Brenda moaned and sighed.  “That’s because I am.”

      She moaned again and again and I wondered if Tim was hard.  I wondered if his erection was pushing against her, telling her how much he wanted her.

      “I thought you hated me,” she said between sighs.  “You are always leaving me behind and trying to avoid me.”

      Tim growled against her skin.  “That’s because you make me so fucking hard.  I can’t be around you and Hailey at the same time.  She’d know what you know now.”

      “That you want me?”

      “More than anything.”

      My heart sank, but my body buzzed with a new life I didn’t recognize.

      My fingers were pushed under my dress, exploring my wet slit through my panties while I bit my lower lip.

      Why was I doing this?

      Why was I allowing this?

      Fuck, I should be bursting through the stall and exposing them both for the jerks they were.

      But I didn’t hate them like I expected to.

      I still loved them.

      Both of them.

      And some deep, twisted part of me wanted them to have each other.  To explore each other’s bodies.  My head was spinning with delirium, my heart confused beyond belief.

      His fingers were on her thighs, moving slowly upwards.  Brenda shivered and rocked her hips, her body begging for his.

      They looked beautiful together.  Her tanned skin and light brown hair against his hard body and dark locks.  I never realized before just how beautiful they both were, but now that they were together it was undeniable.

      I slipped a hand inside my panties just as Tim tore Brenda’s off her.  He discarded them on the filthy bathroom floor, uncaring for the fact that she’d probably have to trash them and go pantyless for the rest of the evening.

      Tim dropped to his knees and pushed Brenda’s dress up to her hips.  Her legs were wide for him – and unknowingly for me.  Her pussy was puffy and wet with a little bit of trimmed hair just above her slit.

      It was the first time I’d seen her naked pussy and it was the first time I’d seen her in such a compromising, vulnerable position.  It made my mouth water.

      Tim pulled on the skin just above her clit and looked up at her.  “I’ve been thinking about eating your cunt for a long time.”

      Brenda ran her fingers through his hair.  “How long?” she asked.  “Tell me it’s every time you go down on Hailey.”

      My fingers were shaking as they pumped in and out of my pussy.  Hearing them talk about me like this was humiliating, but it made my skin prickle with desire.

      “Every time I went down on Hailey, I imagined it was you instead.”  I don’t know why I nearly came at his words, but I did.  I had to fight off my orgasm by withdrawing my fingers long enough for my body to settle.

      Tim wrapped his lips around Brenda’s mound and his jaw shifted as he licked and sucked at her sopping wet pussy.

      Brenda’s fingers were locked in his dark hair as she leaned her head back against the mirror and rocked her hips forward.

      She looked like a bird perched on the edge of a tree branch as she balanced on the sink, pinned between the cold porcelain and my boyfriend’s tongue.

      Fuck, why was it turning me on so much?

      I ran my free hand over my chest, feeling my hard nipples push against the soft silk of my dress.  My other fingers thrust in and out of my pussy, desperate to see my best friend come.

      And then she did.

      She clutched Tim’s hair in both hands as she whimpered and moaned.  Her brows furrowed and her eyes slowly open as her orgasm tore through her.  Her eyes were focused on Tim until they weren’t.

      Until, all at once, she was staring at the closed stall I was hiding in.

      I could’ve sworn she was looking right at me through the crack.  I stepped back as quietly as possible, hoping to hide in the shadows.

      I heard shuffling as Tim got to his feet, then the sound of his zipper being pulled down.

      He kissed her again, and I dared to step closer to the door to watch.  Their tongues darted in and out, circling and dancing each other.

      Tim had a hand on Brenda’s tits, his fingers clawing at the fabric of her dress until it was pulled down to her ribs.

      Due to her low-cut dress, Brenda had gone without a bra, and now her full, perky tits were on display with tiny brown nipples that were hard from arousal.  Tim kissed his way across her jaw, to her neck, and down to one breast, sucking in one nipple and biting with his teeth.

      He growled as Brenda moaned, and again, Brenda’s gaze headed in my direction.  If she saw me, she wasn’t saying anything, so I just looked right back at her while my fingers played with my pussy and tits.

      “I’m going to tear your pussy apart,” Tim groaned.  He had his cock out with one hand stroking it, the tip of it brushing lightly against Brenda’s pussy.  She angled her hips toward him, seeking him out, but he was teasing her which only turned me on more.

      I teased myself to the rhythm of him teasing her, and when he finally pushed his cock inside her tight pussy, I plunged three fingers inside mine.  I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning.  My pussy was hot and clenched around my fingers just as Brenda’s was clenching around my boyfriend’s cock.

      I still couldn’t believe I was watching this.

      I was fingering myself to the view of my boyfriend’s cock inside another woman’s pussy.  And not just any woman, but my so-called “best friend.”

      But I didn’t care.

      I wasn’t angry or jealous.

      They looked so good together that it brought me the greatest pleasure I’d ever known.

      Tim rolled his hips as he pumped his long, thick cock in and out of Brenda’s dripping wet pussy.  She had her arms hooked around his neck, her tits bouncing with each thrust.

      Tim rested his forehead against hers and stared into her eyes while fucked her hard and fast.  Then, in one swift motion, he pulled out and tugged her hips off the sink.

      He spun her around and bent her over the sink.  Her dress was still pushed up to her waist, her bare ass exposed with her pussy peeking out between her legs.  But Tim wasn’t going back to her pussy.

      No, he angled the tip of his cock for her rear entrance and pushed in with one deep thrust.

      Brenda pressed her palm to the mirror as she moaned.

      Her gaze met mine through her reflection and I licked my lips as her tits dangled against the bathroom sink.  Her nipples grazed the cold porcelain while my boyfriend fucked her tight little asshole.

      I slipped a slick finger inside my own ass while I watched, and the pleasure was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.  I finger fucked my ass while using my other hand to finger my pussy and it became increasingly difficult to keep my eyes open.

      But keep them open, I did, because I wanted to see the whole thing.

      Tim pounded Brenda like she was nothing but a piece of meat and I realized he was different with her.  With me, he was tender and gentle.  Like I was a glass flower that could break in any moment.

      With her, he was like a wild animal, primal and needy as he discarded her level of comfort for his own.

      Then, as if reading my mind, he reached around her waist and teased her clit with his thumb while his cock sank deeper and deeper inside her.

      “Fuck,” she breathed, her reflection’s gaze still focused on me.  “I’m going to come again.”

      “Yeah,” Tim groaned.  “Come for me.  I’m going to fill your ass up with my own cum.  I’m going to make your ass so sore you won’t be able to sit for a week.”  He spanked her ass hard before bringing his fingers back to her pussy.

      He buried himself balls deep and held himself there as he groaned and emptied his load.

      Brenda’s body quivered at the same time as mine, both of us coming together.

      I don’t know why it felt almost spiritual, but it did.  Like we were connected in some way now.

      I loved it far more than I should’ve.  I loved watching Tim dominate her like she was nothing but a dirty slut.

      Tim pulled back, his cock slowly leaving her ass and a puddle of cum spilling out.  Brenda caught her breath, her skin flushed from the fuck and her nipples still grazing the porcelain sink.

      “Fuck,” Tim breathed, running a hand through his hair.  His eyes widened and the corners of his mouth turned downward.  He was starting to feel remorse for what he’d done.  “Shit, you can’t tell Hailey about this.”

      Brenda looked over her shoulder at the stall I was in, and my heart was in my throat.  But she didn’t say anything.  She only smiled.  “Don’t worry, Tim.  Your secret is safe with me.”

      He exhaled.  “Good.  Fuck.  Thank god.”

      “Why don’t you go back to the table before someone breaks the door down in here.  The restaurant won’t be happy to find it’s been locked for so long.”

      “Sounds good,” said Tim as he straightened his clothes.  “See you out there.”

      When Tim left, Brenda stood up and came toward my stall, her tits still hanging out in the cold air.  She rapped her knuckles against the door and smirked.  “You jealous little girl,” she sneered.  “I know you’re in there, Hailey.”

      I unlocked the door and pulled it open.  “How did you know it was me?”

      “I saw your shoes while your boyfriend ate me out.  I bought those shoes for you, remember?”

      She pushed her way into the stall and locked the door behind her.  I didn’t know why she was in here with me rather than pulling me out there, but I was terrified and confused.  On the one hand, I expected a lecture from her, and on the other, her tits were still hanging out tempting me to suck on them.

      Which was weird, because I never thought of my friend like that before.

      “Did you enjoy the show?” she asked.

      I stumbled over my words, my body still buzzing with desire.

      Brenda slid her fingers through my hair, messing up the French twist she’d given me earlier that evening, and she pulled my head to her tits.

      “I see you drooling over my body.  Go ahead and taste it if you’re so desperate.  I want you to smell your boyfriend on me.”

      I felt like a fool as I sucked her nipple into my mouth.  I could smell Tim on her skin and I could smell his cum as it dripped from her ass, splashing onto the bathroom floor below.  I sucked on Brenda’s tits like they could sustain me.  I felt small and trivial in that moment, but loved.

      Then Brenda pressed her hands to my shoulders and forced me down to my knees.  My bare skin pressed to the dirty floor below and I lifted up her dress, coming face to pussy with her perfect body.

      “I want you to taste him on me,” she said, rocking her hips toward my face.

      I parted my lips and licked her pussy, tracing my tongue along each slick fold.  I could taste Tim’s saliva and his cock where it had been, but the smell of his cum overtook everything.  Brenda was going to let me have that too, I knew.

      After I’d licked her pussy enough to make her thighs tremble, she turned around and pressed her tits to the wall of the stall, angling her ass toward my face.  “Clean me,” she said, but this time her voice had no malice.  It was dripping with desire.

      I licked my tongue over her ass, tasting the salty seed that my boyfriend had left behind.  This was my punishment, I knew.  I deserved it, but most of all, I craved it.

      I kept licking until Brenda’s ass was clean, and then I slipped my tongue inside her.  Her fingers moved to her pussy, thrusting two fingers in while I ate out her ass.

      “Oh fuck,” she hissed.  “Just like that.”

      I gripped her ass in my hands, loving how her cheeks felt against my palms, and dug my tongue in deeper.  Her hips rolled back and forth and her body shook.

      “I’m going to come,” she moaned.

      I couldn’t believe it.  My own body trembled with need at the thought of making her come.

      Bringing my sexy best friend to orgasm after she fucked my boyfriend was almost too exciting to handle.

      I dug my tongue in deeper and swirled it around her tight, cum-filled ass.  I could feel her ass clench around my tongue as she came.

      “Fuck!”

      Brenda’s orgasm was still ripping through her when she spun around and gripped my jaw in her hand.  “You’re mine now,” she said.  “You understand that?”

      I nodded, frozen in fear and filled with desire.

      “Good.  Now sit down and let me taste you.”

      I sat down on the toilet and spread my legs, pulling my panties to the side dutifully.

      Brenda got on her knees and thrust two fingers into me at once.  With her free hand, she tugged the top of my dress down below my bust.  She pinched and twisted my nipples until I screamed.

      She spanked my pussy while smirking and then rewarded me by finally wrapping her lips around my clit and sucking hard.  I pressed my palms to the walls of the stall on either side of me, rocking my hips against her face.

      I was about to come on Brenda’s lips, and I couldn’t have been happier.

      The orgasm started in my belly then spread through every limb as my eyes rolled back and my mind slipped into a haze.  “Oh, Brenda,” I cooed as she thrust her fingers deeper and deeper.

      When I was finished coming, she wiped her mouth and sucked her fingers clean.  “You’re mine now,” she repeated.  “And your boyfriend is mine too.”

      I nodded and watched sheepishly as she stood up, straightened her dress, and then left the bathroom.

      I straightened my dress too, still dripping wet as I left the stall.  I saw her filthy panties still on the bathroom floor.

      I picked them up and put them in my purse.

      I would treasure this memory forever, but I also knew without a doubt that this wouldn’t be the last time I’d let Brenda steal my boyfriend.

      My body was already aching for round two.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Hookup

          

        

      

    

    
      Ben climbed on top of me, pushing my dress up to my hips.  It was the first time I’d worn a dress in ages, but I was hoping to seduce him.  Seducing him shouldn’t have been hard – he was my husband after all – but we’d gone through a rough page lately, including a trial separation.

      The separation had been my idea, but thankfully, he’d come home when I asked him to.

      Now, I was wearing his favorite blue dress and bright red lipstick.

      I ran my hands over his strong biceps as his fingers dug into my thighs, inching their way to my panties.  He bit the neckline of my dress with his teeth and dragged it down under my breasts, exposing my naked tits.  I never could wear a bra with that dress.

      He hooked his fingers inside my panties while his teeth grazed my nipples, and I arched my back for him, desperate to feel him inside me.

      I’d never wanted to be away from Ben, not really, but our schedules had been so hectic over the past year that we’d lost the heat to our relationship.  I’d suggested a separation hoping we’d find our way back to one another, but I also knew it was a risk.

      Especially if he’d found another woman.

      Luckily, he’d come rushing back home and into my arms.

      Now he plunged two fingers into my wet pussy.  I could feel myself leaking all over his fingers just as his spit dripped down the curve of my breast.

      I writhed under him, desperate to meet him and brush my g-spot along his fingertips.  He curled them just the right way as the pad of his thumb circled my clit.

