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      “Here’s to our first vacation together,” Melissa crooned. The girl slid her hands up and along her fiancé, Tyler’s naked chest. She felt his strong pecs beneath her palms and bit her lip. She could feel his cock growing against her panties and she purred with delight.

      “Fuck,” Tyler grinned. “You know, we haven’t even seen the beach yet,” the twenty-nine-year old pro soccer player said.

      “Oh, well, did you want to stop? Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” Melissa said, taunting her fiancé. The twenty-six year-old girl smiled and then pushed her fiancé back onto the bed as the pair began to make out passionately.

      Melissa couldn’t have asked for a better afternoon and she hoped for an even better weekend. It was the first time the college girl and her fiancé had been able to escape their jobs since they had started dating eight years before when they had been undergrads in college. The fact that she and Tyler had been committed to one another and had not had the chance to enjoy a bit of alone time in a more beautiful setting than their drab downtown or in the clubhouse after one of Tyler’s soccer matches, had been weighing on the blonde-haired girl.

      But now the couple had finally made their getaway. The beach was perfect, and the condo that Melissa had booked online had also been perfect. She felt a relief when they first stepped into the condo and she realized that it was just as beautiful as the pictures on her rental app had implied. Considering she had booked it ‘sight unseen’ she was nervous about some bait-and-switch or highly underwhelming reality waiting to greet her and Tyler.

      Instead, they were greeted with what felt like paradise. And as the sun started to set on their first evening in down, she and her fiancé decided that the best inauguration of their condo was a bit of hot, steamy love-making.

      Melissa’s lip quivered as she lay in her back atop the queen-sized bed and Tyler slowly moved down her body and planted kisses along her slender belly. When he reached her panties, he peeled them from her and she felt the cool breeze of the ceiling fan against her trimmed mound. She sighed and bit her lip, as Tyler slid her panties down and off her feet and tossed them to the side. He spread her legs slowly and saw her ripe, pink lips, ready for feasting upon. He dove down and brushed his tongue gently into her folds.

      “Oh…” Melissa sighed. She grabbed a pillow and squeezed it as her fiancé began to eat her slow and passionately. Melissa knew she’d been spoiled. Not only was Tyler incredibly handsome, with broad shoulders, beautiful short blonde hair and crystal blue eyes, but he was flawless at eating her pussy. His corded biceps would flex as he balanced on the ends of his elbows and continued to eat her—his six-pack tightening just the same, as he planked his body and drove his tongue indulgently between Melissa’s tight folds.

      “Fuck… fuck me,” Melissa breathed, when she knew she could no longer hold off. Tyler pulled up and licked his lips of her flavor and knelt atop the bed. He worked out of his boxers and at once, Melissa saw his big dick swing out, already nearly fully hard. Melissa never tired of seeing her fiancé’s cock. It was a novelty every time she had seen it, even after three years. It was not only impressively large, but it was the prettiest penis she had ever seen—so smooth and evenly toned. And Tyler’s dickhead wasn’t strange or misshapen like guys she had seen on the internet. Instead, it was almost so perfect in its shape and pale-pink color that Melissa thought it the very textbook ideal of a perfect dick. She reached down and grabbed his cock, giving it a few strokes, before she lowered her hand and felt Tyler’s sack, too. She clutched his two large balls gently in their taut leathery pouch and grinned with delight, as if to signal to her fiancé that all the sperm swimming about inside it was hers and hers alone.

      It was a notion that Tyler certainly would not argue with.

      “You ready, babe?” He said, as he hovered over his fiancé in missionary position and grabbed the base of his cock. He lowered his hips and felt the head of his cock plunge into Melissa’s warm, tight opening. “Oh… fuck,” Melissa gasped, as Tyler opened her up. It never seemed to get old, the sensation of that first thrust into her aching pussy. Tyler slid his cock in and like a lock with a key, Melissa felt complete and whole.

      “Fuck,” the blonde boy groaned. He began to thrust into Melissa gently, knowing that to go much faster in the start, would surely lead to him climaxing far too soon. It was quite difficult to him, however, to pace himself, when he eyed down and saw Melissa’s face and her full breasts, perky and massive right beneath his body.

      “Fuck… fuck… fuck,” Melissa gasped.

      “Come on,” Tyler groaned, as he plunged deeper and deeper into Melissa, as if his cock had been a drill tunneling its way into her with each thrust into her warm, tight cavern.

      “I’m so close,” Melissa said, as she began to reach down and grind her fingertips against her clit. As she toggled the little pink nub, she felt the wave of pleasure begin to swell throughout her entire body.

      “So… close…” she said.

      Only moments later, amidst the moans and sounds of spanking skin, the couple turned back toward the bedroom door.

      “Oh… whoa,” a voice called.

      Just as the pair noticed that a young woman was standing in the doorway watching them, Tyler felt the surge of bliss in his balls. It rocketed down his shaft and started to explode into dizzying pleasure. “Oh… fuck,” the college boy growled, as he started to cum, balls-deep. He shot his massive load of sperm right into her belly as the stranger turned away and apologized.

      “Fuck,” Melissa said as she wiggled out from under her fiancé. Tyler felt his cock removed from the warm sleeve of his fiancé’s opening and he continued to shoot his ropes onto the bed. He turned around and tried to cover himself as his cock continued to spill its pearly seed. Both Melissa and her fiancé had been completely awe-struck and full of adrenaline to be caught in the very middle of fucking. And not only had they been caught, but they had been caught by a downright gorgeous girl.

      As Melissa covered herself in a sheet from the bed and Tyler covered his cock and balls with his cupped hands, they heard the girl call from in the hallway. “Um, hello?” she said.

      “Hello?” Melissa said, with frustration and impatience in her tone. “What are you doing here?”

      “I’m sorry, I just… I’m supposed to be staying here for the weekend,” the girl said.

      “Um, you can come in here, we’re dressed,” Melissa huffed.

      As the girl looked around the corner, Tyler looked at his fiancé and whispered, “Babe, I’m not clothed. Get me something,” he said.

      The girl appeared and gave a nervous half-smile.

      “Um,” she said, and bit her lip as she looked down at Tyler’s hands. Though he’d managed to cover himself for the most part, the bottom of his sack was still visible. The girl seemed to linger her eyes over the college boy’s hands, as if to catch a glimpse of the big dick she swore she had seen moments ago when she accidentally walked in on him and his fiancé.

      Melissa handed Tyler a large, decorative pillow. “Um, thanks,” Tyler said, sarcastically, as he held it in front of his still-hard dick.

      The girl laughed and said with a blush, “I—I’m sorry. I really wasn’t trying to walk in on the two of you.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Melissa said. She drew her green eyes over the girl, who had long, chestnut-dark hair that draped over the front of her shoulders and settled just above her full breasts, which were neatly encased in a thin, white camisole. The girl seemed much younger than Melissa or her fiancé, maybe even college-aged. She had a youthful, innocent appearance in her face, which had soft, alabaster-pale complexion with a small beauty mark near her glossy pink lips. Her eyes were as dark and wondrous as her hair and thick, well-trimmed brows. To Melissa, the girl seemed a wonder of natural beauty—almost like something out of a film or magazine spread. Her hourglass figure was slender, which only called to attention the perfect way her hips rounded out from her very narrow midsection, which was slightly revealed in her ensemble of the short camisole and pair of tiny khaki shorts.

