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      When college dismisses for the summer, Brittany and her boyfriend Tyler are looking for a place to stay until the fall semester begins; somewhere near campus where they could each start summer jobs would be preferable. Unfortunately, nothing is within their price range. As luck would have it, however, an old friend of Brittany's happens to live nearby. After reconnecting with Alyssa for the first time in ages, Brittany is ecstatic to find that she and Tyler have been offered a place to stay in the pool-house behind Alyssa's father's mansion.

      Soon enough, however, Brittany realizes that this tempting offer has come with strings attached. Alyssa is more confident and attractive than Brittany, and she seems to know it, too. It doesn't take long before this new girl has eyes for Tyler, and Brittany has to decide how to handle this newfound situation. To make matters worse, Brittany is becoming attracted to Alyssa, too. If she isn't careful, she might just end up right where Alyssa wants her. And if Alyssa has it her way, Tyler won't be far behind...
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                  Brittany sighed with frustration, and eyed the window of her dorm. She dragged a hand through her long, golden locks, and sank in her seat, watching the massive, white clouds drift aimlessly by in the late-spring sky. Though she hadn’t been outside since that morning, she knew from the way the lighting was—strong and harsh—that the heat of summer had already arrived. And she knew, too, that her time was running thin. She looked back down at the laptop on her desk, scrolling through the various apartment and rental listings in the nearby area; nothing of use, however.

                  “Well?” a voice called from behind her. The voice had been deep and patient, but harbored the very same hint of concern that Brittany had been fending off for weeks, by then.

                  “Nothing,” she groaned. “We can’t afford anything around here.”

                  “Not even for three months until the college opens back up?” Her boyfriend, Tyler, asked; now bringing his hands down over her shoulders. Brittany sank in her seat as the weight of her boyfriend’s big, strong hands came down over her like anchors reminding her to remain to stay grounded. He then wrapped his arms around the front of her and placed a kiss along her neck.

                  “Mm,” Brittany purred, and let her eyes close. “Come on,” she said softly. “I’ve got to find something; I don’t have time for this.” Giggling, she worked to fend off her boyfriend, but her fingers stopped on his corded biceps and she felt herself melting beneath his lips.

                  “Fine,” Tyler said; his chest heaving with a sigh. Brittany bit her lip; she didn’t want Tyler to stop, but she knew there would be plenty of time over the summer for fun, just so long as they found a place to live.

                  Their first year of college was coming to a close before they could prepare. Suddenly, an unexpected relationship for each of them, borne out of a simple infatuation shared between two students in Freshman Economics, was turning serious. They had been dating for nine months by then, and though Brittany wasn’t entirely sure about the prospect of living with Tyler just yet, the practicality of finding a place together had trumped her modesty. Rent was increasingly impossible for two full-time students with only part-time jobs. Tyler, being on the wrestling and football teams, had even less time. But, Brittany knew that the burden they shared was being endured by everybody in the dorms.

                  For the past week or so, as the alarm-bells started to chime, signaling the end of the semester and the necessity to move off campus, the halls had become abuzz with students securing places to live for the summer. The pressure had been palpable, and Brittany felt as though she’d let both Tyler and herself down by not finding them a place to live.

                  “Well, we’re just going to have to back home for the summer,” Tyler said. Brittany felt defeated upon hearing the hint of dismay in her boyfriend’s voice. The compromise had been hardly fair to her.

                  With her hailing from Boston and Tyler from Los Angeles, she knew what ‘summer back home’ entailed; three months of not only living with their parents and having to find temporary jobs that would prove useless the moment they had to move back to campus, but being away from the nineteen year-old boy that had left her utterly, albeit secretly, obsessed; the nineteen year-old boy who she knew would have plenty of temptation back home, given the countless girls from his High School that undoubtedly had unfinished business. Brittany had seen the progress Tyler had made on his physique, and she happened to know what he’d looked like before his freshman semester had started. One look at the already drop-dead gorgeous boy and all the girls that Tyler had mentioned off-hand before would break down walls to seduce him; at least, that was how it played out in her mind.

                  Brittany knew she’d gotten lucky snagging such a catch. She didn’t feel she was much of anything, after all. And to find the sort of guy who not only looked like he’d come out of an underwear ad in a magazine but had the smarts and personality to make a girl forget what he even looked like; it left her feeling all-too possessive and jealous. The idea of letting Tyler go back home for three months and expecting him to be perfectly content being abstinent during that time left Brittany dreading the thought. After all, the idea of being without Tyler’s body and companionship for three months left her dejected enough.

                  “We’re not going to do that,” Brittany said, gritting her teeth. “I’ll think of something; trust me,” she said, determined.

                  Tyler reclined back on his girlfriend’s bed and watched her crunch numbers and comb through webpages. He knew how Brittany was, and he knew that when she said she would think of something, she was not just blowing smoke. The slender, curvy, blonde-haired girl had had a sense of toughness that Tyler had never seen in a girl as striking as she; not outside of his high school girls’ softball team, anyway. The eighteen year-old girl’s resourcefulness and dedication had shone through over the months they’d dated, leaving him endlessly humiliated by the fact that he’d chuckled when they had first met and Brittany had mentioned her plans to become the top lawyer in the state. After being with the girl for nine months, he now realized just how serious (and how inevitable) this dream had been.

                  He knew Brittany was clever and cunning, too. And because of this, he knew to expect the unexpected for the summer. Maybe we’ll end up in some RV in the redwoods, he thought to himself, grinning, and already imagining the fresh air and sex beneath the stars.

                  Only a moment into this little fantasy and Tyler found his thoughts interrupted by the sound of Brittany’s phone buzzing. “Who’s that?” He asked. “Didn’t you call about a place yesterday?” He said, excited.

                  “It’s just Alyssa,” Brittany said, rolling her eyes.

                  “Who?” Tyler asked, sitting up.

                  “I told you about her; the girl I knew back in junior high school and the first year of high school? I haven’t seen her since then and she recently found out that I’m going to the same college as her?” Brittany recalled, with a curl of frustration upon her lips that Tyler looked no closer to remember these details. Brittany’s blue eyes gleaned with annoyance and she winced, looking at her phone.

                  “She’s been asking if I want to get together soon and…” she started, reading the text that the old friend had sent her. “Great; she wants us to come to some barbeque her father is throwing at his house.”

                  “When?” Tyler asked, now tossing a football up and down in his hands.

                  “Tonight,” Brittany cried. “We don’t have time to do that; ugh!” The blonde complained.

                  Tyler hopped up and immediately wrapped his hands around the girl, as he’d done before. Though he knew that she might not like this—she might wish to have her space more than be smothered by a concerned boyfriend—it was worth a shot. “You’re getting too worked up over this. We could both use the break. If it’s something you want to do, then don’t let all this bullshit get in the way,” Tyler said, pointing to the laptop.

                  “Babe, we have to find a place for the summer,” Brittany said, rubbing her temple.

                  “That Alyssa girl lives in the area, right? Maybe she knows of a place?” Tyler said.

                  “You just want to know if she’s hot,” Brittany blurted.

                  Tyler pulled his arms from the blonde and dragged a hand through his short, auburn hair. Sighing, Tyler sat back on the edge of the bed. “Babe, are you going to do this forever, now? So I had a porn pic on my phone. I already told you a million times that one of the guys from the team sent it to me; seriously,” Tyler said.

                  “Did you delete it?” Brittany said, cocking her brow.

                  “Uh,” Tyler said, shifting his dark eyes from side to side, before breaking into a submissive chuckle. “Come on, babe,” he said, his expression turning defiant. “Look, look. I’m doing it right now; happy?” He said, pulling the phone out of his pocket and deleting the photo. “Viola,” he said.

                  “I don’t even care,” Brittany said, groaning with frustration. “I’m sorry. I’m just… this whole thing is driving me crazy. I’m not even jealous of that stupid picture,” she continued. “Though, I am a little annoyed that you never deleted it.”