      I wrapped my arms around his neck as I panted, my climax building and nearly breaking me in two.  I was still coming down when Ben leaned back, removed his shirt, and unfastened his slacks.

      He pulled out his long, thick cock with its bulbous head and shoved it inside me in one thrust.

      My legs wrapped around his waist and my tits bounced as he pumped in and out of me.

      This was all I’d wanted.

      This was what I’d missed.

      If we could find the passion again, I’d never ask him for another separation again.

      Ben pumped and pumped.  He was rougher and harder with me than he’d been in the past, but I didn’t care.

      I just wanted to please him.

      I just wanted him to fill me with his cum.

      He pulled out then flipped me onto my stomach, my dress still bunched up around my waist and my panties still pulled to the side.  He plunged his cock back inside me, grunting and groaning as he tried to reach his peak.

      But I could tell something was wrong.

      His grunts were less of pleasure and more of frustration.  I could feel my chest splitting in two.  I didn’t want to lose my husband, but sometimes it felt like I’d already lost him.

      He pulled out and sighed, giving my ass a light spank.

      “I’m sorry,” he said.  “I don’t think it’s going to happen.”

      I turned around and sat up, taking his cock in my hand.  “Let me suck you off.  Maybe that’ll help.”

      I parted my lips, but he pulled away from me.  “It’s just stress,” he said.  “It’s work.”

      I knew he wasn’t lying.  His cock was still fully hard – he had no problems in that department.

      It was his mind that was the issue.  He couldn’t relax.  He couldn’t stay focused in the moment.

      “It’s okay,” I lied, touching his rock-hard abs tenderly and wishing they were pressed against me still.  “Let’s just go to bed.”

      He cupped my face in his hands and kissed my forehead.  “I love you, Maddy.”

      “I love you, too.”
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I woke up to the sound of my husband’s phone buzzing while he was in the shower.  I rolled over to his side of the bed and picked it up to make sure it wasn’t something important from his work.

      To my surprise, I found a notification from a dating app and my stomach lurched.  I listened for the sound of running water before putting in the password on his phone and checking the notification.

      The girl who had messaged him was named Sophia and she was gorgeous.

      She was at least ten years younger than me, and she was a natural brunette instead of my dyed sandy blond hair.  She’d sent him a bikini photo, hot pink with perky breasts and a tight stomach.  My mouth went dry as I imagined him fucking her while we’d been separated.

      Maybe he’d found a new woman after all.

      I skimmed through their messages.

      This was the first half-naked photo she’d sent him, but they’d been talking for over a week.  She sounded bubbly and fun.  She seemed like the kind of girl I’d be friends with despite our age difference if we’d met under more innocent circumstances.

      Of course, we’d never be friends now.  I wanted nothing to do with anyone who’d try and steal my husband from me.

      As I skimmed through their conversation, a single question stood out.  Have you ever had a threesome? My husband had asked.

      Yes, typed Sophia.

      Two girls or two guys?

      Two girls. :)

      That’s so hot.  Wish my wife would do that.

      My stomach lurched again.  He made it sound like I would never consider his fantasy, but in truth, he’d never told me about it.

      I’d love to fuck you while your wife watched, Sophia said.

      She’d never go for that.

      My fingers were trembling as I set the phone back down.  My pussy was soaking wet, despite the fears brewing in my belly.

      By their conversation, it didn’t sound like they’d fucked yet, but I felt as jealous as if they had.  I also felt extremely aroused by how filthy Sophia seemed, and I was confused by the audacity with which she suggested she fuck my husband while I watched.

      That would be ridiculous, wouldn’t it?

      I pretended like nothing happened until my husband and I left for work.  I tried to go about my own work day without thinking about Sophia, but I failed miserably.

      I couldn’t stop picturing her in that bikini fucking my husband and taunting me.  I had to take frequent bathroom breaks just to clean my panties ever time the thought entered my head.

      By that evening, I felt as if staying silent wasn’t an option.  So, at the dinner table, when my husband’s phone buzzed, I pressed him about it.

      “Who’s that?” I asked.

      “Oh, no one,” he said, keeping his eyes fixed on the screen.  “Just someone from work.”

      “Oh,” I said.  “I thought maybe you’d picked up a girlfriend or something during our separation.”

      Ben laughed innocently.  “No,” he said.  “I did make a dating app profile, but I couldn’t go through with it.”  He smiled at me.  “All I wanted was to come home.”

      My throat closed up around the words I was about to say.  “I wouldn’t have blamed you if you’d found a girlfriend.  You’re a catch.”

      He grinned.  “Thanks.  You too.”

      “In fact,” I said, feeling my chest tightened, “maybe it would help our issues if you had found someone.”

      He dropped his fork to his plate and frowned.  “What do you mean?”

      I shrugged even though I knew exactly where I was going with this.  “I would say you could invite her over.  Maybe we could even…”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat before continuing, “have some fun.”

      Ben’s brow arched.  “You mean like a threesome?”  He swallowed his own lump, clearly nervous about whether or not he was interpreting me correctly.

      “Yeah,” I said, my legs quivering under the table.  “Why not?  It could be fun.”

      His gaze was heated on mine.  “Are you serious?  You’d be down for that?”

      I wanted to say ‘no, absolutely not,’ but my pussy was soaked and my body wanted me to scream ‘yes’ from the rooftops.  “I’d be open to it,” was all I could manage.

      “Shit, Maddy.  If you’re joking…”

      I shook my head.  “I’m deadly serious.”

      “Because there’s this girl…I never did anything with her…but she said she’d be interested in having a threesome with you.”

      He pulled up Sophia’s picture on his phone – the one of her in a bikini – and showed it to me.  I tried to feign surprise like I hadn’t seen it before.

      “Invite her over,” I choked out.  I couldn’t believe what I was saying.  Was I really going to go through with this?

      “Maddy, seriously?”

      I faked a laugh.  “Yes, seriously.”

      “Alright.  I’m going to message her now.”  A few awkward, silent minutes passed before his phone buzzed again.  “She’s available this weekend.”

      Good, I thought.  That’s still plenty of time to change my mind.

      “Sounds great.”

      He typed something off.  “Okay.  It’s set up.  Friday at 8.”

      “Friday at 8,” I repeated.
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        * * *

      

      I considered changing my mind all week, but I couldn’t get myself to go through with cancelling.  Ben checked in with me every day, giving me every opportunity to change my mind, but I always told him I still wanted to.

      He continued messaging Sophia, and I tried to be a good wife and not check their conversation as much as it was killing me not to know if they were talking about me and what they were saying if so.

      By the time Friday night came, I was a nervous wreck, but I still couldn’t cancel.  I’d picked out my sexiest little black dress and wore my best red lacy lingerie.

      My husband put on a blue button up and slicked his dark hair back in a way I’d never seen it before.  It turned me on and made me jealous at the same time.  He was trying a new approach with a new girl, but he looked damn fine doing it.

      He took my hand and we went downstairs together to have a drink while we waited for our guest to arrive.  “Are you nervous?” he asked me, and I nodded.  “Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

      “Yes,” I choked out.  “So far, I do.”

      I didn’t tell him that the reason I wanted to go through with it the most was because I wanted to see if he could come for her when he couldn’t come for me.

      I wanted to see if it was me that was the problem and not him.

      I wanted to see if a younger, prettier girl could make him remember how good sex could be.

      But I didn’t know what the hell I’d do with that information.  I was certain it could only hurt me, yet I still wanted to know.

      The doorbell rang, jarring me out of my thoughts.  I sat up straight in our antique living room armchair while Ben answered the door.

      I had a clear sight of Sophia as he pulled the door open.  She stepped in wearing a tight pink dress with matching pink heels, her hair falling in waves around her tanned shoulders.

      “It’s so nice to finally meet you,” she said to my husband.  Then her gaze landed on me.  “You must be Maddy.”

      I nodded and stood, ready to shake her hand, but she came in for a hug instead.

      She wrapped her arms around me and inhaled the scent of my hair.  I mimicked her movements and breathed in her rose perfume and the scent of bubblegum.

      She pulled back, but kept her arms around me, and I already missed the feeling of her body pressed to mine.  Sophia was the perfect fit for this, if I was really going to go through with it.  She was beautiful and friendly and irresistible, but I worried my husband would find her irresistible too.

      “Have a seat,” I said, ushering to the sofa.

      I returned to my armchair and watched as my husband debated on where to sit.  Eventually, he settled on sitting beside Sophia, where there was room, and I tried not to read it as anything but convenience.  “So,” I started again, “what do you do, Sophia?”

      Sophia’s eyes were blue and sparkled like sapphires.  “I’m a college student,” she said.  “I’m studying to become a lawyer.”

      My husband smiled and touched her arm.  “That’s what my wife does.”  He turned his focus on me and added, “Isn’t that fascinating?”

      “Yes,” I said, still hyper aware that he was touching her arm.  She reached over and put her hand on top of his, then lifted her blue eyes upward.

      “What do you do, Ben?”

      “I run a successful contracting business,” he said.  “Though my wife’s lawyer knowledge has come in pretty handy.”

      Sophia grinned and gripped his bicep.  “That must be why you’re so big and strong.”

      I stifled a laugh.  “He hardly does any actual construction work anymore,” I said.  “His muscles are from the gym so he can keep up appearances.”

      Ben glared at me, but smiled playfully.

      “Well, it’s working for you,” Sophia said, her fingers still lingering on his bicep.  They held each other’s gaze for a moment and I swore if I wasn’t in the room they’d have kissed by now.

      I twiddled my thumbs.  I wasn’t sure how any of this was supposed to go.  I half considered telling them to just get it over with already, but Sophia spoke up before I could.

      “Should we move to the bedroom?” she asked.  “Or would you like to do this here?”

      “Really?” I asked.  “We could talk more, or have a drink.”  I was stalling, even though my body wanted nothing more than to go into the bedroom and explore her perfect body.

      “I’m fine,” she said, “but I don’t mind waiting if you guys wanted a drink first.”

      Ben looked at me and shook his head.  “I’m fine.”

      “Yeah, me too,” I lied.

      I stood up first, knowing it was me who would have to lead the charge so they would know it was okay.

      My skin prickled at the thought of what was to come as I led them into the bedroom.

      I stood in the center of the room, at the foot of the bed, feeling like an awkward statue.  “So, now what?” I asked.

      Ben hung back by the doorway and Sophia came toward me.  She smiled with one half of her mouth.

      “Now, we get you to relax.”

      She put her arms on my shoulders and dragged her knuckles down my arms.  A chill swept through me, but her soft gaze kept me warm.

      She kept dragging until her fingers had found mine and interlaced with them.  Sophia leaned forward slowly, pausing when her lips were just an inch away from mine.

      “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

      I shook my head and her soft lips pushed against me.  As her tongue slipped into my mouth, I tasted bubblegum.  She was like a delicious forbidden piece of candy.

      I wanted to fully indulge in her, so much so that I didn’t want to share her with my husband.  In fact, I was starting to worry I’d be more jealous of seeing her with him than of seeing him with her.

      Sophia reached for the zipper of my dress and tugged it down in a way that let her fingers trail down my spine.  I gasped mid-kiss and she smiled, her lips still touching mine and her tongue still sweeping inside my mouth.

      She peeled the fabric away from my body, exposing the lingerie I’d picked out just for her.  She broke our kiss only long enough to trail her lips down my neck and toward my breasts.

      My nipples were hard against my bra, eager to be teased.  I ran my fingers through her soft brown hair and caught my husband palming his erection through his pants.

      He had moved closer to us, but kept a safe distance.  He was still as unsure as I was about this whole thing.

      Sophia removed my bra and sucked a nipple into her mouth.  She sucked on the other one before trailing kisses down my stomach and dropping to her knees.

      She slowly rolled my panties down my hips and she smiled when she saw how wet I was for her.  “It looks like you do really want this,” she said.  “You just aren’t sure if you’re going to allow yourself to have it.”

      How was she so astute for a college girl?  I didn’t have time to think about it before her breath tickled my wet lips.  Her tongue met my slit and dragged up and down until I was quivering above her.  When I looked back at Ben, he’d pulled out his cock and began stroking it.

      With her hand, Sophia beckoned Ben over to us.  I was confused until she put her mouth on his cock and then moved back to my pussy.

      She stroked him while she licked me, and then she fingered my pussy while she sucked him.  She switched back and forth, teasing us while bringing us closer together.

      Sophia angled my husband’s cock until the tip of him was brushing against my clit.  Ben cupped my cheek in one hand and kissed me hard.

      His cock felt so good against my pussy, I just wanted to feel it inside me.  But Sophia had other plans.  She thrust two fingers deep inside my pussy while his cock teased my clit.

      I broke our kiss to look down at Sophia who was licking my husband’s shaft and balls while she fingered my pussy.

      My husband grunted, and I knew this grunt was from pleasure.  He massaged my tits while the light faded from his eyes, replaced by a lust filled darkness.

      “Fuck,” he breathed, and in moments, he was shooting cum all over my pussy, coating it in white.

      He stepped back, blushing with embarrassment.  I thought I’d feel jealous, but part of me was elated.

      After all, even though Sophia was licking him, his cum had marked me.  In a way, I felt reunited with him.

      “Lay back,” Sophia told me.  She pushed gently on my thighs until my ass hit the bed.  I did as I was told and laid back, my pussy still covered in my husband’s cum.