      The girl had a small tattoo, too, inside one of her wrists, and a necklace with a Celtic symbol hanging from the silver chain. Everything about her was earthly and curious to Melissa, who could not help but study her in a way she had never done with another girl.

      “How old are you?” Melissa asked.

      “Eighteen,” the girl said, with a hint of hesitance.

      “Why?” She then asked.

      “Oh, no reason. I was just… curious, I guess,” Melissa said. She quickly continued. “Um, so, you said you’re staying here this weekend? I’m sorry, but my fiancé and I actually had this condo booked. Are you sure you have the correct address?”

      The girl pulled her phone out from her back pocket and began to slide her fingers across the screen. After a moment, she flashed the phone’s screen to Melissa and started to step toward her, all while sneaking another glance at Tyler’s naked upper-body.

      Melissa did not care for the girl’s curious glances at her fiancé’s body, but she was used to it, especially from younger girls like this. She knew Tyler was attractive, and not only to her. He had always been the center of attention on the soccer field, both for his skill and his striking looks. Men enjoyed watching him score goal after goal, and their wives and girlfriends, secretly, enjoyed watching him do just about anything!

      Melissa could not lie to herself; she liked the attraction other girls had to her man. Even though she felt a touch jealous, especially when a girl she felt was prettier than herself was paying her fiancé attention, she could not help but feel proud.

      The girl turned her eyes back to Melissa, but held a rather mischievous grin upon her lips, as if she knew she’d been caught looking at Tyler’s body and trying to peek at his dick, but she did not care. “I’m sorry, what did you ask me?”

      Melissa repeated, “I asked if you had the right address, and you were showing me your phone screen until you became… distracted by something on my fiancé’s body.”

      The girl bit her lip and slid her eyes back over to Tyler. When the blonde looked at her, she blushed and turned her eyes away. “Right,” she said. “Here, see?”

      She showed the screen of her phone to Melissa and Tyler, who looked. The girl had used the very same reservation app as they had, and in fact, had booked the very same condo for the very same weekend. Melissa could not blame the girl because, in all fairness, she had just as much a right to be in that condo as she and her fiancé had.

      “Hm, so you two are engaged?” the girl asked.

      “Yep,” Tyler said, with a smile.

      The girl was quiet, almost too shy to speak to Tyler, which, given her age, did not surprise Melissa.

      “Well,” the girl sighed. “The two of you should stay here. Maybe I can find a hotel in town. I just came down here to get a break from my art classes at the University a few hours away.”

      Melissa mulled it over in her mind for a moment and then, out of a pang of sympathy that she knew she might regret, she stopped the girl as she turned away and started to leave. “Wait,” Melissa said, and eyed Tyler.

      “Look, it’s not fair for you to have to leave because they double-booked us,” the blonde explained. “Maybe we could work something out?”

      “Really? Are you sure?” Tyler whispered.

      “Of course,” Melissa said. “I mean, she’s eighteen. There isn’t a hotel in the city that will let an eighteen year-old get a room,” she continued.

      “What? Are you sure?” the girl asked.

      “It’s some bullshit anti-spring-break law they have around here. They don’t want all the college kids being able to rent in town,” Tyler explained. “I found that out when my buddies and I came down here to get laid—I mean, get wasted—for spring break one year,” the blonde said, with a nervous chuckle.

      “I guess you don’t have much of a choice, unless you want to go back to your college,” Melissa said.

      “Are you sure, though? I mean, it’s a small condo,” the girl said.

      “Well, then, we’ll have to get more acquainted, won’t we?” Melissa grinned.
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      After the girl moved her suitcase into the living room, she sipped on an iced coffee she’d bought from the bodega on the corner. The ocean waves crashed just outside the window as the sun turned to dusk and a purplish-rusty color overtook the skies. The cool breeze of the shore wafted in through the windows Melissa had opened, and Tyler, still shirtless but now at least clothed in a pair of baggy swim trunks, had started to strum on an acoustic guitar. He saw on a leather sofa that faced the chair in which the girl sat in. As he played softly and sang beneath his breath to himself, the girl eyed him intently.

      Melissa recognized all the expressions on the girl’s face. They were the sort of looks a girl gave when she was interested in a guy, sexually. There was no denying it. Melissa knew, from one girl to another. She also knew that the girl was shy enough around her man to make any sort of move on her own; this left her feeling a bit relieved.

      And yet, the blonde could not decide what it was that had compelled her to let the girl spend the next few nights with them. There was something exotic about her—something both intimidating and worth pitying about her. She was at once more beautiful than Melissa could have ever hoped to be, even when she’d been eighteen, too. And at the same time, she seemed to have no idea of her powerful beauty. She’d seen Tyler look at her once or twice, too, when she’d brought in her suitcase, sat it on the hardwood floor and bent over to grab a few things out of it. Melissa couldn’t blame her fiancé because she, too, had eyed the girl’s long, slender tanned thighs and followed them up to her khaki shorts, which cradled her tight, round butt.

      As Tyler picked at his guitar and the girl stole glances at him, Melissa prepared a few snacks of cut up fruit, cheese and dip for herself, her fiancé, and their new roommate. She brought the plate into the living room and sat it down on a wicker chest that had been used as a coffee table.

      “Thanks, babe,” Tyler said, and leaned over and grabbed a few pieces of the food.

      “So, I don’t think we ever learned each other’s’ names,” Melissa said, as she eyes the girl, who stole an apple slice.

      “I’m Emily,” she said, with a little wave.

      “Nice to meet you,” Melissa said. “This is Tyler, and I’m Melissa.”

      “So, are you guys college students, too?” Emily asked.

      Melissa laughed and shook her head. “You think I could still pull that off? No, I’m an accountant and Tyler is a soccer player.”

      Emily cocked her brow and squinted, as though she had been trying to place something in her mind. “Wait a second, are you… Tyler Taliant?”

      Tyler gave a nod and a smile. “Oh my god,” Emily gushed. “My friend has like, the biggest crush on you,” she said. “She’s been to all the games. She only goes so that you’ll see her and, like, want to marry her,” Emily continued, laughing.

      Tyler laughed, too, along with Melissa. “How did you guess it was Tyler?”

      “Um, well,” Emily said, gaining her composure. “I thought I’d recognized you. She has a poster of you, but it’s from when your hairstyle was different, I guess. I don’t really follow sports, so I didn’t really put it together.”

      Emily smiled quietly and added, “Of course, the first time I saw you it was from a very… different angle.”

      Melissa eyed Emily, and saw the girls eyes light up, as if a faint fire in her mind had glowed quiet but strong as she recalled the image of Tyler’s butt, balls and cock plunging into Melissa.

      There was little as abrasive as seeing a man, especially an attractive one, from such an angle before one had ever seen the front of them. Though Emily had been shocked by it, she had had a hard time turning her eyes away from the sight, just the same.

      “Well, it’s me, in the flesh,” Tyler said, with a modest smile.