                  “Yeah, because that’s how little I think of it,” Tyler assured her. “Corey sent it to me and, well, he’s fucking desperate. He never gets laid and it’s like, all he talks about; sex, sex, sex, because of it,” the tall jock continued. “He needs to find somebody,” he smirked.

                  “Well, maybe you’ll both have something in common if I keep finding naked girls on your phone,” Brittany said, jumping up and heading for the bed. She climbed atop her boyfriend and straddled his hips, before bringing her lips down against his own. Like clockwork, Tyler’s big, smooth hands came over her sides, leaving her with a familiar comfort. She knew Tyler had probably been with dozens of girls back home before college. But she also knew how faithful Tyler had been.

                  Brittany had been with a few people back home, too; enough to know a faithful boyfriend when she’d seen one. And despite the interested flirtations of countless girls at the house parties and after-game rallies she and Tyler had been to over the past months, he seemed to only have eyes for her; a fact that perplexed her as much as it had enthralled her.

                  “Maybe,” Tyler said, pulling his lips slowly from Brittany’s, “I’m right? Maybe you’re just now realizing it; it just took you a little while, but you got it. I’m proud of you,” the big athlete said, joking and taunting his girlfriend. She gave him a playful spank on his chest, feeling the firmness of his chiseled pecs through his wrestling practice shirt.

                  “Oh, and about what?” Brittany said, raising her brow.

                  “About going to that barbeque. And no, I don’t give care what your friend looks like,” Tyler said, with a conspicuous look of frustration that his girlfriend might have ever suspected otherwise. Brittany relented and sighed. “I know; I was just being… ugh. I’m just so frustrated that everybody else has found a place for the summer and we can’t.”

                  “Like I said, maybe Alyssa or even her dad would know somebody,” Tyler suggested.

                  “I mean, Alyssa did say that her dad was some big-shot real estate person, or something,” Brittany said.

                  Tyler sat up. “Seriously? Babe, this is perfect; he’s bound to know of something. We’ll go over there and, who knows, we could end up with something better than we ever would have found in the first place.”

                  “Fine,” Brittany said, “Maybe we will. I don’t have anything to wear over there, though. I haven’t seen Alyssa since grade school, and she’s this super popular girl, now; at least, that’s what her social media pictures implied,” Brittany added, with an expression of slight embarrassment.

                  “Come on, you know exactly what to wear,” Tyler said, grinning.

                  “What?” Brittany asked, genuinely dumbfounded.

                  “Well, it’s what I think you look best in,” Tyler said, beginning to unbutton his girlfriend’s shorts, slowly. Brittany grinned and shook her head. “Nothing?” She said, cocking her head and trying to show her annoyance. But Tyler brought her face back down toward his and planted his lips along her neck, leaving her entire body melting and shuddering. And this was all she’d needed to find herself disinterested with the apartment-search.

                  She could feel Tyler’s bulge growing harder and bigger beneath her shorts, reminding her of the massive size that was throbbing just beneath her ass, separated only by the thin fabric of their clothes. “Mm,” she groaned, as Tyler’s fingers drifted over her sides and eventually found her breasts. Running his palms over them, Brittany grinned and rolled her eyes back, as the sensation on her hardening nipples left her squirming with delight.

                  Soon enough, she climbed off of her boyfriend and found the zipper of his pants. She smiled and licked her lips, as she unbuttoned them and began to tug them—along with his boxer briefs—down his thighs, at once freeing beastly cock inside them. The swollen, thick pink shaft sprang out, lazily growing before her eyes into its full hardness, as the equally impressive, ruddy sack at its base, tightened.

                  She brought her hand over the cock, wrapped her fingers around the thick, throbbing shaft, and took a deep breath, before lowering her mouth. This is why I can’t go three months, she thought to herself, as Tyler’s massive cock-head slid into her lips and she, at once, felt the chiseled head massage the roof of her mouth.

                  It had been nine months of dating for the pair. And she hadn’t intended to sleep with Tyler so soon after meeting, but she also knew she wouldn’t be able to resist. And the first time his fingers touched her neck, it proved true. From the moment they had started dating, their relationship had been especially sexual; more sex than Brittany ever thought her body could handle. But Tyler had become like a drug for her. Nothing had satisfied her in her entire life, the way Tyler’s cock did when it was deep inside her, stretching and filling her with its girth. Tyler was the only guy she had ever climaxed with, and certainly the only one who had made her orgasm from penetration alone; a feat she had not found in the two guys she had slept with before moving to college, and a feat she had learned enough from her girlfriends to know it was quite uncommon.

                  “Fuck,” she exhaled, after a moment of hesitation, as Tyler’s hand slid down and grazed her clit through her shorts.

                  “We can’t spend an hour having sex, babe,” Brittany grinned. “Not if we’re going to Alyssa’s; I’ve got to get ready,” she continued, through sighs of sexual frustration.

                  “Who says it’s going to take you an hour?” Tyler grinned, and increased the firmness of his touch. He then grabbed Brittany, and pulled her up over his body, tugging her shorts and panties down her legs. Then, he wrapped his arms around the girl’s nimble butt and pulled down so that Brittany’s pussy began to grind against the underside of his thick, swelling bulge, sliding her slick lips up and down his shaft as it lay back against his belly; a sensation that always seemed to leave his girlfriend begging for more.

                  “Oh… babe,” she breathed. “You’re going to make me cum.”

                  “Not yet,” he ordered. “Not until…” Tyler added, concentrating as he reached and grabbed the base of his cock, pointed it upwards, and felt the warm, gooey sensation envelope his cock.

                  “Shit,” the auburn-haired college boy sighed. His eyes rolled back as his thick cock slid up toward Brittany’s womb, stretching her tight insides.

                  “Fuck,” the girl cried weakly, pounding her fists softly against Tyler’s muscular chest. Her eyes tightened shut and she grit her teeth, grinding her clit back and forth against the base of the jock’s penis, all as it stuffed and filled her depths beyond comparison. “That’s it,” Tyler grinned. “Ride this dick like the dirty girl you are.”

                  “Stop it; that’s not funny,” Brittany protested. “I’m not a dirty girl… I’m a… a…” before she could finish, her climax rolled it, gripping her and turning her skin warm and electric. Brittany cried out, as her face tightened and she cussed through her clenched jaw. “Fuck!” She bellowed, falling forward as Tyler then began to slide in and out of her, rhythmic and smooth. “You think you’re so good,” Brittany said, through her panting. Tyler reached back and spanked the girl’s butt cheek before increasing the speed of his thrusts.

                  “Come on,” Brittany begged, as the sensation of being fucked so fast and raw by such a perfectly fat, hard cock, left her consumed and obsessed with her boyfriend’s impending climax. “Come on, fill me up if you’re such a stud,” she taunted.

                  “If that’s what you want,” Tyler said, pounding the warm, tight sleeve that gripped his cock. He thrust and thrust up into Brittany’s moist body until, finally, he felt the familiar, fiery tension twisting in his loins, gripping him in climax. “Fuck!” The jock growled, deep from his stomach, as his abs clenched. His sack grew hard and tight as the massive orbs inside it rang out load after load of virile sperm.

                  “Fuck!” Tyler cried, digging his fingers in Brittany’s ass, holding her down over his cock as he remained buried to the hilt inside her.

                  Brittany gasped with delight as she felt and indulged on the violent throbs of Tyler’s thick cock. Each pulse sent a shudder of satisfaction and accomplishment through her. Sometimes, she thought, it seemed such a shame that she was on the pill. The idea of Tyler’s virile, strong sperm shooting up into her womb, always left her feeling this way.

                  “Okay, now we’re ready,” Brittany smiled. She climbed off of her man and headed for the shower of her dorms. She climbed inside, stripped the rest of her clothes, and turned the water on. As it rained down, she thought about how incredible Tyler had been at sex. Even for a quickie, lacking the typical cunnilingus and teasing he always gifted her, the sex had been explosive. She didn’t dare let him know it, though; at least, not to the extent she felt it. She didn’t wish to give the cocky boy another reason to gloat!