      Sophia began licking me clean.  Each swipe of her tongue was in a different direction as it chased drops of white.  Each time she’d dance over my clit, my hips would rock almost on their own.

      Once I was clean, but before I could come, she stood and removed her pink dress.  She unfastened her white bra and stepped out of her matching white panties.

      Her pussy was perfectly shaved and dripping wet as she climbed onto the bed.  She kept climbing until her hips were over my face.

      She turned her body so that she was facing my legs with her ass toward the headboard.  She lowered down until her pussy rested against my lips.

      I opened my mouth and slipped my tongue along her while sucking on her clit.  She rocked her hips over my face and clutched my hair in her fingers.

      “Fuck,” she breathed. “Just like that.  You’re going to lick my pussy while your husband fucks my tight little ass.  I hope you can handle it.”

      She didn’t give me a chance to respond, pressing her hips harder against my face.

      My husband climbed onto the bed, situating himself behind Sophia.  From this angle, I could see everything.

      I could see Sophia’s perfect ass as she pushed it out for him.

      I could see his cock as he stroked it and got it ready for her.

      My eyes were wide with anticipation, and my body was ready for it.

      Sophia was silencing me with her pussy.  I could do nothing but watch.

      Ben spit on his cock and angled the tip toward Sophia’s tight ass.  He held her round cheeks in his hands and pushed in slowly.

      I tasted metal as the jealousy swept through me, but my body was buzzing with euphoria.  I watched my husband slip his cock inside a college girl’s ass, all while I licked her pussy.

      “Fuck,” he groaned as his balls tightened.

      He was more aroused than I’d ever seen him.

      He gazed down at me for a moment, then looked away as if he was ashamed.  I felt humiliated, pressed down underneath Sophia’s pussy while I watching my husband fuck her like he’d never fucked me.

      But every ounce of that humiliation made my body tingle, and when Sophia lowered her head to my pussy and dragged her fingers playfully along my folds, I knew I was hers now.

      My husband buried his cock inside her until he was balls deep.  His balls swung against my forehead as he pumped in and out of her tight ass.

      Sophia’s fingers slipped inside my pussy and she wrapped her lips around my clit.  My tits kept brushing against her hips, and I felt her hard nipples against my pelvis.  I couldn’t help but wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her closer to me.

      The pleasure of Sophia’s tongue was stronger than the jealousy I felt as I watched my husband’s cock glide in and out of her.

      But it wasn’t just that he was fucking another woman, it was that he was enjoying himself that both tormented and pleased me.

      I reached the crest of my climax as Ben’s brows furrowed.

      “Fuck,” he breathed, moments away from emptying his load.  I moaned and panted against Sophia’s pussy and I could see her legs shaking beside my head.

      We were all about to come at the same time, starting with me.

      I felt the intense waves of pleasure sweep through me and like a chain reaction, brought Sophia to her own orgasm.

      She moaned against my pussy, burying her soft head against my thigh.  Her nipples hardened against my hips and her body quivered in my arms.

      At the sight of the two of us panting and out of breath, my husband lost all control.  He pounded Sophia’s ass hard and rough until he let out a scream that reverberated against every wall.

      His balls tightened and I could see the drops of cum spill out of Sophia’s ass as he emptied his load inside her.

      I opened my mouth and let each spare drop of cum land on my tongue, eager to taste the mix of them.

      My husband pulled out slowly and a wave of cum followed him, landing at the back of my throat.  I swallowed it down, still in disbelief that I’d just shared him with another woman while she ate me out.

      Sophia rolled onto her back and rested her arms behind her head.  She laughed and said, “I think I’ll take that drink now.”

      I stared up at my husband who no longer looked ashamed as he wiped his cock clean with his hand.

      I took his hand and licked his dirty palm, eager to taste more of the two of them together.

      My husband watched me clean him with a new fire in his eyes.  He hadn’t looked at me like that in so long, and I knew things were different now.  They were different in the best way possible.

      I climbed out of bed, putting nothing on except for a silk robe.  I handed another robe to Sophia and my husband put his briefs back on.  The two of them returned to the living room, hot and sweaty, while I made all of us drinks.

      But I knew this night was far from over, because as soon as we drank every last drop of our cocktails, I was going to take Sophia back to the bedroom.  She had managed to give me something I couldn’t even give myself.

      She’d brought my husband back to me.  That meant I needed her in my life from now on, and I was happy to be in hers if she’d have me.
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      My boyfriend, James, was the star quarterback of our university’s football team.  He was a star long before college, though.  He’d been huge in high school and he was the kind of guy strangers rooted for to get drafted into the NFL.  He’d also done his fair share of social media to hype up his “brand.”

      I knew I was a lucky girl – the luckiest girl alive – but it wasn’t like I was out of his league, or anything.  I was the head cheerleader and our squad won national awards thanks to my routines.  We were a match made in heaven, and I truly believed that nothing would ever tear us apart.

      Especially not someone who had no interest in the sports world whatsoever.

      I shouldn’t have been jealous of her right out of the gate, but I was.  There was something about her nymph-like features that made her stunning in a subdued way despite her being a mousy little nerd.  She was the kind of girl that girls like me ate for breakfast.  The last thing I should’ve been was jealous.

      But the second James showed me her photo, I knew I had to keep him away.  “What do you think, babe?” he asked.  “She comes highly recommended.”

      I scoffed, tossing my strawberry blond hair back over my shoulder.  “Recommended for what?”  My heart pounded at the sight of her big blue eyes and her shoulder-length brown hair that was tucked behind elfish ears.  Nothing about her was conventionally attractive, but the whole package of her drew me in anyway.

      “To run my social media,” he said.  “I’m going to be so busy training and playing that I won’t have time anymore.  She’s perfect.”

      “No offense, but that girl does not look like she knows a thing about being social.”  I should know.  I threw parties on the reg and had hundreds of friends.  Sure, some of them were just ass-kissers, but they still counted.  I seriously doubted that this girl…Sam – it must be short for Samantha – had anyone trying to kiss her ass.

      “Halley, don’t be so judgmental.  It’s one of your ugliest flaws.”

      My jaw hung open as I gawked at my boyfriend.  I sat beside him on the sofa while he scrolled through profiles on his phone, looking for someone to manage his socials.  “I could do it,” I said, in a desperate attempt to help him forget about her.

      James laughed.  “When would you have the time?  You’re too social, remember?”

      I groaned.  He was right about me not having time, but not because all I did was party.  We had nationals coming up and I needed to make sure my squad was ready to go.  “I think you should pick someone else,” I shot back.  Anyone else.  I didn’t trust that nymph girl.

      “No way, Halley.  This girl is perfect.  She helped Dirty Rick get famous.  He makes a million a year off his Youtube alone.”

      “Dirty Rick?  What kind of name is that?”

      “Rick Williams…the football god?  Ring a bell?”

      I frowned.  I knew who Rick Williams was, but I had no idea he went by Dirty Rick elsewhere.  “I don’t believe it for a second.  There’s no way a girl like that helped Rick Williams make a million a year from Youtube.”

      “Maybe you’d like to sit in on my interview with her then,” he challenged.

      My heart sped as I tried to think of an exit plan.  All that came out was, “You bet I would.”  I wanted to slap myself for that.

      “Great.  I’m meeting her on Friday after practice.  Are you free then?”

      I did have a party to go to, but I could do that after.  Maybe if I showed up to the interview, I could dissuade James from choosing her somehow.  “I’ll be there,” I said.

      The whole next week had me on edge.  By the time Friday came around, I was more nervous about meeting the little nymph than ever.
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        * * *

      

      I met James in the parking lot of the coffee shop where he was due to meet Sam.  “Wow, you look nice,” he said, smirking.  I’d put on my most businesslike dress, but one that was still flattering.  It was a black halter dress with an A-line skirt.  My hair fell in perfect curls and I put on my peach and berries lip gloss.

      “You’re one to talk,” I said.  His dark hair was slicked back with product and he wore a forest green button-up to match his deep green eyes.  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to impress her.”

      He rolled his eyes.  “I am trying to impress her.  For a business relationship, remember?”

      I told myself I was trying to remember it was only business, but my legs were wobbly the whole way inside.

      I recognized her immediately in the crowded shop.  She sat in the back with her soft brown hair tucked behind her ears.  She had a pair of thin-framed glasses on her face, slender to match her slender features.  She was tiny.  I pegged her at five feet tall.  Despite her smallness, she had a perfect pair of tits and curvy hips.  She could’ve been a cheerleader if she’d wanted to be.  All she needed was a little makeover.

      “Samantha?” asked James as he approached her table.

      She blushed and blinked a few times as if she’d never done this before.  I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.  “Please,” she said.  “Call me Sam.”

      Her nervous eyes flicked up to me, and I made sure my gaze bore down on her.

      “Who’s this?” she asked.

      I stretched out my hand and plastered the fakest smile ever on my face.  “My name is Halley.  I’m James’ girlfriend.  Surely, you’ve heard of me.”  After that, I took my hand away and looked at my nails, pretending not to care about her anymore even though I was drawn to her in ways I couldn’t explain.

      “Yes, the cheerleader,” she said.  “You’re almost as big as James.  I could work on your social media too, if you’d like.”

      I glared at her.  “I don’t need any help in that department.”

      James took a seat and laughed.  “Yeah, she’s pretty big on OnlyFans.”

      I slapped his shoulder and took my seat.  “He’s kidding,” I told Sam.  “I would never.”

      Sam smiled weakly while tapping her pen against her cheek.  “I assumed he was joking,” she said, but I noticed her eyes linger on me for a moment.  There was an unspoken tension between us, and I knew I’d probably been the reason it was there.  Nice going, Halley.

      “Let’s talk business,” James said, rubbing his hands together.

      I tuned out of most of the discussion, except for their meeting schedule.  I wanted to know every single day they’d be together and what time.  I would have to make it a point to supervise in one way or another.  There was no way any guy could resist a tiny little nymph like Samantha, even when they had me.

      At the end of the interview slash meeting, James thanked her and got up.  “Ready, babe?” he asked.

      “I’ll meet you at the car,” I said.  “I want to have a little chat with Sam first.”

      James groaned.  “Be nice,” he warned, but then he left us alone.

      I leaned across the table toward the nymph who backed away with wide eyes.  “I just want you to know, in case you’re thinking about it, that James is very much off limits.  Do you understand?  He’s not going to sleep with you when he has me, and you’d be wasting your time if you tried.”

      Samantha’s wide eyes narrowed and then she smiled, making my blood run cold.  She leaned into me this time, our noses almost touching.  “I had no intentions of stealing your jock boyfriend.  To be honest, he’s not my type.  But rest assured, if I wanted him, I could get him in bed so fast your head would spin.”

      I threw my head back and laughed despite the fact that I believed her.  “Well, just make sure you keep those little legs closed.”

      I stood up and turned to leave when she added, “You know what, Halley?  Just for this little interaction, I think I will seduce your boyfriend.  A girl like you could use a reality check.”

      My heart hammered against my ribs like a wild horse racing across open fields.  “I’m not going to acknowledge that threat with a response.  You’ve got nothing on me, girly.  You better remember that.”

      I left the coffee shop, trying to calm down the adrenaline in my veins before meeting James back at his pickup truck.  “What’s wrong?” he asked as I climbed in.  “You didn’t make her cry, did you?”

      I scoffed and folded my arms over my chest.  “You’re worried about her?  That’s just great!  If only you knew the vile things she said to me, you’d never hire her.”

      “Like what?” he challenged.

      I didn’t want to tell him because I didn’t want to put ideas into his head.  I didn’t want him to know that Samantha thought she was going to seduce him just to teach me a lesson.  “Just, forget about it.”

      “Fine,” he said, and then he drove us home.
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        * * *

      

      I spent the next few weeks stalking my boyfriend and his new social media manager, because of course, he hired her.  I’d expected her to wear skimpy little outfits and do her makeup – you know, things I’d do if I was going to seduce someone – but she didn’t.  She wore her patterned leggings and tunic shirts, and kept her hair tucked behind those ears.  But despite the lack of effort she put into her appearance, I couldn’t help but notice how often James seemed to laugh at her jokes and lean in close to her whenever he got the chance.

      It was like she’d turned on some sort of magnetism that led him right into her trap.  She had the same effect on me, but I didn’t get it.  What was it about her that was so irresistible?

      Nothing happened for weeks, and I was starting to get bored.  Maybe she would never seduce him, and even if she did, what would I do?  Barge in on them and call him on it?  Yeah, maybe in my head I imagined it that way.  But my body wanted something else.  My body, for some reason, was aroused by the idea of her succeeding.  My body wanted me to watch.  That was the biggest reason I needed to quit stalking them.  I didn’t want to torture myself like that.

      On the next Friday they met up, I told myself it would be my last day.  I’d stop stalking them after that.  But this meeting was taking place in James’ apartment.  It was the first time he’d brought her there.  So, naturally I snuck inside with my key and hid while I waited for them to show up.

      It was an hour before they did, and my legs were already cramping in the small space of James’ bedroom closet.  Still, I was determined to see it through.  At first, I heard them in the kitchen and living room making small talk.  They laughed and joked, and my heart raced at the thought of him getting along with her better than me.  I heard him pop the tab on a couple of beers and then the talking got low and quiet.

      I swore, I could hear them kissing, but I couldn’t be sure.  “We shouldn’t be doing this,” Sam said.  “What about your girlfriend?”