      “Yeah, definitely in the flesh,” Emily smiled.

      “So,” Melissa said, decoding the girl’s expressions. “Do you have a boyfriend or anything? I’m kind of surprised a girl like you would be here alone.”

      “No,” Emily said. “I’m really trying to focus on my studies right now. There have been a few guys, but they’re all so immature and stupid.”

      “I can understand that,” Melissa said.

      “They aren’t, like, real men, you know?” Emily said, as she turned her eyes to Tyler.

      “Yes,” Melissa answered, watching the girl, “I suppose I do.”

      The pair continued to make small talk, with Emily stealing glances at oblivious Tyler, and Melissa working to maneuver the conversation away from anything that might further ignite the girl’s interest in her fiancé. Each time she did, she failed. And each time she failed, Melissa found her body more and more excited by the fact that Emily could not keep her eyes off her man.

      The three then decided to take a walk along the beach just as the sun disappeared below the horizon of waves. With darkness setting in and only the sound of crashing waves and the smell of the salt water to occupy their minds, Melissa and Tyler tried to recapture some of the privacy they’d had before Emily showed up. But each time they did, they would both eye the girl’s body as she walked ahead of them. After a while, Melissa wondered if Emily didn’t know exactly what she was doing. Every so often, she would stop, bend over and look as though she were about to pick up a sea-shell that she might’ve found buried in the sand. But she would never seem to find any shells. Instead, she would poke her butt into the air for a moment, and then stand back up and continue on.

      And once, when the sky had turned dark enough that perhaps the girl expected her wandering eyes to be shielded in the night’s darkness, Melissa had caught Emily looking back over her shoulder when bent over.

      By the time the three returned to the condo, Melissa could feel the sexual tension swelling. Perhaps Tyler was still oblivious, or at the very least, knew well enough to not entertain such thoughts with an attractive stranger in front of his wife. But Melissa knew well-enough the energies that this new girl had been putting into the air. She was interested in something more than ocean scenes. Melissa knew that the relaxing vibes of the beach town had loosened her up, and expected it was doing the same to Emily and Tyler; leaving the three with lowered inhibitions and more adventurous spirits.

      “That was nice,” Melissa said, as the three arrived back at the condo. She stepped inside and Tyler plopped down into the sofa and reclined back—his six-pack flexing as he adjusted himself. Emily decided to follow his lead, and took a seat right beside him—closer than Melissa expected she would dare to.

      “Do you mind my sitting here?” She asked Tyler, who shook his head and smiled.

      Melissa then came and sat on the other side of her boyfriend. She eyed across his lap to Emily and saw that the girl was looking down at it.

      “I hope we didn’t blind you earlier,” Melissa joked. “We didn’t know we were going to have an audience when we were, you know, having sex.”

      “Oh, not at all,” Emily said, with a slight blush. “It was hot… I mean… I just meant that it certainly didn’t blind me,” the girl said, with a nervous chuckle.

      “You thought it was hot?” Melissa asked with a curious grin.

      Emily shrugged. “I was surprised, is all. It was like, ‘whoa—they’re having sex… they’re naked… and they’re actually really attractive, too,’ the girl confessed. “I guess normally when something like that happens, it’s probably because you stumbled upon something you actually wouldn’t care to see.”

      “Well, then, maybe we’ll have to give you an encore sometime,” Melissa smiled. Tyler turned his eyes to his fiancé and said, “Huh? You okay, babe.”

      Emily laughed and said, “Maybe you will.”

      Melissa began to slide her fingers across Tyler’s shorts, along the top of his thigh. The blonde looked down and saw this. He eyed Melissa and smiled. “What are you doing, babe?”

      “I don’t know,” Melissa chuckled. “Emily wants a show.”

      Tyler looked at Emily, who did not seem put-off by this at all. If anything, she looked quite interested, even if a bit coy.

      “I don’t mind,” the girl said with a mischievous grin.

      “I didn’t think you would. I saw the way you were looking at my man,” Melissa said. “You can’t seem to keep your eyes off him. And I know you were bending over in front of us out on the beach on purpose, too,” Melissa said.

      Emily blushed slightly and rolled her eyes as she smiled. “What? No way,” the girl refuted. “I was just…” she started to tease her hair and giggle.

      Tyler cocked his brow and eyed her. “You were?”

      “I don’t know,” Emily laughed and turned her eyes away.

      “She was,” Melissa said. “You saw Tyler naked and you can’t stop thinking about it, can you?”

      “What? No,” Emily said, with a giggle that grew increasingly nervous.

      “And you couldn’t stop looking at her butt, could you? I know you think she’s prettier than me,” Melissa said, turning to Tyler.

      “What?” Tyler said, with a defensive tone. He grinned wide, as though he’d been caught, but he kept up his defense.

      “Well, if the two of you are so obsessed with each other, than perhaps it’s me who should be watching you perform the encore,” Melissa said, twirling her blonde bangs in her finger. She couldn’t believe she’d actually said the words aloud, but she couldn’t help it. She wanted it, badly. The urge had been growing ever since Emily had arrived. Melissa had never done such a thing—never even thought it—and yet, she could not put the thought out of her mind ever since seeing the eighteen year-old vixen. There was something smug and coquettish about the naughty college girl that Melissa wanted to see dominated and taken. And she wanted nothing more than to see her own fiancé, Tyler, do it. She wanted to see his big dick overwhelm the girl and make her cry out with both ecstasy and pain.

      “Come on, babe,” Tyler dismissed.

      “No, I’m serious,” Melissa said. “I know she is hotter than me, but I don’t care,” the blonde continued. “I don’t know what it is about her, but I want to see her get exactly what she wants.”

      Melissa turned and looked over at Emily. She grabbed the girl’s hand and pulled it over, setting it down on her fiancé’s lap. “You feel it, don’t you?” she asked. Emily giggled.

      “It’s yours for the night. Just promise me you’ll make good use of it,” Melissa said.

      “Babe, what are… mmm,” Tyler started, before he began to moan as Emily’s hand caressed and massaged over his shorts. She’d found his shaft and grabbed it. She felt the thickness of the half-hard and plump dick, and bit her lip. “Wow,” she said.

      “Maybe you need a better view,” Melissa said, and reached over and tugged Tyler’s shorts down his body. The blonde athlete could only laugh and shake his head with incredulity as his fiancé pushed him to have sex with the girl.

      As his shorts made it down to his knees, his massive dick spilled out and Emily turned her eyes to it. “Shit,” the girl said. Melissa loved seeing such a dirty word come out of the girl’s innocent lips.

      “He has a giant penis,” she said.

      “I know,” Melissa smiled. “It feels even better than it looks, too,” the blonde said. “So go ahead and feel it.”

      Emily needed no further invitation. She wrapped her fingers around Tyler’s cock with wonder. As she did this, Tyler’s cock flared to full hardness—its eight inches of thick shaft pointing right up into the air with its slight upward curve. Melissa watched as her fiancé’s cock grew hard so much faster than any time she had been the one touching it. She knew without a doubt, now, that he’d wanted to fuck Emily all evening.