      [image: ]
* * *

                  “Well,” Tyler said, eyeing the extravagant mansion that his car had pulled up in front of. “Is this seriously the place? This is, like, a castle,” he said, awestricken. Sounds of raucous partying and chatter came from the yard behind the house, and the many luxury cars lining the driveway seemed to suggest that they’d made it to the correct address.

                  “Yeah,” Brittany said, with a hint of confusion. She had checked the address repeatedly, but each time, it said the same thing. “I mean, she said her dad was some kind of a big shot,” Brittany shrugged. “How do I look? I feel so fat in this top,” she said, nitpicking her outfit. She sighed with stress and turned slightly flush.

                  “She’s, like, perfect in every way,” Brittany said, with a touch of annoyance in her voice. “She was always the prettiest girl in class, so it’s no surprise she would have a castle fit for a princess, too,” the blonde girl continued, trying to mask her jealousy.

                  “Come on, babe,” Tyler said, adjusting his shirt in the rear-view mirror. “You haven’t seen her in ages; is it really fair to judge her like that?”

                  “Don’t take her side,” Brittany snapped, looking at her lips in the mirror. “I don’t even know why I decided to do this,” she said, clearly flustered. “Let’s just get this over with.”

                  The blonde girl stepped out of the car, with Tyler following her up the dizzyingly long sidewalk that led to Alyssa’s father’s house. Brittany took a deep breath, and took one final self-inspection of her blue summer dress. She perked her bra, pushing her breasts up and adjusting them, just as the door opened and Alyssa appeared.

                  “Oh my god!” Alyssa cried, immediately bringing Brittany in for a long hug. “How long has it been, girl? Like, four years?” she continued, pulling back and looking the blonde up and down. “Somebody got hot,” she added with a wink.

                  “Um, this is Tyler, my boyfriend,” Brittany said.

                  At once, Tyler looked the girl over. She was tall, slender and tight everywhere he could see. Alyssa had the sort of build that seemed perfected from years of activity and proper eating. Her hair was a dark, reddish chestnut that had been chopped off just below her chin-line, perhaps in a fit of rebellion. Alyssa’s top—a white summer top that was tied just beneath her breasts—along with a pair of tiny denim shorts, left Tyler fixated on her navel, her neck, her cleavage, and every part of her bare, silky-smooth skin.

                  “Uh, how’s it going?” Tyler said, his dark eyes meeting the honey-colored irises of Alyssa’s. Her eyes tightened with intrigue and she extended her hand. “Well, how do you do?” She smiled. Tyler’s big hand enveloped hers, and she gave a slight blush and winked toward Brittany. Pulling her hand back, she leaned in toward the girl and whispered, “Um, how hot is he?”

                  Brittany laughed and shook her head. “Where did you find this guy?” Alyssa said, now loud enough for Tyler to hear. The big, hulking college boy shrugged and smiled politely. “We’ll get to all of that later on,” Brittany said, with a touch of embarrassment.

                  “Come on,” Alyssa then said, leading them into the house. “We can go through the house, but the party is out back.”

                  As they made their way through the sprawling mansion, both Tyler and Brittany gasped and awed at each and every ridiculous display of wealth; whispering to one another and pointing out various sights as they walked behind Alyssa. Every so often, the jock couldn’t help but eye something else that he’d noticed, but something that he didn’t dare to point out to his girlfriend. He watched Alyssa’s perfect little rump walk ahead of him, wading back and forth as her naked hips swayed with precision. The girl’s long legs stepped one in front of the other, and it became a task for Tyler to keep his eyes on the path ahead so that he didn’t trip or stumble into an expensive bust or statue.

                  “Right this way,” Alyssa said, leading the pair into the backyard, where dozens of people congregated in little groups throughout the massive, green lawn. At the far end of the perfectly manicured, emerald field, were a magazine-ready pool and a large pool house. “Over there is the pool and the guest-house,” Alyssa pointed. As Alyssa continued to point things out, mostly speaking into Brittany’s ear because the music and conversation proved too loud, Tyler could only look around in admiration and envy. Soon enough, Alyssa pulled Brittany aside, leaning toward Tyler and whispering into his ear, “I’m going to steal your girlfriend for a bit. Why don’t you go get a beer or something and enjoy yourself?”

                  As she said this, Tyler could smell her perfume, wrapping about his neck like a silk ribbon in hints of vanilla and sugar. The warmth of her scent and voice left Tyler eyeing her as she disappeared—Brittany turning back and whispering her apologies to the athlete.

                  Brittany felt Alyssa’s hand tugging her through the crowds and toward the pool. As they neared the far end of the lawn and the pool, the crowds became quiet and distant. Soon enough, the area felt silent, save for the sound of the waterfall gently pouring into the pool and complimenting the light summer breeze.

                  “So, when did you become such a little slut?” Alyssa grinned.

                  “Wh—what?” Brittany asked, shocked by the frankness of her old friend. Alyssa led her into the pool-house, unlocking the front door with a key she kept in her shorts. Once inside, Brittany looked about the equally magnificent guest house.

                  “This is bigger than most peoples’ houses; you know that, right?” Brittany laughed.

                  “I know,” Alyssa shrugged.

                  “You don’t seem so excited by it,” Brittany noted, sitting down with Alyssa on a leather sofa in the living room.

                  “It’s fine,” Alyssa said. Her lips twisted as she bit the corner of them, and quickly admitted, “I’m just glad to be in college, now. I was so tired of all this uppity stuff; the special schools and the status—ugh.”

                  “I would take it in a heart-beat,” Brittany said. “It beats trying to find a place to stay for the summer but not being to afford even a dinky one bedroom in the bad part of town,” the blonde said.

                  “Why don’t you go back home, then?” Alyssa asked.

                  “Well, I’m trying to find a place that Tyler and I can stay in for the summer; otherwise he’s got to go back to California,” Brittany explained.

                  “Can’t have that,” Alyssa grinned. She shifted her eyes side to side and smiled. “I’m sorry, but’s he’s… fuck. How did you find somebody like him?”

                  “I don’t know,” Brittany gushed. A glean came to her eyes as she explained her own incredulity to her old friend, trying to make sense of it. But the truth was that, even nine months later, she had hardly made any sense in finding somebody like the athlete.

                  “Remember Ricky Gomez in eighth grade?” Alyssa said, laughing and shoving Brittany.

                  “Ugh,” Brittany said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t even start about that.”

                  Alyssa wasted no time giving her old friend grief. “I just love him so much; it’s like we’re Romeo and Juliet!” She said, mocking Brittany. “Stop; that was forever ago,” Brittany laughed. “You dated plenty of lame guys, too,” the blonde quickly added.

                  “I know,” Alyssa said, huffing. “I still do, apparently.”

                  “What do you mean?” Brittany asked. As Alyssa explained a recent break-up with a character that Brittany had been somewhat familiar with from peeping in on the girl’s social media pictures, she lost herself looking at her old friend. The last time Brittany had seen her, she was a freshman, going through a punk/Goth phase, as was Brittany, and had hardly grown into the graceful and charming young woman she had apparently developed into.

                  Now, Brittany could not take her eyes off the gorgeous eighteen year-old. She eyed Alyssa’s body, particularly her boobs, and had a pang of jealousy as the girl’s perfection in every perceivable way. Her skin is smoother, her smile is better, her body is skinnier, but her boobs are perfect, Brittany thought, biting her lip. Though she’d never felt so intensely attracted to other girls that it left her wondering if she could ever date one or even sleep with one—Alyssa had seemed fated to break this trend. The gorgeous young woman seemed a threat to Brittany’s—until that point—mostly inflexible heterosexuality. I wonder if she looks as perfect naked, she thought, biting a nail with a hint of nervous tension. Luckily, she thought, Alyssa had not noticed, continuing on with her story of recent heartbreak, and allowing Brittany to offer the usual nods and affirmatives, while keeping lost in her dirty thoughts.