      I rolled my eyes.  Of course, she’d pretend to care about my feelings.  It would only make her more desirable.  But I knew damn well she didn’t care at all.

      “She’ll never have to know,” James said, making my heart speed up.  “It’ll be our little secret.”

      My body froze, wondering if now would be the right time to expose myself.  But I was paralyzed with fear and curiosity.  My hands rested on my thighs and a chill went down my spine.  A moment later, I heard the bedroom door swing open.  From my vantage point in the closet, I could see them make their way toward the bed, but they stopped short of laying down yet.

      James grabbed Sam’s shoulders and pulled her into him.  Then he pressed his lips into hers and she practically swooned in his arms.  I couldn’t believe they were actually kissing in front of me.  Not that they knew I was watching.

      Even though I knew Sam was after my boyfriend, I half expected her to pull away.  Instead, her lips parted and she slid her soft pink tongue into his mouth.  My breath quickened and I dropped slowly to my knees on the floor of the closet.

      James placed his hand on her neck, brushing his thumb against her soft cheek.  I noticed a bulge growing between his legs.  Sam’s knees shifted awkwardly against each other and I wondered if she was wet yet.  James pulled back almost painfully and swallowed.  “Maybe you’re right.  Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this,” he said.

      I thought I’d be overjoyed to hear him express that sentiment, but I felt let down.  It was almost as if I wanted to watch them.

      “No,” Sam pushed.  “You were right.  It would be our little secret.  Don’t worry, I won’t tell her.”

      Sam shifted her body so her was in clear view.  It was perfectly round and her leggings clung to every delicious curve.  She wrapped her arms around James and started to kiss him.  This time, he didn’t pull away or protest.

      I watched his hands grab her waist and then slide over her ass.  Fuck, I thought.  They look so fucking hot together.  I was more turned on than I’d been in my whole life, but I didn’t know why.  I should be livid, and instead, I was a soaking wet mess hiding in my boyfriend’s closet.

      James cupped his hands over each of her ass cheeks and then I watched her hand travel down his torso.  When it reached his belt buckle, she circled it with her fingers teasingly.  I bit my lower lip in anticipation.  Was I really about to watch my boyfriend cheat on me with this little nymph?

      She unfastened his belt and slid the zipper of his pants down.  His kissing became more forceful.  Then, one of his hands left her ass in search of her breast.  He squeezed and fondled it and she moaned.  Fuck, her moan is hot, I thought.  I needed to hear more.

      My pussy was so wet already but hearing her moan made it even wetter.  Soon I was shifting on the floor uncomfortably as my pussy begged to be touched.

      Sam had James’s pants down to the floor.  She grabbed the hem of his shirt and started to lift it up over his abs.  I really did have the hottest boyfriend on the planet.  How could I have let him work with Sam?  I knew she’d be unable to resist him.  But what was worse was knowing he was unable to resist her.

      James helped Sam remove the rest of his shirt and he tossed it on the floor.  His thick muscles were covered with tiny drops of sweat.  He was holding back for this girl when what he really wanted was to have his way with her already.

      “You’re ripped!” said Sam in full astonishment.  I watched her hands roam over every curve of his rippling muscles.  Then she leaned her head down to his chest and started to kiss his skin.  James leaned back and sighed while holding her to him.

      He seemed conflicted, but not enough to stop.  After all, he had a hot little nymph undressing him and kissing his chest.  But he quickly grew more confident in his cheating ways and he put his hands back on Sam’s waist.

      He pulled her toward the bed and then sat down, guiding each of her legs on either side of him.  Sam was now straddling my half naked boyfriend on the bed, and I could see his bulge growing larger in his briefs.

      Sam must’ve been able to feel it because she started grinding on him.  He looked up at her and moaned.  He ran his hands up her sides and over her breasts.  They dropped back down her stomach to the bottom of her tunic top.  He started to lift the fabric.

      I’m about to see her completely topless, I thought.  It was obvious to me that she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I saw the dimples in her lower back, followed by the perfect curve of her spine.  Then I saw the side of her breast and the outline of her perfect, erect nipple.  I couldn’t wait any longer and decided to lift up my skirt while I watched.

      My fingers brushed over my black lace panties which were soaking wet.  I spread my legs wider to gain better access while I played with myself.

      James’ full attention was on Sam’s bare breasts.  He grabbed both of them and then brought his lips to her nipple.  She leaned her head back as he sucked.  At one point, she turned her head toward the closet and I panicked.  What if she saw me hiding in here, watching them?  Her eyes were hooded, though, and I felt certain she hadn’t caught me.

      My panties were soaking wet.  The fabric was cool against my warm slit.  I dragged my finger up and down slowly as I watched my boyfriend fondle another woman’s tits.  Fuck this is so wrong, I thought, but that only made it hotter.  There were no consequences in the depth of this desire.

      James moved his mouth to her other nipple and began to suck.  Sam brought her hands to his head and held him close.  She rocked her hips back and forth over his lap.

      James slid his hands inside Sam’s leggings.  She stood up slowly and helped her remove them.  He slid the waist of her leggings down slowly over her hips, revealing a white thong.  I bit my lower lip as he slid them down further.  I could see a wet pool between her legs.  He reached out and touched it for a moment and she moaned.

      Oh my god this is so hot.  My body was on fire.  I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself.  James let her leggings drop to the floor and she stepped out of them.  Then he reached for her panties and slid them down.  Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.  I wanted to lick her so badly, but I couldn’t let them know I was here.

      James stripped her panties off until she was completely naked.  Sam kneeled on the floor and looked up at him.  She bent her body in a way so that I could see her wet pussy while she lowered her head to James’s lap.  Then she engulfed his entire cock in her mouth.

      He leaned back and groaned.  She bobbed her head up and down quickly, occasionally pulling off to swirl her tongue around his bulbous head.  “Fuck!” he cried as she expertly sucked his hard cock.

      I slid my panties to the side in one swift motion and started circling my clit.  This was too hot not to touch myself to.  It was better than regular sex, and hiding while I watched made it so much more intense.

      She quickened her pace until she sensed that he was about to come.  I dipped my fingers into my pussy and dragged them back again over my clit.  I circled furiously as I watched a naked Sam climb above my boyfriend’s rock-hard cock.  I watched her lower herself onto it, moaning as it parted her young, pussy lips.

      My legs quaked as I neared orgasm.  I watched my boyfriend’s cock stretch out that tight little pussy.  She could barely take it all but somehow managed to work herself completely down.  Then she leaned forward and dangled her tits in my boyfriend’s face.

      James placed his hands on her ass and grabbed as much flesh as he could.  She leaned in to kiss him as she grinded on his cock.  Then she pulled her head back and turned it toward the closet again.  Panic flooded through me.  Why would she be looking this way unless she knew I was in here?

      Even filled with worry, I couldn’t pull my fingers away.  The thought of being caught turned me on even more.  I watched happily while she fucked my boyfriend.  Adrenaline raced through me.

      “You like fucking this big cock?” James asked Sam, and she nodded.  “Good.  Because I’m about to fill you up with cum.”

      “Fuck,” she moaned out at his last statement.  Sam didn’t take her eyes off the closet.  She lifted her hips to expose almost his whole shaft and then she lowered them down.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before both James and I would be coming.

      I watched her slide her hips up and down on his shaft over and over.  Her tits bounced with her movements and she rode him faster.  He kept his hands on her ass and spanked her to really get her going.  She moaned as I touched myself to her fucking my boyfriend’s cock.

      He watched her tits sway above him and she started to alternate between lifting her hips and grinding on him.  Soon, James’ abs flexed and I knew he was about to come.

      “Fuck!” he growled out as he exploded into her.  She grinded faster.

      “Come for me, baby,” she said, still looking toward the closet.  I couldn’t tell if she was talking to me, James, or both, but I couldn’t hold back any longer if I wanted.  My pussy pulsed and waves of electricity swept through me.  The tension between my legs grew so intense until it finally dissipated into my limbs.

      Suddenly, I heard loud moans coming from Sam.  I looked back at her and noticed she had her head lowered as she grinded her pussy into my boyfriend’s cock.  She was coming all over him and I could see his semen sliding back out of her pussy and all over his balls.

      Once Sam climbed off of James and sat beside him, I could see the look of guilt wash over his face.  If only I could tell him not to feel bad, and that I enjoyed it.  Not that I wanted Sam to know any of that.

      “That was great,” James said, stroking the back of his neck.  “You’re really not going to tell Halley?”

      Sam shook her head.  “I told you.  It’ll be our little secret.”

      James started to dress himself and he tossed Sam’s clothes to her.  Our little nymph dressed slowly and with purpose.  I straightened my own clothes and wondered how the hell I was going to get out of James’ closet.  Then, as if reading my mind, Sam took his arm and said, “Let’s go get something to eat.”

      James, still nervous about the situation, agreed.  A few moments later they left, giving me the chance to get out.  But once I got to my car, my phone buzzed with a new text message.

      Hope you enjoyed the show, it said from a number I didn’t recognize but knew in my bones belonged to Sam.  I didn’t grace her with a response, but I knew this wouldn’t be the last I’d hear from her.  She had me right where she wanted me, and now I was going to be hers to use and torture.

      I put my phone away and started the car with a smile on my face.  I’d never felt more alive.
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      I waited in the pool naked with a bottle of champagne for my husband to come home.  I was desperate for his attention, and I’d been starved for weeks while he focused on closing a big deal at his company.  My nipples were hard little nubs and my pussy was already wet thinking about his cock sliding in and out of me.

      I checked the time.  Only a few more minutes before he’d be home.  I left a note for him on the kitchen counter where he set his keys with a trail of petals leading to the backyard.  I was as nervous as I was ready for him.

      I heard the door chime alerting me to his presence in the house.  I pushed away from the wall and checked my appearance.  I was freshly shaved everywhere and my hair was in a nice French twist, ready to be let loose whenever he desired.

      I waited and waited, and then I noticed something out of the corner of my eye.  Two shadows were moving in my neighbor’s house, and the faint sound of moans drifted toward me.  I peered into the dark, wishing there was more moonlight to expose them, but it didn’t matter.  I already knew who it was; my neighbors Becky and Phil.

      The moaning grew louder and I started to wonder how long they’d been out here.  They had to have come out before I did or I would’ve noticed.  Arousal dripped down my thighs at the sound of Becky’s soft moans.  I watched their shadows slam into one another as they rocked and swayed.

      I wondered what Becky looked like naked.  I’d never tried to picture it before, but now I couldn’t seem to help it.  She’d always been beautiful with thick, golden hair and perfect womanly curves.  I bet she looked like a playboy bunny with her hourglass figure.

      The moans stopped, but the shadows didn’t move.  They were still laying in their yard when my husband finally stepped outside.

      “Well, this is a nice surprise,” he said, loosening his tie.  Now, I was nervous.  I’d planned out this whole evening, but I never expected to have my neighbors beat me to it.  If my husband and I fucked now, they would certainly here it.  I chewed my lower lip while I considered it.

      Sean stripped off his clothes revealing his taut, muscular frame.  He ran his fingers through his blond hair as he approached, then he jumped into the pool without warning.  I couldn’t help but notice that his cock was already hard before jumping in.

      He swam up behind me and snaked his arms around me while kissing the nape of my neck.  My body buzzed with life, both from being touched by my husband and knowing that the neighbors were still outside.

      My husband’s cock rested against my ass, and I pushed my hips back toward him.  He growled against my skin and let a hand lower over my breasts and down my stomach before settling between my legs.

      When his fingers found my clit, a spark was ignited.  A natural moan escaped me, but I turned up the volume intentionally.  I wanted Becky to hear me the way I’d heard her.  I wondered what her and Phil would think of it all.  Would it turn them on as much as hearing them had turned me on?

      My husband angled his cock between my thighs and pushed in deep.  I gripped the wall of the pool and felt my tits brush against the tiles as my husband fucked me hard.  His fingers played with my clit while he grunted and groaned behind me.  It had been so long since we fucked, I knew I’d be coming any second, but I held out as long as possible to give the neighbors a better show.

      “Fuck,” breathed Sean as he drilled into me.  His fingers circled and ground against my clit, sending wave after wave of heat through me.

      “I’m coming!” I announced, which wasn’t something I normally did.   No, this was something I did just for Becky and her husband.

      “Fuck, me too,” groaned my husband.  His cock swelled inside my wet pussy and his load emptied into me.  I could feel the warmth of his seed shooting in deeper.

      He pulled back and turned me around to face him before cupping my cheeks for a kiss.  His lips pressed hard into mine and his pecs brushed against my breasts.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist, feeling his half-hard cock rub against my pussy.

      My husband pulled back and smiled.  “You’re really horny tonight, aren’t you?” he teased.

      I bit his ear lobe and kissed his neck.  “I guess so,” I said, refusing to admit to him the real reason why I wanted to continue.

      My husband slipped his cock back inside me and I ground against his hips.  “In that case,” he said.  “Time for round two.”

      We fucked and fucked for over an hour, and not once did the silhouettes move to go back inside.  But they remained still, and I couldn’t be sure if they were really still there.  Finally, when my husband and I were spent, we went back inside and I watched through the windows as the shadowed figures got up and returned to their home.  They’d been out there the entire hour that I fucked my husband in the pool.  It sent a shot of adrenaline through me.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I woke up with a pleasantly sore body.  My legs ached as I descended the stairs to start breakfast, leaving my husband happily snoozing in bed.  While I was in kitchen, the doorbell rang.  I stopped what I was doing and pulled my robe tighter around myself.