      “Fuck,” he moaned. Emily, as if more of an expert than she’d let on, began to jerk Tyler’s cock over and over. She cradled his balls in her other hand and gasped at the heft weight of them. She squeezed them gently and laughed.

      “Go on,” Melissa said, and grabbed Emily’s neck. She pulled the girl down, slightly and Emily obliged her, lowering her mouth onto Tyler’s cock. “Oh… fuck,” the blonde groaned, as Emily’s soft, wet mouth slid over his dick-head. At once, she sank her mouth half-way down his shaft and pulled back up, returning in smooth, mechanical plunges on his dick. The girl was no virgin, and Melissa knew it. She might’ve acted like one, but she was already bringing her man to the edge of climax with her sweet, gushy mouth.

      “Fuck…” Tyler moaned over and over, as Emily began to stroke the base of his cock while she sucked in long, sweeping dives of her mouth. Her skilled blowjob skills left Tyler begging for mercy within minutes and he implored her to pull her mouth off.

      Melissa giggled and watched the thirty-year old athlete, clearly overwhelmed by the girl’s hungry mouth.

      “I knew this wouldn’t be your first big dick,” Melissa said. “You have something about you that gives it away.”

      Emily shrugged and smiled. She had been completely surprised when Tyler stood, grabbed her and pushed her back until she reclined back into the sofa. She yelped and giggled as he grabbed her shorts and began to yank them off. “Mm,” she moaned, as he pulled them down and revealed her bright orange thong. Tyler groaned with delight upon seeing her neat little curves, now without the shorts to cover her hips.

      He wanted nothing more than to take her and dominate her right there. But first, he grabbed her thong and carefully slid it down her legs until he saw her shaved mound. Her lips had a pale-mocha complexion and as she spread her legs softly, Tyler saw her pussy open up like flower for him, already immensely wet.

      “Fuck,” Tyler growled, and immediately dove between her legs to feast on her pussy. Melissa came around the back of the sofa and ran her hands down the front of Emily’s body, massaging her breasts as the girl began to scream and whimper with pleasure.

      “Oh… oh…” she gasped over and over, as Tyler’s hungry mouth made her pussy his captive, brushing long and gentle in-between her lips and up around her clit. He worked dizzyingly slow to build her up, until Emily’s chest heaved with bated breath.

      “Fuck… I’m going to… oh, fuck,” Emily cried out, as her legs began to tremble and her body grew restless. Melissa slid her hands over the girl’s breasts and massaged them around their nipples. She drove her fingers inside the girl’s cami and bra, until she felt Emily’s stiff nipples against her palms. She teased them just as she climaxed. She brought her legs together around Tyler’s head and cried out wildly as the blonde athlete lapped her clit rhythmically and fingered just inside her warm opening. He lowered a finger down to her asshole and teased it as her body contracted and she finally came. A few soft tickles against her warm asshole left her gasping with delight.

      “That’s it,” Melissa said. “Tyler’s an expert at eating pussy, just like you apparently seem to be an expert at sucking his big dick.”

      The girl did not respond, too far gone in the throes of her orgasm. When she finally came to, she ignored Melissa completed. She turned her brown eyes to Tyler and begged, vulnerable and desperate, for him to fuck her.

      “Take me… however you want me,” she breathed.

      Tyler grabbed his cock and stood between her legs. At once, he grabbed them and tossed them up into the air as he squatted slightly and rubbed the tip of his cock against her opening. Too hungry and impatient to delay, he pushed into Emily’s warm, tight hole and felt her walls grab his cock tightly. She gasped and cried out softly as her body opened around his big cock.

      “Fuck…” the blonde groaned, and plunged deeper inside. Inch by inch, he felt he warm, gooey slit clench his dick with its tight, ridged walls, as if trying to steal the virile sperm right out of his balls.

      Tyler grunted and groaned over and over as he pushed into the tight, reluctant hole, and watched Emily moan with bliss and frustration. Melissa felt her body wet between her legs, and she pulled her hand down to rub herself as she watched her fiancé fuck the eighteen year-old vixen. She watched Tyler’s shaft disappear into Emily’s body, pull out, and push back in, each time leaving a stupefied and pleasant expression on his face.

      She felt jealous and delighted all at once, and wanting nothing more than to see Tyler fill the girl with his load.

      “That’s it,” Melissa said. “Take his big dick. Does it feel good, babe?”

      “Does it…” Tyler groaned. “You feel so fucking amazing… better than Melissa,” he said.

      Melissa could not help but imagine it was true. Just by looking at Emily’s tight little hourglass figure, she knew that the eighteen year-old must feel much better and snug around Tyler’s cock. She could tell, too, by the way he had to work not to cum so early.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, and plunged faster and faster. He leaned forward and began to make out with Emily. The girl moaned through these kisses—her eyes still tight as she rode out the pain of being filled and stretched open so wide around Tyler’s massive dick. But she loved every moment of it. She’d never felt such an amazing feeling as being stuffed by Tyler’s big, warm cock. She felt it massage deep inside her, and even started to feel another climax grow inside her.

      “Come on… that’s it,” Melissa continued, cheering her husband on. “Fuck her naughty little cunt,” she said, as she massaged Emily’s breasts over and over, teasing and tickling the girl.

      “She decided she was going to watch us have sex and then try to seduce you,” she continued. “Well, she didn’t expect me to let my man fuck her, instead!”

      “Fuck…” Emily groaned.

      “Say you’re sorry,” Melissa insisted.

      “I’m… I’m sorry,” Emily panted, as her body started to tremble and she realized she would soon orgasm again.

      “Fuck… I’m going to… ugh,” she gasped. She grabbed Tyler and pulled him down for a kiss, before whispering harshly into his ear, “Cum inside me. I want you to get me pregnant.”

      Melissa’s eyes widened as she’d heard this. She didn’t have enough time to comment before Tyler began to pound Emil’s pussy. The sound of his sweating skin spanking against the tight eighteen year-old’s body echoed throughout the condo and undoubtedly had drifted out of the open windows. Melissa wondered if all the neighbors could hear her fiancé dominating the tight teen.

      “Fuck… fuck,” Tyler growled over and over, until he pounded slower and less rhythmically. Melissa knew then that her man was shooting his massive load deep into Emily’s fertile pussy. The sight left Melissa grinding harder into her clit as she climaxed, just as Emily seemed to do the same. The three moaned loudly and filled the sound of the ocean waves with their ecstasy. Melissa, even in her orgasm, listened intently to the music that Tyler and Emily had made with their strained voices.

      Tyler felt his sack empty of every last sperm. It shot forcefully deep into Emily’s hungry, greedy belly as the girl clutched her legs around the athlete’s back. “Fuck,” Tyler exhaled, and shook his head.

      Melissa regained her composure, too, and smiled. “You came hard, didn’t you? Harder than you ever do with me,” she said, with a touch of envy.

      “I did,” Tyler said. “She stole every drop of my cum.”

      Emily laughed and wiped her bangs away, which had stuck to her forehead with sweat.

      “You were only kidding about getting pregnant, too; I liked that,” Melissa said. “It was hot.”

      “I wasn’t kidding,” Emily smiled with pride. “I’ll bet his sperm are swimming right up to my egg right now. I’m ovulating,” she said.