                  “The sex was hot, at least,” Alyssa said, breaking Brittany from her wandering mind.

                  “Oh, yeah?” Brittany said.

                  Alyssa rolled her eyes, grinned, as though she’d started thinking of if in that very moment, and giggled. She fanned herself and laughed. “Yeah,” she added. “He, um, he had this step-sister that caught us once and,” Alyssa continued, lowering her voice. “She joined us.”

                  Brittany’s eyes turned wide and her body immediately became attuned to the story that Alyssa had started. “Shut up,” Brittany said, giving her old friend a playful shove.

                  Alyssa nodded and smiled as Brittany asked, “When?”

                  “Like, a year ago; it was right here in the pool-house,” Alyssa said, with a touch of pride. She turned her nose up and smiled, nodding over toward one of the two bedrooms. “Right in there. Scott was staying the night, but daddy didn’t know it, so I had him sneak into the pool-house and I told him I’d meet him. His step-sister came looking for him and she peeked in the window while I was riding him. We caught her spying on us and she told us how much it had turned her on and, well, you know what happened from there,” Alyssa giggled.

                  “No way,” Brittany gasped. Her mind set off into a series of images, trying hard to picture the moment, though she could only accurately place Alyssa in her thoughts. She imagined a wind-swept summer night, with Alyssa lying nude, tangled in the bed-sheets, just faintly covering her mound and embracing her boyfriend and another girl.

                  “That was the first time I ever ate another girl out,” Alyssa whispered, blushing.

                  “You’re kidding,” Brittany said. “I can’t believe it.”

                  “How did she…” the blonde continued, hoping to prod more into her old friend’s dirty history, just as Tyler came in through the door of the pool-house.

                  “Hey, I thought I saw you guys come in here,” the jock said, running a hand through his dark-blonde hair. “This party is pretty wild,” he said, clutching a beer in his hand. He eyed both the girls, who looked away with a hint of bashfulness and said, “Shit, I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”

                  “Definitely not,” Alyssa said. “We were just talking about the time I…”

                  Brittany quickly interrupted the girl and said, “The time she broke up with her boyfriend recently.”

                  Alyssa flashed Brittany a look of surprise and disappointment, as though she’d been more than ready to reveal the very same naughty details of her threesome to Brittany’s boyfriend—a fact that, for reasons she could not understand, seemed to leave Brittany feeling uneasy and jealous.

                  The dark-haired girl ran a hand through her hair and smiled longingly at Tyler, inviting him to sit between her and Brittany. Tyler came over and she eyed him, moving her focus between Brittany and her boyfriend.

                  “It’s funny because Scott looked kind of like you; he was a big, strong guy, too,” Alyssa said. “I mean, his muscles weren’t anywhere as big as yours,” she continued. “Among other things, I’m sure,” she added, beneath her breath.

                  “Um, so,” Brittany started, hoping to turn her boyfriend’s attention to something—anything—but her old friend’s dirty mind. “How do you like the party, babe?” she asked, accentuating the word ‘babe,’ as if a territorial gesture. Her eyes fixated on Alyssa’s, watching the girl’s expression as she heard this. Suddenly a friendly chat between old friends became a sort of cat-and-mouse power play—taciturn and unspoken—between two beautiful young women, and the man sitting between them; the man who should have easily been off-limits for anybody but Brittany. But the blonde could hardly feel secure in this knowing how experienced and attractive Alyssa had become.

                  “You know, Brittany said you guys were looking for a place to stay for the summer,” Alyssa started.

                  “That’s right,” Tyler said, turning his eyes to Alyssa. “Well, daddy has this pool-house and he never uses it; he spends the summers in Maine at the lake house, anyway,” the red-head explained. “You and Brittany could use it, if you wanted; free of charge,” she finished.

                  “Wait; like, to live in? To rent out?” Tyler said, with an excited grin forming over his lips. He shook his head and added, “There’s no way you’re offering to let us stay here for three months for free.”

                  “Brittany is a good friend of mine, and she told me you guys were having trouble finding somewhere that was affordable. I don’t know of anything that is better than free,” Alyssa laughed.

                  “Come on, Alyssa; that’s nice of you, but you can’t seriously offer us that,” Brittany said, with a strange hint of anxiety coming to her. The blonde wasn’t quite sure why, but the prospect of staying the summer in Alyssa’s ornate pool-house—a prospect that should have felt like paradise compared to the short-term apartments she had contacted in the past few weeks—left her feeling conflicted. We hardly know each other anymore; now, she’s just this super hot girl who can’t keep her eyes off my man, Brittany thought. But this place is amazing; how can I honestly turn her down? She’ll probably find another boyfriend soon enough, and Tyler will be old news, anyway, she continued.

                  “Come on, girl,” Alyssa said, looking Brittany. “Don’t leave me hanging.”

                  “Wh—what about you, though?” Brittany asked.

                  “What about me?” Alyssa, in return, asked.

                  “Well, where are you going to be?” Brittany clarified.

                  Alyssa smiled and nodded. “Um, up there, in my room,” she laughed, as though it should have been quite obvious. “I mean, unless of course you wanted me to join you guys out here; there is a second bedroom, after all,” she winked.

                   “What? No!” Brittany cried. She looked at her boyfriend and Alyssa, and realized how wrong her tone must’ve sounded. “I mean; that’s ridiculous. There’s no need to do that,” she said, with a nervous laugh.

                  “I’ll be pretty busy, though, to be honest. My step-mom has this big magazine internship lined up from me, apparently,” Alyssa said, sticking a finger to her mouth and pretending to gag.

                  “Oh, well, that’s nice,” Brittany said, curling her lips into a satisfied grin. “So, you’re going to be busy, huh? Well, if it’s not a burden and you really are okay with it, then yeah… why not? Maybe we should,” the blonde said, eyeing her boyfriend.

                  “Definitely,” Tyler said, smiling. “When should we move in?”

                  “Whenever you want,” Alyssa said, eyeing the nineteen year-old college stud. “You guys can do whatever you want out here; you can be as loud as you want, too,” she said, eyeing Brittany and winking. “Just don’t be too loud or I might have to come see what all the fuss is about,” she laughed.

                  Brittany, too, giggled, though she could only find jealousy deep inside herself. She knew that, had Alyssa been unattractive or engaged or something equally disqualifying, she wouldn’t have felt so threatened. But she knew how Alyssa had been back in junior high; always hanging onto the shoulder of one guy or another, and always seeming to confess to Brittany of something mature that she had done. While Brittany was hardly thinking about anything but the volleyball team or her homework, Alyssa had confessed to trying alcohol, pot and sex; each time leaving Brittany with an anxious hint of jealousy that she, too, was not living some exciting and taboo life.

                  And now, years later, Alyssa was eighteen and seemingly little had changed in her interest in the opposite sex. Now, however, she seemed just as interested in her own sex, too. It seemed that the only significant changes in her life had been a bigger house, a better body and a prettier smile. Now, she seemed of a different breed from Brittany.

                  Before, Brittany could at least find comfort in the fact that she and the wild, dark-haired girl had been mostly equals; each attending the same school in the lower middle-class part of town. But now, Alyssa seemed positive and confident in who she’d become, thanks in part to a growth process over the past few years, in which she’d seemingly adopted her new privileged lifestyle with ease. And undoubtedly from that lifestyle had come the habit of being able to have whatever her heart desired.