      To my surprise, Becky was at the door holding a freshly baked pie.  “Howdy neighbor,” she said with a mischievous grin.  “I baked a pie for you.”

      I arched my brow and let her in.  “Why?”  As she passed me on the way to the kitchen, I couldn’t help but stare at her ass.  She was in a sheer beach dress with her bikini on underneath it.  I wondered if she was trying to send me some kind of signal.

      “It’s the neighborly thing to do, of course.”  She set the pie down on the kitchen counter and turned to face me.  She folded her arms over her chest, inadvertently pushing her breasts up a little higher.  I could see her soft cleavage in the low neckline of her dress and my mouth watered.

      Now that I’d heard her moan for her husband, I wanted to hear her moan for me.

      “You’ve never baked me a pie before,” I said.

      “True,” she said.  “Which is why it was overdue.”  She ran her hand along my counter and stared at it as she considered her next words carefully.  “So, what did you get up to last night?”

      My heart was already racing, looking for an escape.  But my body didn’t want one.  My body wanted to step closer to Becky as she grilled me about last night.  “Nothing.  Just did a little swimming and celebrating.  My husband just closed a big deal at work.”

      “Oh,” she said.  “Celebrating, hm?”  She took a step toward me, her eyes surveying my body.  She’d never done this before.  She’d never looked at me this way.  It made my skin prickle and my clit spark.  “I know you heard us last night,” she finally added, getting right to the heart of the point.

      I swallowed the lump in my throat and stood tall.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      Before I knew what was happening, Becky’s fingers were on the sash of my robe, threatening to untie it.  I clutched her hands in mine and felt her warmth envelop me.  “What are you doing?” I whispered.

      “I was going to see if you have the kind of body my husband likes.”

      It took everything in me to push out the next few words.  “What for?”

      “Well, I’ve been thinking,” she said, chewing her lower lip.  She looked deliciously put together despite her beachy attire.  Her makeup was on point.  Her lips were glossy but not too much.  Her skin was flawless except for a few scattered freckles that made her even more attractive.  “We should really trade husbands.  I think you and Phil would make a better match.  And Sean and I would do well together too.”

      My hands were still clutching hers as my eyes searched her face for an explanation.  “What do you mean trade husbands?”

      Becky tsked at me like I was a child.  “I know you heard us fucking last night,” she said.  “And you put on quite a show for us.  Don’t try and pretend like you don’t want this.”

      “But I don’t…at least, I don’t know what I want.”  The realization hit me like a runaway train.  I still hadn’t let go of Becky’s hands, and my body wanted to feel them on me.  The thought of sleeping with her husband turned me on more than it should.  Phil was handsome, strong with dark hair, but it was the fact that he was married that made my legs quiver.

      Then I imagined my husband with Becky and my stomach knotted.  Jealousy swept through me like a wildfire.  Becky was gorgeous, and if I let my husband see her naked, it might be the end of our marriage.

      Still, I was too curious about Becky’s little trade that I hadn’t backed out of it yet.  A moment later, my husband walked in on us holding hands and his eyes widened.  His wide eyes immediately shot to Becky’s ass which was partially visible through her sheer dress.  Bile filled my throat, but I’d never felt more aroused.

      “What’s going on in here?” he asked, innocently curious.

      I waited for Becky to answer him, but she never did.  “Just think about it,” she said.  She slipped her hands out of my grasp and headed through the front door.

      My husband grabbed a cup of coffee and, once she was gone, turned to me.  “Mind telling me what all that hand holding was about?  Did someone die or something?”

      I spaced out, trying to process what was happening between me and Becky.  I couldn’t let my husband fuck another woman, could I?  But then why couldn’t I bring myself to shoot down the idea on the spot?

      “Earth to Linda,” said Sean.

      I snapped my gaze to him and cleared my throat.  “Last night, before you came home, I saw Becky and her husband making love in their backyard.”

      My husband’s eyes widened as he took a sip of his coffee.  “And how was that?”

      “It was incredibly hot.  And there’s something else.”

      “I’m listening.”

      “They were still out there when you fucked me in the pool.”

      He nearly spit out his coffee.  “The whole time?”

      I nodded.  “That’s why I was so loud.  I felt like it was some kind of twisted competition.”

      “Hm.  That still doesn’t explain why Becky was over here just now in that see-through getup while holding your hands.”

      “She was here because…well, because she wants to swap or something.”

      “Swap what?”

      I narrowed my eyes at Sean.  “Husbands.  She wants to trade husbands.”

      Sean swallowed hard and his cheeks flushed pink.  “But you told her no, I’m guessing.”

      “I didn’t tell her anything.  Does that mean you’re interested?”

      “Are you?”

      Sean was frustrating me.  It would’ve been easier if he’d just said he wanted to swap.  Then I could go along with it without having to make the decision.  But he was putting me on the spot when I hadn’t fully made up my mind.  “I don’t know.  Do you find Becky attractive?”

      “Not as attractive as you.”

      “That’s not what I asked.”

      Sean swallowed again.  “Yes.  I find her attractive.  Do you find Phil attractive?”

      I chewed my lip and stared at my feet.  “Yes, I find him attractive.”

      Sean came toward me and cupped my cheek in his hand.  “Then what is there to think about?  It could be fun, right?”

      “What if it ruins us?  What if we can’t come back from it?”

      He kissed my forehead, then my nose, and then my lips.  “Nothing could ruin you for me.  I could only ever love you more.”  This time, when he kissed me, he kissed full and deep, his tongue slithering into my mouth.  I knew in that one kiss what I wanted to do.  I wanted to share my husband with the couple next door.
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        * * *

      

      I put on my sexiest dress – a red number that I hadn’t worn since I was eighteen – and my husband wore a simple black v-neck and a rugged pair of jeans.  I baked some cookies to take over to Becky and Phil figuring I could use the same excuse she used on me to pay them a visit.

      Sean and I knocked on their front door and I trembled with anticipation.  Becky answered in her beachwear still and her husband stood behind her shirtless.  I thought about turning away, but seeing their bodies up close only confirmed what I wanted.

      “We brought you some cookies,” I said, nervously handing the plate in her direction.

      Becky, seeming to catch on already, thanked me while winking.  Phil looked confused for a moment until his wife turned to him.  She communicated something with her eyes and a look of understanding washed over him.

      “We were just spending the afternoon in the pool,” she said.  “Would you care to join?”

      Sean and I followed her inside and then looked at each other awkwardly.  “We didn’t bring our swimsuits,” I said.

      Becky turned to me with a smile as she lifted her sheer dress from her curvy frame.  She untied the top to her bikini and slipped off her bottoms.  My husband was already drooling at the sight of her, and my legs quivered.  “I guess we’re skinny dipping then,” she said.

      Phil was next, removing his swim trunks so that he was completely naked.  His dick was huge with a smooth mushroom tip.  I was unaware that I was licking my lips until I pulled my tongue back in.  Becky and Phil were definitely an attractive couple.

      Becky turned her back to us as she headed for the door and her husband followed.  “Coming?” she asked.

      I glanced at Sean who was half-smiling and half confused.  I felt exactly the same.  We shrugged off the brazenness of it all and began to undress.  “This is crazy,” I whispered to him.  “Are we really doing this?”

      “I suppose we are,” he said.

      Once we were naked, we joined Becky and Phil in the pool.  They were already in the water and they watched us with hungry eyes as we descended the pool stairs.  The four of us kept our distance at first, treading water.  It was Becky who made the first move, unsurprisingly.

      She swam toward me and touched my shoulders gently.  She studied my face, looking for any signs of hesitation, but I didn’t give her anything.  Her hands dragged down over my breasts, her palms resting against my nipples.  I shuddered visibly enough that the guys had noticed.  I noticed, too, that they were both already stroking their cocks to the sight of us.

      “You’re so beautiful,” Becky said as she leaned down to suck on one of my tits.  Her lips wrapped around my nipple and her tongue flicked across the skin.  My fingers found her wet locks and a moan escaped me as she switched sides.  Her mouth felt divine, and I was already as wet as I needed to be for her husband’s big cock.

      She lifted her head from my chest and leaned in for a kiss.  As her lips brushed against mine, her breasts brushed against my breasts. She slipped a leg between my thighs and I grinded on it.  I was so close to coming just from Becky’s body alone.

      She broke our kiss and swam back with a mischievous grin.  “I think she’s ready for you,” she said to her husband.  Her husband swam toward me while Becky wrapped her arms around my husband’s neck.  Sean was quickly distracted from my body, his attention direction toward Becky’s.

      A wildfire of envy swept through me, but it was put out by Phil’s touch.  He’d swam up behind me, his long cock pressing to my lower back.  He cupped my breasts in his hands and twisted my nipples while kissing my neck.  I moaned and cooed, pressing into him, all while I watched Becky’s tongue glide into my husband’s mouth.

      Phil let a hand trail down my stomach and it settled between my legs.  He rocked his hips behind me, his cock gliding up and down my ass cheeks as he fingered my clit.  He strummed and circled, occasionally pinching it and making my eyes roll back.  Meanwhile, Sean had hoisted himself up on the edge of the pool so that Becky could suck his cock.

      I watched her giggle as she stroked him.  She parted her full lips and wrapped them around the tip of him.  Sean glanced at me with a smile, and I smiled back while Phil’s fingers slid in and out of my pussy.  I couldn’t believe we were doing this, but now that we were, I didn’t want to stop.  I was so turned on I wasn’t sure how I hadn’t come yet.

      Just then, a shiver ran through me as my climax peaked.  I leaned against Phil’s chest as the warm waves of ecstasy spread through me.  When I was finished, he led me to the wall, pressing my frontside against it.  I was merely a foot away from Becky and Sean as she deep throated his cock.  She gagged and sputtered, but took him like a pro.  She was definitely more talented at sucking him off than I was.

      My husband clutched her hair in his fingers and thrust his cock in deeper.  He let out a groan and I knew by Becky’s swallowing motion that he’d shot his load.  While I was distracted by the sight of them, Phil slipped his cock between my legs and pressed the tip against my entrance.  I rolled my hips back to meet him, encouraging him to slip in deeper.

      He pushed every inch inside me, filling me deep.  My husband watched with curiosity as my back arched against Phil.

      Phil had his hands on my hips as he pushed and pulled his cock in and out of me.  With each thrust, my nipples hit the pool tiles much like the night I fucked my husband.  Only this wasn’t my husband.  This was Phil.  I had Phil’s cock inside of me, and it felt so dirty and wrong.

      Becky climbed up out of the pool and straddled my husband’s lap.  I couldn’t quiet the moans that were leaping from my throat.  Phil knew what he was doing with his cock as he angled it deep enough to hit my g-spot.  One hand gripped my hip while his other cupped my breasts, teasing me.

      Phil thrust harder and faster while he grunted over my shoulder.  Becky guided my husband’s cock inside her pussy.  I felt the twist of jealousy in my lower belly and it mixed with the pleasure from Phil’s cock.  At least if I was watching my husband fuck another woman, I was also fucking that woman’s husband at the same time.

      Becky rode my husband’s cock, her tits swaying as she bounced up and down on him.  Sean gripped her tits and sucked on her nipples, making her moan nice and loud.  God, she was beautiful, but I could only watch through half-open eyes.  Phil’s cock was sending me to new heights that I thought I might never come down from.

      Becky climbed off of my husband’s lap and turned herself around so that her back was facing him.  She then took his cock and angled it toward her ass before lowering down.  My mouth was agape and Sean groaned with pleasure.  I’d never done anal before, but Becky made me want to try it.

      “Get over here,” she commanded as she tugged the skin on her mound to show off her clit.  “I want you to eat me out while I fuck your husband.”

      Phil pulled back enough for me to go to her.  I’d never eaten out a girl before, but I was hungry for Becky.  My mouth devoured her pussy like an obedient servant, and she ran her hands through my hair like she was proud of me.  She leaned down and whispered, “I want my husband to fuck your tight little ass while your husband fucks mine.”

      My nipples hardened at her words.  Phil must not have heard her because he slipped back into my pussy.  I gripped his cock while my tongue lapped at Becky’s pussy, and I angled it toward my ass instead.

      Phil exhaled like he was holding in all the tension in the world, and then he pushed himself inside.

      I moaned against Becky’s pussy and it made her rock against me.  I could feel my husband thrusting in and out of her while I ate her out.  The four of us were connected, with Becky and I at the center.  We both had our asses filled with the other husband’s cock and it was the most euphoric thing I’d ever experienced.

      We rocked and thrusted and moaned and groaned.  Phil pounded my ass so hard I knew it would be raw tomorrow.  But I didn’t care.  In fact, I was looking forward to it.  I could tell by the speed and the grunts coming from my husband that Becky’s ass would be sore too.

      Becky gripped my hair in her hands and hissed as her climax took over.  “Fuck,” she breathed.  “I’m coming!”

      Phil fingered my pussy and teased my clit while he pounded me harder and faster from behind.  I felt another shudder and more waves of warmth as I came for the second time.  The guys grunted and groaned in unison and emptied their loads inside both of our asses at the same time.

      The four of us came down, catching our breath.  Sean held Becky close while he kept his cock buried inside her and Phil did the same with me.  Becky and I stared at each other while smiling.  I couldn’t stop smiling.