      A shot of terror struck Melissa’s gut and the blonde knit her brow. “What?”

      Emily only laughed with delight. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m sure Tyler will give you a baby someday, too.”

      Melissa watched as Tyler and Emily stood and embraced. He patted Emily on her bare butt and they started off. “Let’s get in the shower—it’s a big walk-in one,” Emily said to the blonde.

      “Babe, um, are we done?” Melissa asked.

      “No, I think I’m going to fuck Emily in the shower,” Tyler grinned. “You coming?”

      Melissa smiled. She was happy to know that Tyler hadn’t forgotten her, even though she felt less than in that moment. But she knew it was simply a new chapter in her relationship with Tyler. And she figured that it was still unlikely that Emily would get pregnant from the very first time she’d had sex with Tyler.

      If she wasn’t lying about ovulating then I’m screwed… a tight, fertile body like hers? Tyler’s sperm probably love it inside her body, Melissa thought, as she followed the pair off to the bathroom.

      She couldn’t help but feel incredibly envy and jealousy at the girl. She knew Tyler loved her, but suddenly she had taken a backseat in her sexual power over the blonde athlete. Emily was the new girl, and she controlled him. And soon enough, she might just have a swollen belly with his child. So much had happened since they’d stepped foot into the beach town. And so much was yet to happen, Melissa knew.

      One thing was for certain, though; she couldn’t seem to argue with any of it, because to do so, was to argue with her own body. And it was just way too arousing to watch her fiancé with another girl, no matter the consequences.

      She smiled as she heard Tyler turn the shower on.

      Melissa then knew it was going to be a very wild weekend.
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      Is there anything worse than having a boss who is younger, wealthier and hotter than you are? Well, unfortunately there is. I know this, because I’ve lived to tell the tale. See, when I first started working for Reagan, I didn’t think much of it. Of course she was a flaming-hot, super-model turned assistant editor-in-chief of the women’s magazine I was interviewing to work for.

      I still remember my first day, driving downtown and walking along the streets. The skyscrapers towered over my head and almost made me dizzy. Imagine my disorientation when I was zooming up the elevator to the sixty-ninth floor to the offices for the women’s fashion magazine I felt I had no chance whatsoever of scoring a job at. I was seven years out of college at the ripe age of thirty-one. I was one of those typical good girls who delayed partying with the rest of the dorm until I’d finished my studies like an obedient little worker bee.

      Sure, I made the dean’s list every semester. But while I was getting top grades, all of my girlfriends were enjoying nights in which they partied so hard they, apparently, ‘couldn’t remember a thing,’ the next morning.

      And where, you might ask, did all that diligence get me? Absolutely nowhere. That’s right. I graduated into the great recession and ended up working as a coffee barista. And I didn’t have a single wild story from my college years. I wasn’t just jaded, I was broke and depressed.

      Of course, when he walked through the doors to order coffee, my entire world changed. I saw him, tall and walking into the shop—his short, sandy-blonde hair so perfectly styled I’d wondered whether he was on his way to his job as a news anchor. And his smile so devastatingly handsome with two shallow dimples and a chiseled jaw that I thought he might knock me over the moment his big blue eyes turned toward me.

      His name was Eric and somehow—someway—he liked me.

      He liked me so much, in fact, that he started coming to our café five days a week, before he went to work as a personal trainer down the street. Did I mention he came into the café each morning wearing a pair of skin-tight bicycle shorts and a sleeveless shirt that showed his big, corded biceps? Yeah, because that’s kind of amazing. Of course, his muscles weren’t as amazing as the anaconda he seemed to have stuffed in those tight bicycle shorts.

      Not that I was looking or anything. I mean, I wasn’t looking at Eric’s bulge any more than I look at the sun every day. It was kind of hard to miss, even though he looked about as oblivious to this as could get.

      Days had turned into weeks and weeks into months, and soon Eric wasn’t just coming into the café to order a latte. He was coming in to pick me up for our dates. And eventually, I became Mrs. Davenport. How? I have no idea! I was slender, albeit a touch thick, with shoulder-length brown hair and dark eyes. Was I special? No way. Was I pretty? Eh… maybe on a good day?

      The point is, I have no idea what Eric saw in me. But he saw it, and he wouldn’t let go. And I was glad. Because he was just as amazing as I could have ever dreamt. Oh and his bulge? Well, it was not lying. If anything it was underestimating. He is so big that I was sore for a week after our first time. And yet, I was immediately addicted to the way his big, thick dick filled me and stretched me deep.

      Naturally, a girl like me with a guy like Eric is going to raise a few jealousy problems. And it did. I mean, I figured every girl on the street must’ve been checking out my Eric each time we would walk out somewhere. Why did I think that? Um, because every girl on the street was checking him out. I know girls, and I certainly know our sly little tactics as well as any other. I knew when girls were sliding their eyes ever so discrete across our bodies to get a quick glimpse at Eric’s bulge. Then, they would turn their eyes up and meet his, and give one of those annoyingly playful and innocent grins. I hated it, and I glared right at them each time.

      I was possessive of my man. He was perfect, after all. And no girl was going to come in and swoop him away from me. Not if I had anything to say about it.

      So, I made sure I was working out and doing everything I could to keep my man satisfied. And Eric seemed to be pleased with every part of me. I even considered getting a boob job for him—a surprise for his twenty-eighth birthday. I decided not to, though. I guess I chickened-out. But I really wanted those bigger boobs; always self-conscious about my b-cups.

      As time went on, Eric and I settled into our life together. He’d made enough from his personal training job that I didn’t have to work at the coffee shop any longer. But, I knew I needed something to do. And when he found out that I’d gone to school for journalism and creative writing—even had a few of my articles and stories published around graduation time—he pushed me to try and find a job doing just that.

      “I can’t do that; I must’ve applied to a hundred places after I graduated. Most of them wouldn’t even call me back, and the ones that did were probably just fulfilling some sadistic need to listen to my desperation,” I said to him.

      “Babe, you’ve got to take another shot. That was seven years ago. It’s not a recession, anymore. Business is booming,” Eric laughed. “Hell, why don’t you start your own magazine, then?”

      Now he’d had me cornered. He’d called my hand. I didn’t really want to get back into the writing game, but I was way too nervous to consider starting my own magazine or journal. Even a little online blog seemed overwhelming and terror-inducing.

      So, one night, with a glass of wine in my hand and Eric by my side, I applied to a few openings downtown. “It’s just for fun,” I’d said to him. “Just so you can see how pointless this is.”

      “You don’t get any call backs, and I’ll get off your case about it,” Eric assured me. We both agreed to the terms of our little wager, and I applied to five different magazines.

      Days went by and I heard absolutely nothing. When the following business week had started, I was ready to rub it all in my hubby’s face. But then my phone rang, and I received a voicemail message from a woman named Reagan. “Um, hi, this is Reagan Sanders, Editor-in-chief and president of marketing for Girlpower21 Magazine. I received your resume here and I’ve got to say, it’s impressive. Why don’t you come on down for an interview on the 30th around—let’s stay eleven in the morning? See you then.”

      I was so nervous that I didn’t even call Reagan back for a few days. When I finally returned the call and agreed to meet, I was practically trembling.