                  Brittany could only hope that this would not eventually include her own boyfriend.
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* * *

                  Soon after the proposal to move in, Brittany had managed to end the night, albeit earlier than she, Alyssa or Tyler had likely anticipated. After saying their good-byes and exchanging phone-numbers, she and her boyfriend headed back to her dorm-room. Before Tyler headed back to the athlete dorm, however, she made sure to thank him for tagging along for the evening. She decided to give him oral sex and swallow—something she rarely, if ever, did. But she couldn’t help feeling the need to assert herself that evening; not after seeing how Alyssa had been doing. The one facet of her life where she’d actually felt she’d trumped the brunette had been in her love-life. She wasn’t about to let that slip through her fingers. She knew that Alyssa was mostly harmless, but she also knew that it had been ages since she’d associated with the girl; she didn’t know whether Alyssa had developed a set of claws.

                  After a week of meticulous preparation and planning, the dorms closed, and Brittany and Tyler moved out. A small moving truck helped relay their possessions to Alyssa’s house. By this time, as Alyssa had predicted, her father had gone off to Maine along with her step-mother, leaving an empty house, save for their daughter.

                  The day they moved in, they did not find Alyssa waiting for them, however. Instead, they found a note, explaining that she was in New York for a couple of days working out the details of her internship. Also, they found a key attached, explaining to move into the pool-house and make their selves at home in both the guest and the main houses. Brittany obliged, and the pair began moving into the guest-house, settling in and enjoying the first few evenings to their selves, in what felt more like a vacation than a temporary home.

                  After a few days, Alyssa came home, as evidence by the fact that her expensive, sporty little car had been parked in the side garage. Brittany noticed this, and went back to the pool-house to make herself look more presentable, ditching her weekend outfit for something more luring. She’d started the hunt for a summer job, but so far nothing had produced results, leaving her to spend most of her time leisurely, swimming with Tyler and enjoying the downtime from school and work. But now, with Alyssa possibly popping in and out, she wanted to look as professional and attractive as possible; look like she had places to go and people to see, too.

                  By the time she’d finished changing and putting on a bit of makeup, she met Alyssa at the front door, knocking on the glass pane.

                  “Hey,” Alyssa said, smiling and hugging the girl. “I can’t believe you’re here!”

                  “I know, right?” Brittany smiled, pulling back. “Thanks again; like, seriously. You didn’t have to do all this,” she continued, with a nervous smile. “This is ridiculous.”

                  “How do you guys like it? Have you broken the place in yet?” Alyssa winked.

                   Brittany ignored this and shrugged. “Yeah, pretty much. It’s so nice.”

                  “Good, good,” Alyssa said, nodding and smiling. “Where’s Tyler?” She asked.

                  “Oh, he found the gym,” Brittany laughed. Alyssa flashed a curious grin and said, “Oh yeah? Well, that’s good. Daddy never uses it, anyway.”

                  “I hope you don’t mind,” Brittany said, noting the cryptic expression upon the girls face. Alyssa’s eyes tightened and shifted for a moment. Brittany could not help but feel a hint of distrust or uncertainty in this expression. Alyssa was beautiful, but it was the way she seemed to hide herself, or her intentions, behind those gold-colored eyes; she seemed at work with a million intricate plans, hidden from sight. But, Brittany did not want to judge her, either; who was she to know what Alyssa had been thinking or not thinking? For all she knew, Alyssa was simply pleased to know that the gym was getting use.

                  “Well, I’ve got to run up to the pharmacy and get my birth-control refilled, “Alyssa said, with the sort of frankness that Brittany was continuing to remind Brittany of her old friend’s hold-nothing-back style. Brittany envied the fact that Alyssa seemingly exuded no shame or insecurity in sharing any part of herself. She’d only just met Brittany again, and somehow seemed comfortable enough to share what normally would be a deeply intimate sexual experience with her boyfriend and his step-sister, after all. Brittany wanted the same sort of openness and transparency, but something stopped her. She wanted to brag about her own sexual exploits, or the massive size of Tyler’s dick, but she couldn’t find the ego to do so; especially not with now being a guest of Alyssa’s.

                  “I’m going to this small concert around the corner if you guys want to join; it’s just this performance-art kind of thing, but they’re going to be wine and a few tapas,” she said.

                  “Um, sure,” Brittany said. “It might be good to get out and do something like that. My brain is starting to fry after looking at my laptop all morning, trying to find a job.”

                  “That’s no good,” Alyssa said, smiling. “You need to go find Tyler and release some of that tension,” she laughed.

                  “Oh, we do that plenty,” Brittany smiled. “I mean…” she said, with a hint of blush.

                  “Busted,” Alyssa said. “I don’t blame you, babe. If I was with Tyler… well, let’s just say I wouldn’t have a good GPA right now,” she laughed.

                  Brittany could not help but ball her fists and feel the pang of jealousy deep in her body, as it had the other night at the cookout. “Well, definitely,” she said, turning her nose up, slightly. “He’s got a really big… um, you know,” she said, whispering and looking about, as though somebody might overhear her, there in the pool house.

                  “Oh?” Alyssa gasped, and broke into a giggle. “Brittany, you dirty girl.”

                  “Come on; it’s not like I was looking for that,” Brittany laughed, and rolled her eyes with delight. “But, it’s definitely a big plus.”

                  “Literally,” Alyssa noted, as each of the girls laughed.

                  “Must be nice,” she then said. “I’ve really only been with average guys. I guess I don’t have much luck with all of that. I’ve always wanted to try a really big one; I mean, what girl doesn’t secretly want to?” Alyssa grinned.

                  Brittany couldn’t help but admit her own curiosities toward that very subject before she’d met Tyler. She also couldn’t help but notice how dangerously she’d acted in confessing such a naughty detail to Alyssa. Was she attracted to Tyler? She seemed attracted enough; though, Brittany knew that the girl could also simply be indulging her because it was her friend’s boyfriend. For all Brittany knew (and for all she told herself) Tyler was not Alyssa’s type.

                  To be safe, however, Brittany changed the subject, quickly. “Um, so about the thing later tonight; where do we go to…?”

                  “Oh! Well, why don’t you and Tyler come up to the kitchen around eight, and we can all go over to the café together?” The red-head then said.

                  Alyssa stepped back out of the pool-house, and quickly started to the side of the house toward the garage, giving a playful parting wave to her friend. After a moment, she disappeared, and Brittany returned to her laptop, scrolling through the most recent job openings and deciding whether to take a dip in the pristine pool that seemed to be their own personal oasis for the summer.

                  She disappeared into the closet and changed into a little blue and white bikini, re-appearing, only to find Tyler standing shirtless in the doorway of the bedroom. “Hey, babe,” he grinned, coming toward the girl and clutching her petite body in his big, slick biceps.

                  “Ew, babe you’re all sweaty!” Brittany protested, but couldn’t help but laugh as Tyler began to tickle her. “Come on, babe,” he said, grinning.

                  “Let me go; you’re so dirty!” She laughed.

                  “Well, Alyssa didn’t seem to think so,” Tyler smirked, letting Brittany out of his arms.

                  “What?” The blonde said, cocking her brow.

                  “Yeah, I caught her checking in on me while I was finishing my workout. I mean, it probably wasn’t anything; I was really just joking,” the tall, dirty-blonde added.

                  “Oh? And, um… were you shirtless?” Brittany asked. “Because, this might have had something to do with it,” she said, running her hands up and down her boyfriend’s well-defined abs.

                  “Yeah… I was actually working out in just my underwear,” Tyler said, pulling his shorts open and letting the blonde girl see the tight sports trunks he’d had inside them. She noticed the bulge inside them as she looked down, and struggled to stay on subject.

                  “Um, why were you working out in your underwear?” Brittany said.

                  “I didn’t want to get my clothes sweaty. I always have to wash them, after. But since I knew nobody would be around…” he started, before Brittany interrupted.

                  “But somebody was around. You knew Alyssa might be around,” she explained. “Were you hoping she would see you, or something?”

                  “Babe,” Tyler said, pulling back in surprise. “Come on; I wasn’t thinking of her at all, which is why I even did such a dumb thing. You think I wanted her to see me working out in my briefs in her dad’s gym? That looks kind of weird,” Tyler laughed.