      Phil finally pulled out of my while Becky climbed off of my husband’s lap.  My husband’s cum trickled down her thighs just as Phil’s trickled down mine.  Becky hopped back in the pool and swam toward me, caging me in on the opposite wall.  I was trapped, but I was happy.  She leaned in and kissed me hard, this time letting her tongue sweep inside of my mouth.

      “I can taste myself on you,” she said.  “It’s very sexy.”

      “I can taste my husband’s cock on you,” I told her, remembering how my husband had emptied his load down her throat moments before.  “It’s also very sexy.”

      Sean jumped into the pool, splashing us.  He and Phil watched on like a couple of casual beer buddies, not minding at all that they were naked.

      Becky turned her attention back to me and kissed me again.  “You know, I think we’re going to have to make this a regular thing.”

      “I agree,” I said.

      She turned to the guys.  “Did you hear that?  We’re going to be doing this again.  And again.  And again.”

      “Fine by me,” said Phil.  He licked his lips while sweeping his gaze over my floating breasts.

      “Me too,” Sean purred while studying Becky.

      The desire to fuck again was already sweeping through my body, but I figured it should wait.  We had all night and the rest of our lives to fuck each other’s husbands.  One thing was certain.  I couldn’t wait to do it again.
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      I picked up a pair of silk pink panties and noticed the hole in the middle.  “I think these are defective,” I said.

      Teagan turned to me with a smirk as she took the panties from my fingers.  “Stephanie, you’re such an innocent little flower,” she teased.  “These aren’t defective at all.”

      My cheeks warmed as I suddenly realized the hole’s intention.  “Well then, what’s the point of wearing anything at all?”

      “To seduce your man,” she said.  “That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?”

      I bowed my head and chewed on my lower lip.  Maybe I shouldn’t have told Teagan about my marital problems.  So what if my husband and I weren’t having as much sex as we used to?  That was normal, right?  A pair of crotchless panties wasn’t going to fix what was wrong with us.

      I took the panties from Teagan and tossed them back on the table.  “Maybe we shouldn’t have come here.”

      “Nonsense.”  Teagan took my hand, her warm fingers sliding against my palm.  “We’re going to dress you up in something that Chris can’t possibly resist.  I reluctantly followed her through the store as she collected several types of bras, nighties, and corsets.  It all looked like stuff that would look amazing on Teagan but silly on me.

      Still, I humored her.  Maybe if she saw me in some of the items, she’d know why I never dressed like her.

      “Come on,” she said, pulling me into the fitting room and locking the door behind us.  She reached for the hem of my polo shirt and tugged it upward.  The warmth of her body enveloped mine as chills covered my skin.  Teagan undressed me like it was nothing, and it should’ve been nothing, but my body was feeling a wave of desire that I didn’t understand.

      I shook my head, chalking it up to my pent-up sexual energy.  But as Teagan tossed my bra to the side and unfastened my denim shorts, I caught her licking her lips.  A thought flashed through my mind – one I’d never had before.  I wanted her to swipe that tongue over my hardened nipples while her fingers slipped inside me.

      The thought made me panic as it sent adrenaline coursing through me.  I suddenly hid my breasts, the corners of my lips pulling downward.  “I can do it myself,” I snapped.  Guilt flooded through me, especially when Teagan’s eyes widened.  I almost expected her to leave and apologize, but that wasn’t Teagan’s style.

      “Someone’s in a mood today,” she said.  She pulled my arms away from my breasts and smiled.  “They’re boobs.  I’ve seen them before, you know.”  Then, out of nowhere, she cupped them and jiggled them playfully.  “See? No big deal.”

      But it was too late.  My eyes were hooded and my breathing was shallow.  Teagan noticed and stopped shaking my breasts.  Instead, she cupped them softly and let her thumbs trail over my nipples.

      “Teagan,” I started, preparing to protest.  I couldn’t get the words out.

      “You really haven’t had sex in a while, have you?”

      I bit my lip and shook my head.  “No.  Not in months.”

      Teagan continued brushing her thumbs over my nipples while she gazed at my mouth.  “I could…help you.  If you wanted.”

      A whimper escaped me as one of Teagan’s hands trailed down my stomach.  It slipped past the unfastened waistband of my shorts and over my wet panties.  “We can’t,” I said between tiny huffs.  “We’re friends.”

      “It’s no big deal,” she said, her finger brushing against my clit over the fabric.  “It doesn’t mean anything.  Just a little release.”

      She leaned down and sucked one of my nipples into her mouth while her finger stroked my slit through the wet panties.  My hips bucked against her and my fingers slipped through her hair, holding her to my chest.  “Teagan,” I breathed, unable to say anything else.

      Teagan slowly lowered to the floor, kissing a path along my stomach.  She pulled my shorts and panties down with one swift motion.  Her thumb tugged on the skin above my mound, exposing my clit to her hungry mouth.  “Tell me if you want me to stop,” she said.

      Her breath rolled over my skin and in turn, my eyes rolled backward.  “Don’t stop,” I breathed.  A moment later, her tongue was lapping against my skin while her lips sucked the whole of my mound.

      It took every ounce of restraint not to call out her name and alert the entire store to what we were doing.  My breaths were already too ragged.  A worker might here us if they walked past.

      “I’m coming,” I said on an exhale and then I felt the delicious waves of hot ecstasy roll through me.  I clutched her hair in my hands and held her close to my mound until I came.

      She stood up and wiped her mouth, then she surprised me with a kiss.  I could taste myself on her tongue, and I immediately wondered what she tasted like.  But I wasn’t brave enough to ask her if she wanted me to return the favor.  We were just friends, after all.

      “There,” she said with a twinkle in her eye.  She picked up a lacy, see-through bra and added, “Try on this one first.”

      I tried on every outfit that Teagan had grabbed, but I couldn’t stop focusing on the wetness dripping between my thighs.  Now that Teagan had gone down on me, I wasn’t sure if I could ever see her the same way again.  I tried to distract myself by focusing on the lingerie, but it was nearly impossible.  “I like this one,” I said about the tamest set in the bunch.

      “That’s exactly why we won’t be going with that one,” she said.  “You should stick with the silver lace see-through.  I think that’ll wow him the most.”  She fluffed up my hair and spread it around my shoulders.  “Have you ever considered opening your relationship up?  Maybe a menage-a-trois would help rejuvenate his interest.”

      “I don’t think I could ever do that,” I said.  But now I was wondering if I could.  I’d never wanted to go down on a girl before, but now that Teagan had tasted me, I wanted to taste her.  “I wouldn’t even know who to find.”

      “There are websites and apps for things like that,” she said.  She stared at my reflection, her dark hair a contrast to my blond locks.  “I could help you, if you wanted.”

      I met her gaze in the mirror and felt my heart race.  “What if it was you?” I said, hoping I wasn’t taking this a step too far.

      “What if what was me?”

      “You know…the menage…thing.”  My gaze was doe-eyed as I waited for her response.  She didn’t seem surprised or over-eager.

      “Sure,” she said.  “I find Chris attractive.  I suppose it could be me.  But what about you?  Wouldn’t that be weird?”

      “You just went down on me,” I reminded her.  “And besides, if I have to share my husband with anyone, I’d like it to be someone I know as well as you.”

      “Well, you don’t have to share him.  I hope you know that.  It was just a suggestion.”

      “It was a good one,” I said with a smile.  “I don’t see how Chris could turn down two girls at the same time.”

      Teagan smiled and nodded.  “All that’s left is to pick a day.”  Teagan and I settled on the next Friday and we also agreed that she’d wear a matching see-through lingerie set.  “Chris isn’t going to know what to do with us,” she said, giggling.

      I giggled back, but there was a worm of doubt wiggling in my belly.  What if Chris liked Teagan better than me?  What if he only wanted to fuck her and ignore me?  In the heat of the moment, with the endorphins still swimming through me, a menage sounded like a good plan.  Now I was having second thoughts, but I wasn’t sure I could tell Teagan about them.
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      Friday came and I still hadn’t resolved my doubts, but I couldn’t bring myself to end it either.  As much as I worried about Chris preferring Teagan to me, I also craved her desperately.  A menage was the perfect excuse to get to be with her without any pressure.

      Teagan came over around three in the afternoon and we got ready together.  We poured ourselves a few drinks, got in our sexy lingerie and did our hair and makeup.  We both put on slinky dressed – mine red and hers black – to cover up our see-through underwear.  My fingers trembled as I helped Teagan with her dress zipper.

      “You’re not nervous are you?” she asked.  “Because if you’ve changed your mind, we don’t have to go through with this.”

      I walked around to face her and shook my head.  “I’m nervous, but I want to do this.”

      Teagan smiled and brushed a few loose strand of hair from my face.  “Good,” she said with an exhale.  “Me too.”  She leaned in and closed her eyes.  I did the same, even though I wasn’t sure if she was trying to kiss me or not.  Her lips met mine with a light touch and then her tongue found mine.  She was delicious, tasting of mint and berries.

      I never wanted to stop kissing her, but we heard the garage door open downstairs.  “He’s here,” I said, and Teagan took my hand to lead me to the bed.

      My husband shuffled things in the kitchen and popped open a beer.  “Honey?” he called.  “Is Teagan here?”

      I laughed.  He must’ve seen her purse on the counter.  It was a Chanel bag, something I’d always begged him for but he never bought me.  He hated that she had one because he knew it always taunted me.  That was Teagan in a nutshell.  A bad influence that tried to work its way into my soul.

      “Yes, dear!” I called back.  “We’re upstairs.”

      My heart pounded with each thud of his feet on the stairs.  “I hope you two aren’t online shopping again.”

      Chris rounded the corner with his full beer in hand and his work shirt slightly unbuttoned.  Teagan held my hand in hers as we eyed him.  I felt stiff and awkward, unsure of what to do or who to touch.

      “What’s going on here?” he asked as he leaned against the doorway.  “You two going out tonight or something?”

      “Actually,” Teagan said as she leaned back on the bed, propping herself up on her elbows.  “We’re staying in.”  She patted the space beside her and I leaned back with her.  My husband’s eyes were wide as she leaned in for a kiss.  Our lips met and our tongues tangled and danced.  My body was electric with desire, and I craved Teagan’s bare skin more than ever.

      “Woah,” Chris said.  He set his beer down on the dresser and came toward us.  Without another word, he tore his shirt from his body and climbed over both of us.

      I didn’t know what to do, so I let Teagan lead the way.  She broke our kiss and planted her lips on my husband’s.  My worst fear was coming true.  He kissed her passionately in a way I hadn’t been kissed in quite some time.  Jealousy snaked through me until he broke their kiss and kissed me instead.  I met his tongue with mine and could taste Teagan’s mint and berries mixed with his honey flavor.  I clutched him to me, never wanting to let him go, but he pulled away and returned to her.

      To my surprise, Teagan pushed him away and smirked.  “We have a little surprise for you first,” she said.

      “Something other than you making out with my wife?”

      Teagan nodded as she unzipped my dress and rolled the fabric down over my breasts.  My husband’s eyes widened when he saw the see-through bra and I caught him licking his lips.  “You’re right,” he said.  “That is a nice surprise.”

      My husband dipped his head between my breasts and kissed my cleavage.  I turned to Teagan with surprise and she winked at me as if she knew the entire time that Chris would respond like this.  In all fairness, she did encourage me, but I’d all but given up on my marriage’s love life.  Teagan, however, was resurrecting it from the dead.

      My husband pulled the cups of my bra down under my breasts and sucked on my tits.  His lips wrapped firmly around my hardened nipple and his tongue flicked over the skin.  I clutched his hair and moaned while his fingers slipped between my legs, inching up underneath my skirt. I could feel myself dripping wet for both of them already.

      Teagan’s eyes were hooded as she watched my husband devour me.  She unzipped her own dress and slipped out of it.  My husband eyed her while he sucked my tits, his fingers slipping inside my panties and brushing against my clit.  I felt a spark of electricity shoot through me and I wiggled my hips to meet his touch.

      Teagan climbed over my face as I leaned back, straddling me with her sexy frontside facing my husband.  She tugged her panties to the side and said, “Now be a good girl and lick my pussy.”

      I stretched out my tongue just as my husband thrust three fingers straight into me at once.  I moaned against Teagan’s wet slit and lapped up her arousal.  Suddenly, my husband’s eyes were on Teagan, and soon his hands were too.  But first, he pulled out his cock and dragged the tip of it along my hungry pussy.  He dipped the head past my swollen lips and thrust in deep.

      I groaned against Teagan’s pussy and her hips bucked wildly above me.  Her moan was low and deep as her swollen pussy clenched around my tongue.  My husband thrust his hips against mine, burying his cock to the hilt while his hands found Teagan’s hips, her ribs, and then her breasts.  He cupped them and they leaned in for a kiss all while I was trapped beneath both of them, pleasing them.

      My own body was quivering with desire, though, as I realized how beholden I was to their whims and wishes.

      Teagan continued to rock above my face while my husband kissed her.  Their lips touched, their tongues twirling while they both moaned and groaned while using my body.  My husband fucked me harder and faster, and with each shift of my body, my mouth shifted against Teagan’s pussy.  Soon, her thighs were shaking and her moans had changed pitch.  Her pussy tightened around my tongue, clenching it as her orgasm ripped through her.