      I suppose, looking back, I’d expected Regan to be an older woman. Think Devil Wears Prada. Yeah, I thought I was going to be Anne Hathaway (Dream on, girl) and I was going to be interviewing with the stern and cryptic Miranda Priestly.

      Think again.

      When I finally made it into Girlpower21’s offices on the sixty-ninth floor and met Reagan, she could not have been any more different than what I’d been expecting. Reagan was tall, slender, but had a discernable hour-glass figure, along with the most enviable set of big, perfect breasts a girl could own (or maybe purchase).

      She had long, blonde locks with highlights of platinum and chestnut, and her natural curls settled just down at her shoulders near her cleavage, which I could hardly stop staring at during the interview. Reagan was the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen in my life. She didn’t have the sort of faux-beauty you see in a lot of girls these days with dyed hair and clever makeup tricks. She was a natural beauty, with a sort of subdued sexuality to it. She looked like she could have been a schoolteacher just as easily as a Playboy model. And, Reagan resided somewhere in-between.

      We met and, everything was cordial and professional. But, I couldn’t help but burn with envy beneath my placating smiles that this girl was not only hotter and with bigger boobs, but she was clearly younger, too. I wasn’t old yet, but I wasn’t exactly co-ed age, anymore, either. Whereas Reagan looked like she might’ve still been in college, for all I knew. She was absolutely perfect from head to toe. How could I have possibly even tried to compete with a girl like her?

      “So, you haven’t done much writing lately, hm?” Reagan said. She licked the corner of her cherry-red lips as she knit her brows and looked through my resume on her tablet.

      “Um, well,” I started, fidgeting in my seat and running a hand through my hair. “I haven’t really had a writing job, as you can see.” I gave a nervous chuckle and continued, “Um, but, I’m ready to learn everything. If you hire me, you won’t regret it—that’s for sure.”

      Reagan looked at me with an indecipherable expression on her eyes. She had a cool, disaffected gaze that left me somewhat intimidated.

      Finally, she cracked a smile and reached her hand slowly across her desk to meet mind. We shook and she said, “Welcome to Girlpower.”

      “Really? I’ve got the job? I… wow,” I said.

      “My husband will be… wow,” I continued, unable to finish a thought.

      “Oh yes, your husband. I think I saw a few pictures of him on your Facebook page, right?” Reagan said, with her familiar gaze turned toward me again.

      “My… Facebook?” I said, somewhat surprised. I was quite sure I hadn’t given my facebook profile out to Reagan until she turned the tablet over and pointed. “Right here? You mentioned it in your contacts.”

      “Oh, right,” I said. I gave another little nervous laugh and nodded. Inside, however, I think I was screaming. I’d had a few unflattering pictures on my profile—drunk pictures more than anything else. But I hadn’t used my profile in a little over a year by that point. I couldn’t even remember what I’d put on it, other than embarrassing little secrets like my love for Sex in the City and other guilty pleasures—that sort of thing.

      I knew there were a few photos of Eric, though. Good ones, too. Of course, he never seemed to take a bad photo. I think I’d even put one of him in the gym, and another of him in his bicycle-shorts—my favorite outfit for him to wear for obvious reasons. The question, then, became; what had Reagan seen? And how much had she noticed, of my husband?

      She smiled and jutted her chin out. “He’s something else, huh?”

      “Um, my… Eric?” I said, nervous.

      Reagan licked her lips and teased her hair. “Don’t be shy, Victoria,” she said to me. “You’ve got a hottie for a husband—you should bring him around the office sometime and let the rest of us get a minute with him.”

      The remark was catty and jocular, but it felt like a barb deep in my gut. Jealous plumed like smoke throughout my stomach and I wanted to reach forward and slap Reagan. But I didn’t. Instead, I gave another nervous chuckle and obedient smile.

      I did it the very same way I would go on to do it for the next two months working directly beneath Reagan.

      I’d mostly put that awkward moment behind me, because, from day-one, it was all business with my new boss. Reagan might’ve been younger than I—she was twenty-two, in fact—but she ran her office like an older, more mature woman. Nothing and I mean nothing, could intimidate or move her when she had her eye on the prize. It was both incredible and infectious to be around a young woman who was so motivated and determined to take whatever she wanted.

      And, when I realized that Reagan had had a boyfriend of her own, I didn’t feel quite so worried. I even invited Eric up a few times to meet me in the lobby so we could go out for a quick cup of coffee on my lunch break. I didn’t have the nerve to let him meet Reagan, of course. But I wasn’t quite so paranoid to have him in the building, knowing that Reagan had a hottie of her own.

      But, not long ago, Reagan had broken up with her boyfriend. She had come into the office like any other morning, ready to get down to business.

      “Tanson and I broke up,” she’d said, almost as matter-of-fact as if she’d told me she was planning to order take-out for our lunch break.

      “Oh, Reagan, I’m so sorry,” I’d told her. “How long were you two dating?” I asked.

      “Oh, maybe two months. I only met him maybe a week before you started working here. It was nothing, really—just a fun little fling to occupy my evenings. But ultimately, I need something more,” she explained. “I’m looking for bigger and better things—mostly bigger—if you get my meaning,” she said, with a grin and a wink.

      “Oh, um… sure,” I said.

      The only thing I could think of Eric’s massive dick. That was the first thing that came to mind anytime I heard a television show or girlfriend joke or discuss anything about dick size. My boyfriend is hung like a horse, so suck it, ladies, I thought to myself whenever the subject came up, with my mind teasing my girlfriends and their below-average boyfriends or husbands. I couldn’t help but feel smug. It was not only Eric’s body, rather than mine, but there wasn’t much I felt comfortable being smug about to begin with. I deserved to have a little fun!

      “Well, I’ll put the word out for you,” I joked to Reagan.

      “I’ve got a few choice candidates—don’t worry about me,” Reagan said.

      “Oh, really?” I asked.

      Reagan nodded and bit the end of her pen. “I’ve been playing around with couples here and there this past week,” she said, lowering her voice.

      “Couples? Wh—what do you mean?” I asked, my nervous little smile fading as I grew far too curious to keep up appearances.

      “Oh, you know,” Reagan chuckled, and ran a hand through her hair. “It’s just something a girlfriend was doing. And it’s New York—you’ve got to have a little fun while you’re young,” she said, giving no further clarity on the matter.

      Before I could press her any more, she immediately brought up a few errors in my latest draft for an article on single-living night-spots in SOHO.

      I was not about to bring the conversation up again.

      And, I thought with a sigh of relief, that that was that. Reagan would go on ‘playing with couples,’ whatever that meant, and I would get to keep working for a boss that, while demanding, was actually very fun. And as time went on, we had more and more fun. Sometimes, Reagan even got more touchy than I would have ever expected from another girl, and especially another boss. From time to time, she would see me crook my neck, and give me a short shoulder massage. Her vanilla-scent perfume would pervade my senses, and, like putty in her strong, firm grip, I felt so vulnerable and weak. I felt dominated by her in the strangest way. It was not sexual. But, each time these little things happen, it became more and more sexual.