                  “Whatever,” Brittany simply returned. She felt too unsure of just what she should believe. “I’m going for a swim,” she added, passing her boyfriend and heading outside.

                  “Well, I’m going to hit the showers,” Tyler said.

                  “Um, Alyssa wanted us to go to this performance art thing with her later; do you want to go? Because, I can just go,” Brittany said.

                  “Yeah, I might skip that if it’s all right,” Tyler said.

                  A wave of relief came over the blonde girl, and she smiled. “I thought you might say that,” she said, before heading to the pool.
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* * *

                  The performance art event had ended, leaving Alyssa and Brittany walking back to the red-head’s sports car. The entire evening with Alyssa had been fun and exciting for Brittany, but also blanketed by a strange energy that she could not quite decipher. At times, she felt that Alyssa had been attracted to her boyfriend; yet during the evening at the café, the girl had said a few things suggesting that, not only had she thought little of Tyler, but that she might have been attracted more so to her old friend, Brittany. The blonde girl could not tell where her projections ended, and reality began, however. She didn’t want to be so egotistical as to believe Alyssa could have been attracted to her. But the prospect of ogling her man made much more sense.

                  They arrived at Alyssa’s car at the far, shaded end of the parking lot. It seemed to be only the two of them for miles; with only trees rustling in the evening summer breeze behind them. Alyssa propped herself up against the side of her car and lifted her hand to her forehead, mimicking a dramatic scene from the show they had just watched. The girls laughed and Brittany admitted that she thought one of the actors—a big, strapping man who’d been nude for his scene—had been handsome.

                  “You’re a dirty girl, Brit,” Alyssa said, laughing. Each of the girls had had a glass of wine during the show, and though each of them remained sober, the night-cap had helped add certain levity to the tension that had existed between them.

                  “What did you think about him? He looked like Tyler, didn’t he?” Brittany asked.

                  “Yeah, he did,” Alyssa nodded, before bursting into laughter, “But I’ll bet Tyler’s thing is a lot bigger than his was.”

                  Brittany covered her mouth and nodded as she laughed, “It is, way bigger.”

                  “When am I going to get to see it? You know, just to prove that you’re not making up stories like you used to do,” Alyssa said, with her eyes hanging on Brittany’s in the evening dark.

                  “What? I didn’t make up stories,” Brittany said.

                  “Remember when you told me that you had a crush on that girl from West High? And you said that you kissed her after your tournament?” Alyssa giggled. “You thought you were so cool and edgy,” she continued.

                  “So, maybe I made that up,” Brittany said, “But she was really pretty.”

                  “Oh?” Alyssa said, with the laughter dimming from her tone. “So, you’re saying that you’re into boys and girls?”

                  Brittany felt a pang of hesitation, but nodded. Though she knew Alyssa was a bit uncontrollable, she also felt a certain strange need to be upfront and candid with her old friend. “I guess so,” she added.

                  “Well, I’ve got to wonder,” Alyssa said, shifting her eyes side to side. “Did you ever get that kiss from a girl? The one you obviously fantasized so much about that you felt the need to make up stories about?”

                  Brittany shrugged and, with a nervous laugh, shook her head. “No,” she said.

                  “Do you ever think about it?” Alyssa asked. “Because I do.”

                  “You do?” Brittany said, noting the sparkle in Alyssa’s eyes; the excitement that seemed to come from it, as she lowered her voice and brought a finger to her mouth, hanging it in the corner of her lips as she eyed the blonde up and down. “I do,” Alyssa said.

                  “Well,” Brittany said, moving toward Alyssa. Though her mind didn’t quite know what she was doing, her body certainly did. She moved her hips closer and closer, until she’d been propped against the side of Alyssa’s car, right next to her. She could smell the girl’s scent—sweet and warm, just as Tyler had noticed. It left her feeling a sense of desire that she felt surprised by; not so much because Alyssa was not attractive—that much was obvious—but because she’d never felt so compelled before to indulge in her most secret fantasies of being physical with another girl. It was as though she wanted to get to Alyssa first; if the red-head had harbored any interest in Brittany’s boyfriend, then the blonde girl wanted to be the one who got the first taste, as if to control the situation and prove that if anything should happen, she wanted it to.

                  She didn’t know exactly how she felt, still, about the idea of Alyssa and her boyfriend flirting. She had thought about it, however. After a dip in the pool earlier that afternoon, she’d taken a bath, and had been able to keep her hand from descending down between her naked thighs to find her clit. Swollen with want, she grazed against it in the soft, silky water, and immediately her mind broadcast her images of Alyssa engaging in the threesome she had told Brittany about. Only, her mind did not picture Alyssa with her ex-boyfriend and his step-sister. No, now her thoughts had fantasized about her and Tyler with Alyssa. The girl’s revelation at having had a threesome with another girl had been the spark, whether Brittany had realized it yet, or not.

                  And now, as though it were all tied together, her increasing attraction to Alyssa, seemed destined to open a gate and allow all her dirtiest, most secretive fantasies about sharing her boyfriend with the red-head. Brittany inched closer to Alyssa, and eyed the red-head.

                  “You know, I was really surprised at how, um, pretty you’ve become,” Alyssa said, with a hint of vulnerability that Brittany had not yet seen from the girl.

                  “What are you saying?” Brittany asked.

                  “I don’t know,” Alyssa smiled, and turned her eyes away. The red-head bit her lip and eyed the blonde once, more.

                  “I think I know what you’re saying,” Brittany grinned. She wanted to come in for a kiss, but instead, her fingers grew excited, and stretched toward Alyssa’s hip, caressing the girl’s tight, low-rise jeans. She slid her fingertips over the band of them, and touched the girl’s bare hips, just between her jeans and her top.

                  “I knew you were a dirty girl,” Alyssa said.

                  “Me? You’re the one who’s eye-fucking Tyler,” Brittany laughed.

                  “What? I can’t believe you would say that,” Alyssa said, feigning a sense of outrage that only left them laughing.

                  “You want his big dick, don’t you?” Brittany said, taunting her old friend.

                  “Come on, Brittany!” Alyssa protested, but laughed all the while.

                  “You want it, don’t you?” Brittany continued, giggling.

                  “What am I going to have to do to shut you up?” Alyssa said, before leaning forward and planting a kiss on the blonde girl’s lips. With that, Brittany’s hand slid inside Alyssa’s jeans and found the warmth of her mound just inside a pair of skimpy, thin panties. Brittany’s body became aflutter with lust and hunger. Something strange had built in her from the moment she’d seen Alyssa. And now, it was too late to turn back. She wanted her old friend; maybe she’d always wanted her.

                  The two embraced and Brittany tasted Alyssa’s mouth on her own, before the red-head grabbed her hand and pulled her into the backseat of her car. There, the two girls tangled their bodies over the spacious leather seat, with Alyssa unbuckling Brittany’s jeans and tugging them down her legs.

                  Brittany felt the heat of Alyssa’s breath on her own, as she ducked down and began to bite and kiss the red-heads’ neck, hungrily tasting the sweetness of her skin on her lips, as her hands quickly ventured toward her breasts.

                  “What are we doing?” Brittany whispered, pulling back.

                  “I don’t know… having fun?” Alyssa smiled with concern that the Brittany might’ve changed her mind.

                  But Brittany laughed and nodded, before lowering her face down to Alyssa’s breasts. There, she pulled open the red-head’s top and kissed against her stiff nipples. “Oh… fuck,” Alyssa said, gripping the front seat of the car as she winced with tension. “Fuck,” she exhaled, as she watched Brittany move down to between her legs. The blonde girl tugged her jeans down her legs, maneuvering in the small space, until all that remained on Alyssa’s waist was a small, pink thong. Brittany eyed the delicious mound-form inside them, and dragged her fingers over Alyssa’s panties. The red-head sighed with want, and slid her hands over Brittany’s, pulling her toward the band of her thong.