      My husband groaned and pounded me hard until I felt him swell inside me, stretching me out to meet his swollen girth.  “Fuck,” he hissed as he shot his cum deep, filling me completely.

      Teagan climbed off of me just as my husband pulled out.  My face was smeared with her arousal while my pussy dripped my husband’s cum.  “I want to taste you,” Teagan said to Chris as they climbed around me toward each other.  I sat up on my elbows, my dress still hiked up to my hips, my bra pulled down, and my panties still bunched to the side.

      Teagan crawled to my husband on all fours while my husband leaned back on his knees.  She gripped his half-hard cock in her hand and devoured it between her lips.  I watched in awe as she licked him clean of both his cum and my pussy.  I couldn’t help but wonder what it tasted like, so I joined her.

      I sucked on my husband’s big balls while she deep throated his cock.  He looked down at both of us and his eyes rolled back from the sight.  Teagan and I giggled on his cock and balls while we licked and sucked.  Then, Teagan pulled his cock free and angled it toward me.

      We took turns deep throating my husband’s cock until he was rock hard again.  Teagan and I let our tongues drift along his thick, veiny shaft.  Occasionally, our tongues would touch and tangle and it made my thighs clench.  I’d never been this dirty before and it felt amazing.

      My husband placed both his hands on our heads, keeping him close to his cock.  His cock glided in and out of Teagan’s full lips while I sucked on his balls.  I could tell by his groan that he was about to cum.  It was then that I realized the jealousy had faded and was replaced with total euphoria.

      My body flushed with heat as I watched my friend choke down my husband’s cum.  His brows were furrowed as he watched her swallow everything.  When he pulled his cock free from her mouth, a string of cum came with it.  I pulled away from his balls and opened my mouth, catching the spare stream on my tongue.  I then turned to Teagan and kissed her so that I could taste my husband’s seed in her mouth.

      It tasted like coconut, berries and mint.

      I unfastened Teagan’s bra as we kissed, and I cupped her naked breasts.  Her nipples hardened against my palm while my body rolled on top of hers.  Our breasts grazed against each other’s, and our legs slid between each other’s legs until my husband came up behind me and spread my legs around her waist.

      I could hear his long strokes as he tugged on his cock.  He then entered me from behind, burying his cock inside my swollen pussy.  He pumped in once then pulled free only to push his cock inside Teagan directly after.  She moaned into our kiss, our hands playing with each other’s breasts.

      I buried my face into her neck as I left a trail of kisses to her breasts.  My lips wrapped around her hard nipple as my husband slid his cock back inside my pussy.  I bit down on Teagan’s tit and she moaned wildly.  I continued to roll her nipple between my teeth while my husband filled up my tight pussy with his rapid thrusts.

      Chris pulled free again and started fucking Teagan.  Her tits bounced against my face as he pushed himself deeper inside her.  Teagan moaned and writhed on the bed, beads of sweat rolling from her skin.

      “I want to taste you,” she whispered to me just as she had done to my husband before.  I nodded, gave her a kiss, then climbed over her.  Unlike Teagan, I faced away from my husband because I was unsure if I could handle the sight of him fucking her.  Teagan’s fingers pulled my panties to the side and her tongue grazed my clit in a way that made my body shudder.

      “Fuck,” I breathed as my climax built in my lower belly.  I leaned forward, bracing myself on the bed.  That’s when I felt my husband’s hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks wide.

      While Teagan ate out my pussy, my husband tongued my asshole.  Feeling both of their mouths on me, while knowing they were fucking each other, was enough to push me over the edge.  My orgasm crested and broke over me like a tidal wave.  My head was dizzy with euphoria and my fingers clutched the sheets as I let out moan after moan.

      I rolled off of my friend and laid on my back with nothing to do but watch the two of them fuck.  My pussy was still throbbing, my lungs still out of breath.  My husband had a wild look in his eyes as he stared at Teagan’s tits and pounded her like she was his first lay.

      He cupped her breasts and sucked on her tits while she arched her back against him.  I watched as his cock disappeared inside her again and again, claiming her like he used to claim me.  It was the hottest, most forbidden thing I’d ever experienced.  I shouldn’t be seeing my husband’s cock slip inside another woman like that, but now that I was, I couldn’t help but touch myself to the sight of them.

      When Chris had had enough of Teagan’s breasts, he pulled out and flipped her onto her belly.  She looked up at me through hooded eyes, her tits mashed between her small frame and the bed.  My husband spit on her ass and glided the shaft of his cock between her cheeks.  He angled the tip of him to her entrance and pushed in slowly.

      Teagan’s hand reached for my ankle as her eyes rolled further back in her head.  I brought my pelvis toward her and she opened her mouth wide for me again.  She drank from me like I was water in a desert, and my fingers weaved through her soft strands of hair.  Her tongue was wild and desperate as it licked every fold and teased my clit.  Then she shoved three fingers inside me, curling them upward as she sucked on my nub.  All the while, I watched Chris slip deeper inside her ass until they were both moaning with pleasure.

      Chris pulled back and thrust back in.  With each hard thrust, he pushed Teagan’s mouth over my pussy.  I couldn’t believe I was watching this, much less allowing it to happen.  But I knew that Teagan and I would only grow closer because of it.  Maybe Chris and I would grow closer too.

      Teagan’s fingers pumped in and out of me while my husband pumped in and out of her.  His hips slammed against her ass, making a smacking sound.  His grunts worked in unison with Teagan’s moans, and I in turned moaned from the velvety softness of her mouth.

      My next climax broke over me, sending me into another realm of existence I never knew was possible.  Expletives flew from our mouths as we all came together.  My husband reached around Teagan’s waist and teased her clit while he emptied his balls in her ass.  Teagan’s fingers dug into my thighs, leaving nail marks as she tried to stay focused through her own climax.  Her tongue kept lapping and drinking from my pussy as she came from my husband’s touch.

      Teagan lifted her mouth off of me just as Chris pulled his cock free from her ass.  I joined my husband at the foot of the bed and watched as his cum dripped from her tight hole.  I chewed my lip as I watched it trickle down to the glistening folds of her pussy.  I couldn’t help myself.  I stood behind her and gripped her ass in my hands.

      I leaned forward and dragged my tongue along the string of cum that had escaped and followed its trail all the way to her hole.  I could taste my husband inside her and I kept digging my tongue in while Teagan cooed with delight.

      Chris watched while he stroked his half-hard cock.  “I never knew you were this kinky,” he said, though I wasn’t sure if he was talking to me or Teagan.

      “She just needed the right motivation,” Teagan answered.  Once her ass was clean, I leaned back and she flipped over to face us.  “If you want more of this, you’re going to have to start appreciating her more.”

      “Absolutely,” he said.  “I won’t ever make the mistake of neglecting her needs again.”

      “See that you don’t,” Tegan said.  “Because if you do, she’ll tell me.  And we’ll cut you off.”

      I smirked at her, surprised at the way she’d taken command.  I realized I liked it and hoped that she’d continue to take command of both of us.
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      “You’re not wearing that to a picnic, are you?”  Asher looked handsome, but he was wearing a black suit jacket more fit for an evening out.

      “What?” he asked, moving towards me.  “Are you afraid I’m going to garner some unwanted attention?”  He slipped his arms around my waist and pulled me close to him.

      “You know how the women you work with get.  They’re vultures even though they know you’re married.  I’d hate to think you were dressing up to impress someone that wasn’t me.”

      Asher’s dark lashes fluttered as he feigned innocence.  He ran a hand through his thick blond hair.  “There’s no one to impress,” he said.  “It’s a work picnic.  But because I run the branch, I don’t want to look too casual.  I want everyone to take me seriously come Monday morning.”

      “And you don’t think they’d take you seriously if they saw you in a pair of khaki pants instead?”

      Asher arched his brow.  “Penny, are you saying you would be less opposed to me wearing those ass hugging khakis I have?”

      I smiled, my body buzzing with pleasure.  “Mmm, you’re right,” I purred into his ear, “save those pants for my eyes only.”

      I flashed him an eager glance with a coy look on her face.

      “Not right now,” he said, referring to the way I was staring at him.  “I just finished getting ready.”

      “There’s time,” I said as I kissed along his neck, already working at the buttons to his shirt.

      “No, seriously,” she said.

      “I’m very serious.”

      Asher groaned, gripped my jaw in his hand and glared at me.  “I’ll eat you out real quick,” he said.  “But I’m not doing anything that would mess up your makeup or we’ll be here all night while you reapply it.”

      I smirked.  “Sounds like a good deal for me.”

      Asher dropped to his knees and hiked my dress up to my hips.  I was a dress instead of jeans to try and match Asher’s professionalism.  I felt like the luckiest woman in the world when he pulled my panties to the side and pressed his tongue to my pussy lips.  I leaned my head back and reached for his hair, but he pulled my hand away.

      “Don’t.  You’ll mess it up.”

      Fuck, how I wanted to mess up everything about him.  I wanted to tousle his hair, tear off his nice clothes, and get fucked by him like we were young again.  Asher had been so busy with work lately that he didn’t have as much time for me.  Him going down on me was a welcome surprise.

      He licked me up and down and sucked on my clit.  I wanted to touch him, but I didn’t want to ruin the mood, so I kept my hands above my head as I thrust my hips forward.  My pussy tingled against his soft, velvet tongue and my nipples hardened as the need to come flooded through me.

      When Asher reached up and cupped my breast in his hand, I knew I was done for.  “Fuck,” I breathed as I felt my climax building.  “I’m going to come.”

      Asher sucked harder, shoving his tongue inside me to coax out the last bit of pleasure.  My brow furrowed as a few moans escaped me and I came against my husband’s face.  He kept swirling and sucking dutifully then wiped his mouth with a smile.  “That ought to hold you over for a bit.”

      I grabbed his arms and pulled him in for a kiss.  I could taste my juices on his tongue and it almost made me want to go again.  He pulled back with a smile and then turned to the bathroom to readjust his hair.  A few minutes later, we drove to the picnic.
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        * * *

      

      A large crowd of people gathered at the top of a shady hill.  There were tablecloths blowing in the warm breeze and kids running around, some of them jumping inside one of the bouncy houses that Asher’s work had rented out.  The picnic was a morale boost for his coworkers and also a reward for their hard work.  Asher didn’t plan the entire thing, but I was still proud of him for his accomplishments.

      He pressed his hand to the small of my back as we joined the large group of workers.  Asher immediately started chatting with a few of his employees and I stood by like the supporting wife I was, nodding and smiling when necessary.

      The day was gorgeous and the weather was perfect.  I was fully enjoying myself until my eyes landed on an all too familiar looking woman.  I leaned up to Asher and whispered in his ear while he was in the middle of a conversation.  “Is that your ex?”

      Asher turned to me with a look of confusion before following my line of sight to the attractive, dark-haired woman a few tables from us.  She waved at him when they made eye contact, and I felt Asher tense against me.

      “I’ll deal with this,” I said.  Asher nodded and then jumped back into his conversation while I headed over toward his ex-wife’s table.

      “Jaylen, what are you doing here?” I asked her.

      “Ah, so you know my name.”

      I eyed her suspiciously.  We’d never formally met, but I’d seen enough photos of her to commit her looks to memory.  It didn’t help that I’d been jealous of his athletic frame and good looks since the first picture I saw of her.  She was a hard woman to forget about and it made me wonder how hard it was for Asher to forget her too.

      “I’ll ask you again.  What are you doing here?”

      “I came with one of Asher’s coworkers.  On a date.”

      “Who?”

      Just then, a man I only somewhat recognized slid into the seat beside her.  I wasn’t buying that he was on a real date.  Maybe he thought they were, but Jaylen had always been obsessed with my husband.  It was part of the reason Asher had never introduced us.  He was always trying to put as much distance between her and him as possible.  Or, at least, that’s what he told me.

      “You better not be here to stalk my husband,” I said.  “Or I’ll happily call the cops.”

      The man turned to Jaylen with wide eyes, but Jaylen didn’t even flinch.  “Whatever your husband told you about me was a lie.  He’s avoiding me for a reason.  Why don’t you ask her what that reason is?”

      My heart was racing from the confrontation, but also from the idea that my husband might not have been telling me the truth.  “I don’t want to see you again,” I told her, wondering why my body felt like that statement was a lie.

      I turned on my heel and rejoined my husband.  “Is she going to leave?” he asked me.

      “No,” I said.  “She said he’s here with one of your employees.  On a date.”

      My husband’s cheeks turned red and his eyes were round with…surprise? Hurt?  “Don’t tell me you’re jealous,” I said.

      “Jealous?  Of a man dating my former stalker?  Yeah right.”

      “About that,” I said.  “She claims you’re lying about her.  She says that you’re avoiding her for other reasons.”

      Asher threw his head back and laughed, but it sounded pained.  It was clear to me that Asher wasn’t being honest with me.  “What aren’t you tell me?” I asked him.

      “What? Nothing…”

      I groaned.  “If you’re not going to tell me, then I’ll have to go ask her myself.”

      He tugged on my dress sleeve desperately.  “No, don’t.”  He sighed and looked around, then he pulled me to a quieter place where he could confess his sins in a whisper without others hearing him.  “I avoid her because I can’t control myself, okay?”

      “Can’t control yourself?  What does that mean?”

      “After my divorce, I tried dating.  Jaylen and I tried to still be friends but it never worked.  I’d always end up back in bed with her.”