      Until soon enough, I couldn’t seem to stop wondering what Reagan was doing in her time outside the office. Sometimes she would come into work looking flush and dishelmed, as if she’d had a wild night. Once, I even swore I’d smelled cum on her—even seen a hint of it dried on her cheek. Of course, this was all my imagination. I was just having a fun little, straight-girl infatuation with my boss. I didn’t dare give this away, but that’s because it was nothing. In fact, it was less than nothing.

      If anything, it was envy.

      And like I said, it was all work between Reagan and I, and as time went on, I did not have to deal with many conversations about our personal lives.

      This all changed one afternoon, however…

      “Vic, your husband, Eric is here to see you; he’s headed to your office,” the front girl said to me, after buzzing me in my office. I’d been daydreaming, looking out my window at the skyline and the city which, from so far up looked like a golden, late-summer paradise quieted to total silence. The clouds had drifted by lazily, and, admittedly, it was hard to get much work done with such a serene and tranquil view. I wanted to go out to the park that afternoon—maybe try writing outside at a bistro.

      I wish that I’d done just that. But, by the time I was considering it, Eric had decided to surprise me.

      Even with Helena’s warning on the speaker, I was thrown-off by seeing Eric’s gorgeous eyes pop around the frame of my doorway.

      “Hey, um, I’m looking for this sexy girl who works in the editing department—have you seen her? She’s about, oh, this high,” he said, motioning. “And she’s got a body that’s just….” He continued, giving a chef’s kiss gesture.

      “Come on,” I said, with a chuckle. “What are you doing here?”

      It wasn’t conscious, but the moment I saw Eric, my very first thought had been about whether Reagan was nearby at all. Call it jealousy or simply… geographic awareness. But, my mind had wanted to make perfectly clear that I was the only ‘sexy girl’ in the editing department.

      I humored Eric’s levity and then worked out of his embrace to press the button on the speaker. “Um, Helena—is Reagan in the office?” I asked, about ninety-nine percent confident that she was out to lunch. Her lunch breaks had been two hours lately, and I knew she’d been busy eating more than lunch. That’s right. She’d been dropping little hints here and there. And finally, the afternoon before, she gushed, as if we were a pair of schoolgirls in the bathroom, that she’d eaten another girl’s pussy and that it had left her feeling ‘unbelievable.’

      This was all still very much on my mind that day—so much so that I hadn’t even processed that morning when Eric said he’d be downtown for work. I should have been able to easily prepare to meet him outside of the building. But I was too busy daydreaming about summer days in the park and Reagan eating… well, me. I hated to admit it to myself. But I’d grown wet in my panties thinking about it. I didn’t know what my not-so-new boss was doing to me. She kept bragging about the naughty things she was doing, albeit, without being very explicit until the day before. And there I was, happily married but still yet to live any of the wild days she seemed to make a habit out of. My youth was in its twilight years and hadn’t even had a chance to get naughty. And meanwhile, Reagan was only twenty-two and living like a pornstar!

      I envied her as much as I grew secretly aroused by her. After all, suddenly this strikingly beautiful girl was eating pussy? She was straight, last I’d heard. So my mind had no reason to ever suspect there could be sexual tension between the two of us. And yet, now, she was willing to do some not-so-straight things.

      That changed everything.

      “Yeah, she’s still gone, babe,” Helena finally returned.

      “Oh, okay, thank you—guess I’ll just talk to Reagan when she’s back in, then,” I said to Helena.

      “Talk to me about what?” Reagan then said, walking briskly down the hallway. She was wearing the shortest skirt I think I’d ever seen on a business professional. She had a silky blouse on, as well, with ample cleavage and a low cut that afforded a slight view of her push-up bra. Reagan’s hair, which normally had been put up in the middle of the week, due to the strenuous work schedule and the fact that she seemed to spend nights at other people’s homes, lately, was flawless that day.

      “Reagan!” I cried. “It’s you,” I continued, looking positively daffy, no doubt. “And you look amazing; that’s great,” I said, hoping to hide my fury.

      “Yes. I needed to get some professional photos done. I had an appointment. I told you about it yesterday when we were leaving,” she said, cocking her brow.

      She wasted no time waiting for me to respond to this, however. “Well, hello,” she said, and turned her nose up and looked at my Eric.

      “I don’t think we’ve met,” she said, tapping the pen she’d been holding up to her pursed lips.

      “Hi,” Eric said. “I’m Victoria’s husband, Eric,” he said, and extended his hand out.

      “Well, I’m Reagan—Victoria’s boss,” she said, and I watched as Eric’s hand enveloped hers.

      Reagan gave a smile that told me everything. If I had had laser vision, no doubt I would have seen the dampness stains in her panties at that moment. She looked practically in-heat as she smiled flirtatiously and said, “I’m her boss so, whatever I say, she has to do. So, if she’s not giving you much attention just say the word and I’ll make her write an article on how to give the perfect blowjob,” she giggled. “She can practice on you.”

      I could not believe what she was saying. Eric, seemingly, couldn’t believe it either, as evidence by an incredulous grin across his lips. “Yeah, well, maybe,” he said.

      “Vic, you want to grab something to eat?” Eric then asked.

      “Oh, Vic, actually, we’re going to have to eat in the office today,” Reagan said, with a wink. “Eric, you’re free to stay, though. We get whatever we want—delivery, so just say the word,” she continued.

      “Well, sure—that’s fine. As long as I’m not going to be a distraction,” Eric said.

      “Um, no that’s fine,” I said, and looked at Reagan. She turned her wide, green eyes to me and bit her lip. “No need to worry about that. Stay and we can… chat while we eat.”

      “What are we going to eat?” Eric asked.

      “Well,” Reagan said, grinning mischievously. “I thought Victoria and I would eat lunch. But you could eat…”

      I cleared my throat loudly and eyed Reagan. “Um, Reagan, could I speak to you for a moment… in private?”

      Reagan giggled and nodded and the two of us disappeared around the corner. I had never lost my cool with my new boss. I had always been way too afraid to do so. But there are just some times when a girl has to cross a line! And this was one of those times.

      “What are you doing?” I said, in a harsh whisper.

      “What?” Reagan asked, with all the innocence of a guilty child who’d been proud of themselves.

      “Were you about to say something… I don’t know… um… when you were talking about eating… what where you talking about… exactly?” I said. I suddenly felt my paranoia on full-display. Reagan looked at me with much the same sentiment.

      “Babe, I don’t know what you’re thinking, but I was about to tell your husband that he could eat whatever he wanted. Is there something wrong with allowing your husband to eat?” Reagan asked, with mocking obliviousness.

      “Well, I just… yesterday you were talking about eating a girl out and I just-“

      “You just had eating pussy on your mind? Still?” Reagan grinned.

      “It’s not that, I just…”

      “You thought I was going to say that Eric could eat your pussy? Or maybe mine?” She grinned even wider.

      I turned a shade red and balled my fists at my sides. “It’s not that. I was just… letting my imagination get the best of me.”

      “What do you mean, Vic?” she then asked. Her eyes grew giant with shock and she gasped. “Victoria! Are you suggesting you want your boyfriend to fuck me? Listen, babe; I don’t know what you do in your own personal life, but you can’t bring those sorts of things into the office. It’s totally inappropriate—is that understood?”