                  “Do you want my boyfriend?” Brittany asked, almost matter-of-fact, as she slid her fingers inside Alyssa’s panties and felt the warm, slick dew on her puffy, swollen lips.

                  “Fuck!” Alyssa cried out, as Brittany’s fingertip slid graceful and slowly over the small nub of her clit. The girl’s soft skin glided over it, awakening Alyssa to her deepest desires. She gasped and thrust her hips and said, “I do.”

                  “Maybe we should go back to the pool-house, then,” Brittany said. “And he could join us.”

                  “Look at you,” Alyssa said, biting her lip. “I thought I was going to be the one to have to suggest all of this.”

                  “I knew you wanted it,” Brittany said. “I knew you wanted him. At first I was jealous,” the blonde said, as she slid her fingers firmer against Alyssa’s clit, reveling in the sticky, warm slickness of the girl’s tight lips.

                  “Fuck,” Alyssa cried quietly.

                  “I was really jealous. And, maybe I still am,” Brittany continued, driving her fingers to Alyssa’s taut, steamy opening. She slid her fingers just inside, and Alyssa groaned loudly, clutching anything she could in her fingers, as her chest heaved.

                  “But, I also know that friends share,” Brittany said. “And, for some reason I can’t stop thinking about you and him together… I keep masturbating to the thought,” she added. “And, I guess I want you to feel him inside you,” she continued, sliding her finger just inside Alyssa’s pussy.

                  “Fuck,” the red-head continued. “Because if you think my finger feels nice, just wait until he stretches you wider than you’ve ever been,” she grinned.

                  “Come on,” the blonde said, interrupting their session, and climbing into the front passenger seat of the car.

                  “Wh—what? Already?” Alyssa said, dejected.

                  “We’re going back home so we can finish what we started,” Brittany laughed. Alyssa reluctantly climbed into her seat and started to engine. They each laughed, noting that Alyssa was only wearing her panties, and nothing else; Brittany, too, had been without a shirt—a fact that Alyssa could not stop eyeing as they drove back to her house.

                  “We’re in such deep shit if a cop passes us,” Alyssa laughed.

                  “Why? You’re breasts are so perfect that he’ll let you off,” Brittany said, before leaning over the slide her tongue over the girl’s stiff nipple.

                  “Come on, Brit!” Alyssa giggled and rolled her eyes. “Fuck,” she said.

                  When Brittany realized that they’d made it to Alyssa’s street, she decided that it would be safe enough to tease her a bit more. She slid her hand between Alyssa’s legs as the girl drove the rest of the way. She drove her fingers inside the girl’s now balmy panties, and enjoyed a bit more play, as Alyssa giggled and begged for more. Somehow, she had managed to make it to the front curb of the house.

                  They each leapt from the car and rushed toward the front door, laughing at the fact that, should anybody have noticed, Alyssa was entirely naked, save for her panties, and running through the front lawn.

                  They rounded the side of the house, where Alyssa tapped in the key-code, and made their way down the back lawn, where they found Tyler in the pool, doing laps.

                  “Hey!” Alyssa called out. Tyler looked over, seeing the girl’s bare breasts. He nearly sank in place as his eyes grew wide. “Alyssa?” He said. “Fuck…” he groaned with immediate want at the girl’s pristine, tight little frame.

                  “Hey, babe,” Brittany called, just behind her.

                  Alyssa rounded the pool and made for the house, as Brittany came over to the edge of the pool and grabbed her boyfriend’s arm. “Come on; get out,” she said. “We need you for something.”

                  “Wh—what is going on? Why is Alyssa naked?” Tyler asked.

                  “Like you care why,” Brittany smiled. “Come on… we need you do to do something.”

                  Tyler came out of the pool, where a slight bulge had already began to form in the wet shorts that clung to his body. Brittany playfully tugged them off his legs as he started toward the pool-house. “Babe, what are you doing?” He asked with disbelief.

                  “You won’t need these,” Brittany said, successfully getting them off her boyfriend. She eyed him and his wet, naked muscles, from head to toe. Even with the shrinkage of being in the cold pool, his cock was magnificently large—larger soft than most men were hard.

                  Brittany took Tyler by his hand and pulled him through the pool house, where they came into the bedroom and found Alyssa on the bed, entirely naked, now.

                  “Fuck,” Tyler whispered.

                  “Fuck is right,” Alyssa said. “Look at that thing! It’s… massive!” She gasped, as both girls laughed. Tyler covered himself with his hands for a moment, grinning with both embarrassment and pride.

                  “What is going on?” Tyler asked, but could not help but notice Alyssa’s perfect figure, and especially her ruddy, swollen sex. His cock grew hard beneath his hands—so hard that he could no longer contain it—simply from the sight of the nude girl.

                  “You’re going to fuck her,” Brittany said. “She’s all yours. Do whatever you want.”

                  “Seriously?” Tyler said. “Are you sure about this?” He asked, inching toward the bed.

                  “Come here, already,” Alyssa begged. “Finish what your girlfriend started,” she said, spreading her legs slightly, and letting the rosy color of her pussy spread out before him.

                  “What she started?” Tyler said, wondering what exactly had taken place while Alyssa and Brittany were gone.

                  The blonde jock did not know at all what was going on; and he couldn’t have cared any less as to the reason. The only thing he knew was that, suddenly, his girlfriend was sharing him with her hot best friend. She was lying naked on the bed with her legs spread out, and begging for him. He had to pinch himself to see whether he was dreaming.

                  Brittany watched with delight as Tyler climbed onto the bed. She nodded and insisted that it was fine, even playfully grabbing Tyler’s hands and pulling them away from his lap.

                  “Look at it,” Brittany said; with a sense of pride, as her boyfriend’s now half-hard cock had already grown two or three times its previous size.

                  “Fuck!” Alyssa cried, grinning. She lifted a foot up to his cock and stroked the underside with her toes, even dipping down to the big, ruddy sack that hung at its base.

                  “Damn,” Tyler groaned quietly.

                  “I was telling Alyssa what a big penis you had and, well, she wanted to see it for herself,” Brittany said, coming down to sit on the edge of the bed near Alyssa’s breasts. She lowered her mouth over them and kissed them, all while Tyler watched in disbelief.

                  Brittany’s heart raced, thudding in her chest. She couldn’t believe what she was doing, but she couldn’t stop, either. She had to; now that she’d started.

                  “I want you to fuck her,” Brittany said. “That’s an order, young man,” she teased.

                  Each of the girls laughed, as Alyssa chimed in. “First he needs to taste me, though, to make sure I’m ripe for fucking,” she giggled.

                  Tyler hesitated for a moment, but with wild, excited eyes, gladly lowered his mouth to the warm, sweet mound. At once, he slid his tongue over Alyssa’s lips, tasting her sex on his mouth. Without wasting another moment, he grabbed the girl’s thighs in his big hands, and pulled her body closer toward him. “Oh!” Alyssa yelped, as her petite body had been so easily yanked by the muscular college boy.

                  “Fuck!” She cried out, as Tyler’s tongue waded through her lips, careful and caressing. Long, slow brushes then settled over her clit, bringing her closer and closer to climax, all while Brittany found Alyssa’s mouth and planted a kiss upon them. “Why don’t you taste yourself?” Brittany laughed, twisting her tongue with Alyssa’s, all as the red-head squirmed with utter delight at submission of Tyler’s expert tongue.

                  The red-head could faintly taste the flavor of her own wetness on Brittany’s mouth—sweet and dewy. She pulled off the blonde girl’s mouth to gasp with delight, each time Tyler’s mouth left her near climax.

                  Minute after minute she felt herself brought closer and closer, until finally, she felt the earth-shattering sensation of that entire tension wound and released. Her body felt as though it was turning inside out, as her skin became electric and she cried out, all as Brittany teased her breasts, and Tyler did not once let his tongue up from her clit—not until the final shudder of her core. After trembling and shaking, Alyssa’s petite frame relaxed, and the red-head quickly leap forward, grabbing Tyler’s fat cock in her hand.