      I looked back toward Jaylen and the man he was with.  “So, the only reason you can keep it in your pants is if you don’t see her at all?”  My heart was racing.  I didn’t like knowing any woman had that kind of power over my husband.

      “It’s not as bad as it sounds, but I’m scared to be near her.  I’m scared of myself when I’m with her.  Anyway, things didn’t end well.  The divorce was one thing, but when I told her I couldn’t see her anymore, she lost it.”

      “And started stalking you?”

      “Yes and no,” said Asher.  “She hasn’t been stalking me in the ways I said she was, but she does manage to weasel herself into my life.  For instance, by dating my coworkers to end up at a company picnic.”

      I frowned.  “But now that you’re with me, you would be able to help yourself, wouldn’t you?”  I suddenly felt insecure and I hated it.

      He shrugged.  “Probably.”

      I looked off into the distance as I tried to process his words.  There was a small patch of trees that looked empty and comforting.  “I’m going to take a walk,” I said.  I moved into the shade of the trees and leaned against a tree trunk while taking a deep breath.

      “Marital troubles?” said a sultry voice from behind me.

      I turned to see Jaylen leaning against a nearby tree.  “I told you he was lying about me.”

      “Why are you here with that guy?  Is it to try and get closer to my husband?  I know all about your history and why he’s avoiding you.”  The news still left a bitter taste in my mouth.

      Jaylen’s eyes widened.  “Oh.  He told you that.”

      “That you’re apparently amazing at seducing him?  Yeah. He told me that.”

      She nodded, her jaw ticking.  “There’s more he hasn’t told you,” she said.  She took a step toward me and I considered taking a step back, but I didn’t want her to think I was afraid of her.  In reality, she did things to my body that made me uncomfortable, especially because as far as I knew I wasn’t bisexual.  In a way, I could almost see how irresistible she was, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

      “So, what are you doing here?  You followed me into the woods when you could be with my husband right now.”

      Jaylen sighed and ran a hand through her dark hair.  My heart was in my throat when her eyes landed on mine.  “I wanted to steal a moment alone with Asher’s new wife.  Call it innocent curiosity.”

      I stood tall, straightening my shoulders.  “Well, then.  Get a good look.”

      Jaylen’s eyes scanned my body from head to toe.  That wasn’t the look I’d been referring to.  My skin prickled with heat and sweat, and I didn’t think either of them had to do with the weather.  Jaylen came closer, licking her lips as she stared at me.  “When I look at you, do you know what I see?”

      I swallowed and shook my head.

      “I see a woman who’s curious about what her husband would look like fucking his ex.”

      I wanted to laugh or slap her in the face, but I was frozen in place, staring into her intensely dark gaze.  She couldn’t have been right, could she have?  I’d never considered sharing my husband before, but the gears in my mind were already whirring next to Jaylen.

      “You better go,” I said.  “You got to look at me and now I think you should leave.”

      Jaylen only came closer until I was backed up against a tree.  Her chest pressed into mine making my nipples harden, and her forehead rested against mine.  I could feel her heart race in rhythm to mine.  As much as I wanted to run, I couldn’t.  My feet were like lead.

      “You know your husband would want this, right?  To have me without losing you?  To have both of us?”

      “You don’t know what my husband wants.”

      She leaned in closer, her lips inches from mine and her breath rolling over my skin.  I could feel her nipples harden against my breasts and it made my body tingle.  My panties were already soaked completely through.  What the fuck was happening to me?

      “Your husband wants my body, even though he now hates my guts.  He would love to learn that you want to watch him fuck me.  His other exes wouldn’t have tolerated it.  But you?  You’re aroused by the idea.”

      “This is ridiculous,” I said through ragged breaths.

      “There you are,” said a deep voice, and when I turned toward it, my stomach fell to the floor.  Asher had walked up to us, just as Jaylen was moments away from kissing me.  I expected him to be furious or to storm off in anger, but he didn’t.  He just arched his brow and smiled wide.  “Looks like I was at the wrong party.”

      I slipped away from Jaylen and toward my husband, but I felt a strange pull back to his ex-wife like there was a tether to my chest drawing me into her.  “This isn’t what it looks like,” I said, still prepared with responses to an angry husband rather than a satisfied one.

      “It isn’t?” he teased.  “Darn.  Because it looked hot as fuck.”

      I turned toward Jaylen who shrugged.  “I told you he’d like it.”

      My body was swimming in confusion.  With everyone on board – my body included – what was holding me back?  Maybe it was my decades of presumed straightness and the fact that we were at a work picnic.

      “Even if I wanted to,” I started, “we couldn’t do anything here.  There’s fucking families around for crying out loud.”

      “I know of a place,” Asher said, shaking me to my core.  “If you’re serious about this.”

      “About what? Fucking your ex-wife?”

      Asher’s voice was serious as he said, “Yes.”

      Jaylen was laughing behind me and it made me uneasy.  I’d never fucked had a threesome before.  Was I really about to start now?  Unfortunately, I hesitated too long and Asher was already clutching my hand while dragging me off in the distance.  Jaylen followed casually behind us.

      “Where are we going?” I asked Asher.

      “There’s a public bathroom over here.  They’re all individual rooms so we won’t run into anyone else.”

      “You seriously want me to fuck your ex-wife in a public bathroom at a park picnic function?  Have you lost your mind?”

      Asher stopped and turned to face me.  “You were the one about to kiss her.  You were the one rubbing your body against hers.  If I hadn’t walked in on you, she’d probably have you down on your knees eating her out already.  Don’t pretend like you don’t want this as much as I do.”

      I was breathless and uncertain of how to respond.  Maybe that was all true and maybe it wasn’t.  Since he interrupted us, I’d never know how far I would’ve gone on my own.  All I did know was that the idea of him watching me do any of that felt humiliating.  But the idea of watching him do that to her turned me on far more than it should’ve.

      The way I was rationalizing with myself told me that on some level I did want to go through with it.  My fears were not about the sexual act themselves, only about how I would be perceived.  Was that a good enough reason?  To give my husband over to his ex-wife of all people?

      Asher pushed open the bathroom door and pulled me inside.  Jaylen stepped in shortly after and locked the door behind us.  Asher walked up to Jaylen and pulled her tight t-shirt from her athletic frame, throwing it on the floor.  He pushed her up against the nearest wall and I could see the familiarity there between them.  Jealousy boiled in my veins but it was soon replaced by adrenaline when Asher turned to me.

      He faced me while lifting up Jaylen’s summer skirt.  “Come over here and drop to your knees.”

      I was shaking.  He pulled her panties to the side, exposing Jaylen’s swollen wet pussy.  But I knew it wasn’t wet for just Asher.  It was wet for me.  That made my body shiver in a way I’d never felt before.

      I walked toward them, expecting that I would protest, but instead I fell to my knees following orders.  I don’t know how they’d gotten in my head like this.  I didn’t know why I was obeying Asher’s ridiculous orders and pushing my knees to the floor.

      “Open wide,” said Jaylen.  I could hear the arousal in her voice.  She was eager to see me wrap my mouth over her pussy, but I’d never done it before.  I didn’t know what I was doing.  She angled her hips until I had no choice but to open my mouth and stretch out my tongue.

      And that’s when everything changed.  As her delicious, wet pussy rocked against my face, I felt my body relax and submit completely to their desires.  I wanted this, even if I didn’t want to want it.  I couldn’t deny how good it felt to have Jaylen’s pussy in my mouth.

      Jaylen’s fingers wove through my hair and she rocked her hips back and forth.  “Fuck,” she breathed.  “Your mouth feels amazing.”

      I watched, wide-eyed, as Asher unzipped his fancy slacks and pulled his cock out.  He ran stroked himself while he watched me, and that turned me on even more.  He was really into this.  If I could fulfill his deepest fantasy then maybe we could make it through this after all without ruining our marriage.

      I drank in his ex-wife’s juices, swiping my tongue over her slit and teasing her clit.  I gripped her hips and moved my head to the rhythm in which she rocked them.  I sucked and swirled my tongue.

      “That’s right,” Jaylen moaned.  “Just like that.  Oh, yeah that feels so fucking good.”

      Asher sighed and groaned beside us.  “Fuck this is hot,” he breathed.  But I knew he was desperate for more, and I remembered what Jaylen had said.

      Jaylen’s pussy clenched around my tongue and fingers as she came.  I kept up my rhythm until her legs quivered and finally calmed.

      I pulled off of her and stood up.  My husband came up to me and kissed me long and hard to taste his ex’s arousal on my tongue.  I swirled my tongue around his and felt him moan through our kiss.  His hands roamed my body while his fingers fumbled with my dress until it had joined the floor with the other clothes.

      His pants were next.  I slid them down to his ankles until he stepped out of them.  He stood there in his briefs, and I felt the heat of Jaylen’s gaze on my nearly naked body.  But now it was Asher’s turn.

      Asher pushed Jaylen up against the nearest wall and shoved his tongue down her throat.  I unclasped her bra and slid it from her body while they kissed.  He peppered kisses down her neck and collarbone until he reached her tits.  He cupped them while sucking on each nipple and flicking his tongue across the skin.

      I slipped a hand inside her panties and plunged two fingers deep inside her pussy until she gasped for me.  As I fingered Asher’s ex-wife, she gripped Asher’s shoulders.  His hands moved down her back until they reached her panties.  He slid his fingers inside the waistband and tugged them slowly down her legs, letting them hug her knees.

      Jaylen gripped Asher’s cock in one hand and wrapped the fingers of her other hand around my wrist – the same wrist that was fingering my her pussy.  She pulled my fingers free from her pussy and brought them to her mouth.  She stared at Asher while she sucked my fingers clean.  Feeling her suck them was making my head spin and it made my husband’s cock rock hard.

      Asher used the tip of his cock to tease Jaylen’s clit, and she purred for him.  Jealousy wove through my stomach like a snake.  I was nothing but an observer to them in that moment, but part of that excited me.  I’d never felt so used before, but it only made my body want to surrender even more to them.

      Asher pushed his cock inside Jaylen’s pussy and she moaned as if it was her very first time all over again.  Asher then gripped her thighs in his hands.  He hoisted her up while he pinned his body to her, and then he wrapped her legs around his waist.  I gripped her ass in my hands for support as I watched my husband thrust his cock in and out of her soaking wet pussy.

      This was the fucking hottest thing I’d ever done.

      “Look at your husband’s face,” Jaylen told me.  “I’m about to take him balls deep inside me.”

      I looked at Asher, but I felt ashamed.  I couldn’t bear looking at him while I let him fuck his ex-wife.  But Jaylen gripped my chin in her hand and turned me to my husband’s cock until I was made to watch.

      The tip of Jaylen’s cock press against her tight hole again and then with one, hard thrust he pushed in.  Jaylen whimpered and moaned, pain mixing with pleasure as Asher fucked her while I watched.  The look in my Jaylen’s eyes calmed me.  Her pupils were dilated with arousal and her lips were puffy with desire.  She leaned in and kissed me long and hard, distracting me from the fact that she was taking my husband’s cock, but only just barely.

      As Asher thrust in and out of her, stretching her wide around his girth, Jaylen slid her fingers inside my panties and thrust three of them inside of me.  I let out a moan and a whimper.  She felt so good teasing and kissing me while she moaned for my husband’s cock.

      The three of us moved in unison.  Asher thrust into Jaylen and she thrust into me.  The three of us pushed and pulled, rocked and swayed, and grunted and groaned until our sweaty bodies were ready to explode.

      It started with Jaylen.  Her fingers clawed at Asher’s back and shoulders as her pussy clenched around his cock.  She let out a wild moan and the tightness of her pussy made Asher come.  He grunted and whimpered into her neck as he shot his load deep into her belly.  I was next.  Jaylen pressed her thumb to my clit and circled it while her fingers pushed in and out of me.

      “Fuck,” I breathed as Jaylen brought me to climax.  It made me feel dirty, but it also made me feel desirable and loved.

      Asher pulled out of his ex-wife and gently lowered her legs to the ground.  He ran a hand through his messed up hair and wiped sweat from his brow.  His eyes were on his ex-wife as he said, “That was amazing.”

      “Thank your wife there,” said Jaylen.

      Asher looked at me and smiled.  He held my face in his hands and said, “Of course.  Thank you so much.”

      I nodded and then glanced at Jaylen.  “So, is that it?  We’re done?”

      Jaylen began to clean herself and put on his clothes.  “That depends,” she said.  “Do you want us to be done?”

      I didn’t want to answer that.  I was still embarrassed that I’d let this whole thing happen, but the idea of never seeing her again made me feel empty.

      “Of course, he doesn’t,” Asher answered for me.  “Just look at how much fun she had.”

      Jaylen smiled and handed us our clothes.  We dressed ourselves, but no amount of cleanup in a public bathroom would hide what we’d been doing in there.  “Well, then,” she said.  “You know how to reach me.”

      With that, Jaylen left us alone in the bathroom, presumably to disappear from the picnic altogether without even saying goodbye to her date.

      “You do want to do this again, right?” Asher asked with a mixture of hope and fear in his eyes.

      I exhaled, knowing I had to tell him the truth.  “Yes,” I said.  “I do.”  And it was the truth.  As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I was already missing Jaylen’s lips on mine.  I was already looking forward to the next time I would get to see my husband fuck her in front of me.
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