                  She stroked it and, still panting from her climax, licked her lips and said, “It’s so giant!”

                  Brittany giggled and could only nod. The blonde girl began to remove her pants and panties, as Alyssa started to stroke her boyfriend’s cock. After only a few moments longer, Alyssa could not contain her hunger, and she brought her mouth to the blonde jock’s dick, sliding her lips over the smooth, firm, flared head of his massive tool.

                  “Fuck,” Tyler groaned, as the velvet, warm wetness enveloped his cock tighter than he’d ever experienced. His eyes rolled back and he grinned, watching Brittany strip naked before him. She teased him, putting on a little strip-show as she waded her hips back and forth. “How does her mouth feel, babe?” She asked.

                  “Fucking amazing,” Tyler said, though he felt a touch hesitant to admit as much. But somehow, Brittany smiled excitedly at this. The blonde girl had seemed to harbor only enjoyment and bliss at watching her boyfriend’s cock slide in and out of her old friend’s mouth. She leaned forward and got close up, pulling Alyssa’s stubborn hair back for her.

                  “He tastes good, huh?” Brittany asked. Alyssa moaned over the thick cock, to which the blonde girl laughed.

                  “Deeper, you dirty little slut,” Brittany laughed, and pushed against the back of Alyssa’s head. The blonde girl felt enlivened watching her more attractive friend suck her boyfriend off; a sight she’d once dreaded, yet now could not stop herself from growing wet over. She became more and more aroused, and couldn’t help but touch her swollen little clit as she listened to the wet sounds of Alyssa’s mouth on Tyler’s big dick.

                  “Are you ready to fuck her, babe?” Brittany asked. “Because I’m ready to watch you.”

                  “Fuck yeah I am,” Tyler growled, giving one final moan of delight as Alyssa tightened her lips around his cock and pulled off. She licked his pre-cum off her lips and grinned. “He tastes great, too.”

                  “Well, maybe you can tell me how I taste?” Brittany said, falling back against the headboard of the bed and spreading her pussy open. Alyssa laughed and turned onto her belly, inching across the top of the bed, until her mouth—already wet and flush from sucking Tyler’s cock—found the blonde girl’s pussy.

                  Tyler watched as Alyssa’s rump turned up into the air before him, and her wet, reddened lips seemed ready for him to spread apart over his cock. He wasted little time, grabbing his cock and sliding it inside the warm, tight opening.

                  “Oh… fuck,” he growled.

                  “Does she feel good, babe?” Brittany asked.

                  “Fuck,” was all he could say, with his eyes closing and his head falling back.

                  Brittany giggled, until Alyssa’ tongue slid over her clit, and from then on, all she could do was gasp and sigh with delight. She struggled to keep her eyes open and watch the sight she’d both dreaded and anticipated—her boyfriend sliding his big dick deep insider Alyssa’s soft, wet, pussy.

                  The blonde jock felt embarrassed going so slow, but with Alyssa’s tight walls gripping his shaft, he didn’t know just how long he would be able to last with the red-head’s butt stuck up in front of him to add to the torture.

                  “Fuck!” Brittany gasped. “She’s going to make me cum, babe.”

                  The blonde girl clutched her red-headed friend’s shoulders, gripping her fingers into the girl’s smooth, pale, heated skin, as she came. She didn’t understand anything that had led to that point, and she no longer cared as to the reasons why. All Brittany knew, was that she had in such a short time, become a certified cuckquean; fantasizing about her boyfriend and her best friend. And now, with Tyler’s cock deep inside Alyssa’s, leaving the red-head to moan over Brittany’s wet mound, Brittany had erupted.

                  “Fuck her, babe; I want to hear her scream,” Brittany insisted.

                  Tyler, finding his groove, now thrust deep and fast, grabbing Alyssa’s cheeks in each hand and fucking as deep as her body would allow. The red-head pulled her mouth from Brittany’s throbbing pussy and threw her head back, crying, “Fuck! Just like that!”

                  A pang of jealousy returned at the sight of Alyssa taking her boyfriend’s big cock so expertly, even begging for it. But she couldn’t argue with the lust and pleasure her body delivered. She watched with delight as the sound of her boyfriend’s hips spanking against Alyssa’s ass with each forceful thrust echoed into the bedroom, met with the sounds of Tyler and Alyssa’s moans.

                  “Cum for me, babe!” Brittany demanded. “I want you to fill her up.”

                  “Are you sure?” Tyler asked.

                  “I’m on the pill,” Alyssa laughed. “So fill me up!”

                  Tyler did not argue with this, and pounded the girl’s tight ass. He surprised each of them by flipping Alyssa over and resuming in missionary, grabbing Alyssa’s ankles and lifting them up toward over his shoulders. His cock slid deeper this way, and Alyssa’s cries became stronger, as she felt his thickness unlock her all the way to her deepest point—stretching her and filling her in a way she’d never experienced.

                  “I told you he felt good,” Brittany laughed, knowing exactly what the expression on her friend’s face had meant.

                  “I’m going to cum again!” Alyssa cried, rubbing her clit. At once, she broke into a second orgasm, as Tyler lowered her legs and brought his face up toward hers. He kissed her along her neck—his muscles towering over her quivering frame—as he broke into his own orgasm.

                  “Oh… fuck!” He growled at the top of his lungs.

                  Brittany could only watch as her friend and her boyfriend orgasmed together—each moaning and growling into the air. The jealousy returned to her mind, but her body overruled this with its own desperate need for a second orgasm, too. She touched herself and brought herself to another climax just as her boyfriend had emptied his virile seed deep into Alyssa’s womb. The knowledge of this left Brittany more conflicted than ever, just as Tyler planted a passionate kiss upon Alyssa’s lips, and the pair caught their breath.

                  “Wow,” she smiled. “I’ve never orgasmed twice like that. Brittany was right about you.”

                  “Thanks,” Tyler said, with a modest grin.

                  His throbbing cock finally weakened and he withdrew, with white pearls still oozing from his tip. He knew that it was the strongest orgasm of his life, but he also knew to keep this a secret between himself, and perhaps Alyssa, when he’d have her alone.

                  Brittany watched on, knowing that something big had changed, then. There would be no going back now. Her old friend had become her best friend, and her lover. But more than anything else, Alyssa had become part of her relationship with Tyler. If anything, Alyssa might take precedence over her if she were not careful. She watched the way Tyler came deep inside her; so much stronger than he seemed to with her.

                  Perhaps it was simply the thrill of the new for him. Or perhaps, she’d gotten herself into something bigger than she could have ever imagined. She didn’t know how she would feel as the day, the week, or the rest of the summer went on. But as her pussy throbbed from its second climax, Brittany knew one thing: she would not be able to argue with her body.

                  It was going to be a long, hot summer!
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      Hannah and Ethan's hours have been cut at work. With the loss of income, they're considering renting out the spare room. When Hanna finds Mia, there's something about her that she can't resist. Whether it's friendship or something more, Hannah wants Mia to be the one to take the extra room. However, Mia has a very unconventional work from home job. And when Hannah and Ethan find out what she does for a living, they may just have to join in on the fun. Even if it means Hannah has to share her boyfriend with the wild, new roommate.
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      Amanda's birthday is coming up and her best friend Lizzy wants to give her a very special present.  Amanda has a boyfriend, but Lizzy has noticed how Amanda has been eyeing her.  Lizzy decides to give Amanda what she's always denied.  An outlet for her secret feelings for Lizzy.  And on Amanda's big day, Lizzy wants to give Amanda the best gift of all.  The satisfaction of sharing her boyfriend, Kyle, with her best friend.  Sometimes it's true that friends know what's best. Even if Amanda didn't want to admit any of it until now.
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