      Reagan had a suddenly stern and professional demeanor about her. I wanted to cock my head and smile with total incredulity, but Reagan seemed completely serious. I realized, then, that I had completely overstepped—or more like, overreached.

      Maybe I was being completely ridiculous. I was so obsessed with the image of Reagan eating pussy—eating my pussy, really—that I’d completely overreacted at her harmless suggestion that my husband order whatever he like for lunch.

      Right?

      Wrong.

      We went back around the corner and greeted Eric, again, who was propped against a wall. He was wearing a pair of jeans—thank goodness—and a white v-neck t-shirt. He looked less like a personal trainer than he did a rugged cowboy, albeit with the complexion and muscle definition of a male model.

      “Eric, we’re going to eat in my office. Right this way,” Reagan said, leading us both with her finger.

      “Your office?” I asked, confused. Reagan was always super private about her office. She never let anybody inside except for me. And even I hardly spent time inside her office, but save for the few moments in which I’d been called into it to go over a few issues in my writings.

      Suddenly, Eric and I were being invited into Reagan’s office. Something didn’t add up. Reagan had something up her sleeve.

      “So, Eric, Vic tells me you’re a personal trainer? I can believe it,” Reagan said. She implored Eric and I to take a seat on her black leather sofa, which was up against the outside wall, which was a floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked the bustling city streets.

      “Yeah, that’s right… man, what an office is this?” Eric gushed. “This room is bigger than most peoples’ houses,” he laughed.

      “Well, they treat me well, here,” Reagan smiled. “And we treat Victoria well, too,” she continued, and crossed her arms. She propped her butt back against the edge of her desk and faced Eric and I, as we reclined back in the sofa. I reclined, but I wasn’t quite comfortable—not yet—not until I knew what Reagan’s intentions were.

      “So, working out all the time must really wind you up, huh?” Reagan said.

      Eric’s brow jumped and he looked at me.

      “Well, it’s just that, we’re doing a piece on how testosterone can decline in men after a certain age. Are… you over thirty-five?” Reagan asked, with thinly-acted curiosity.

      “I’m thirty, actually,” Eric answered.

      “Oh, well, you’ve got plenty of juice, still, don’t you?” Reagan said, and turned her eyes down over Eric’s jeans.

      I might as well have glared a hole through the blonde, but she refused to acknowledge me. “Well, you know; our research found that the best way to preserve your testosterone levels is to have plenty of sex. Can I ask how often Victoria and you have had sex this past week?”

      Eric shifted in his seat and let out a disbelieving chuckle. “What? I mean, maybe twice… or maybe it was just once, last Friday after that mixer at Rob’s,” he said.

      “That won’t do,” Reagan said, and turned to me. “Victoria, what are you doing? You’re going to let a handsome boy like this go without sex for an entire week?”

      “It’s not like that. We were… I mean, I’m working a lot and…” I fumbled.

      “Do you remember that idea we came up with together the other day? About an article you could write about how to give the perfect blowjob?” Reagan asked. “Well, I think I’d like you to do it.”

      “What?” I asked.

      “Our readers want to know just how to suck dick like a porn-star, and you’re going to be the one to teach them,” Reagan winked.

      “With all due respect, Reagan, I’m not exactly the…” I started, but the blonde interrupted.

      “Eric, how is she at sucking dick?” Reagan asked, as blunt as if she’d asked his occupation or favorite food.

      “Um, well,” Eric started, and dragged a hand through his head. “She’s ok.”

      “Just okay?” Reagan said, as I whipped my eyes over toward my husband. “Just okay?” I said, echoing my boss.

      “Well, you just… it’s not the most enthusiastic blowjob,” Eric said.

      I crossed my arms and felt a tinge of fury at Eric. “What would make it more enthusiastic?” I asked, my tone dripping with attitude.

      “Well, you don’t even touch my balls, and, um… maybe we shouldn’t be discussing this right now,” Eric said, turning back to Reagan, who stepped toward us and sat on the arm of the sofa that was right next to my husband.

      She eyed down at his jeans. “No, no. I am Victoria’s boss. I need to know all the details if we are going to make this a Pulitzer-worthy piece,” she smiled.

      “Reagan, I really don’t think we need to,” I started.

      “Victoria, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Eric, you’re really big, aren’t you? Usually, that’s the problem. The guy’s penis is just too big for his girlfriend—I mean wife—and she isn’t experienced enough to handle his size.”

      I looked at Reagan with disbelief and anger. Eric, on the other hand, was running a hand through his hair and grinning. “I’m not giant,” he smiled. “Maybe eight—eight and a half.”

      Reagan laughed. “Not giant? You’ve got to be kidding. That’s massive. Do you know how many guys have penises that big? Two-percent, probably more like one-percent of the population. That’s not a dick—that’s a spectacle.”

      Eric looked downright pleased to have a hot girl like Reagan discussing his dick. And I looked down and could see it swelling in his jeans. It wasn’t exactly hard to find, especially when he started to grow. I looked up at Reagan and could see her looking right at it, too, and licking her lips as if just waiting to feast on it. Jealous welled in my body, but something strange started to happen, too. I felt downright turned on by what was going on before my eyes. I was so jealous and angry in my mind, but in my panties? Well, it was another story. I felt them damp under my pants and I bit my lip. I shook my head, as if trying to shake the ridiculous thought out of my mind. After all, I wasn’t about to share my man with another girl—a much hotter, prettier girl. And I certainly wasn’t about to like it, right?

      Wrong again.

      “Babe, what’s going on here?” Eric asked, detecting the vibes coming from Reagan.

      “Nothing, babe,” I said, with a mousy and proud little grin. “My boss just thinks you’re hot and she’s a bit of a slut.”

      Reagan gasped and her eyes grew wide. Her shock quickly turned into a wide smile and she reached forward and playfully slapped me. It was as though I had suddenly become her best friend—the sort of wild girl she was undoubtedly more comfortable around.

      As she pulled her hand back across Eric, she deliberately dragged it over his jeans and his bulge. I watched as my husband sighed beneath his breath.

      “Whoops—sorry,” Reagan said.

      “You’re not sorry,” I said. “You want to suck his dick, don’t you?”

      “Well,” Reagan said, rolling her eyes.

      “Eric, do you think she’s hot?” I then asked.

      “Um, I don’t know…” Eric said, and rubbed the back of his neck. “Sure, your boss is… attractive, yeah.”

      “And do you think she’s hotter than me?” I asked him.

      “Come on, babe—I’m not going to play this game,” Eric said.

      “It’s okay if you think she is. I just want you to be honest,” I said. “You can say it. She is hotter than me. I think so, after all. I almost wish I were a guy so that Reagan could suck my dick,” I said, as Reagan flashed me another look of sisterly excitement.

      “What’s gotten into you, Vic?” Reagan asked.

      “Nothing. I just realized something about myself,” I said. “I think I’m turned on by you… and I’m turned on by the idea of you and my husband together.”

      It felt so weird to hear the words leave my lips. My secret was out. It was no secret to Reagan, though. I knew it was what she wanted. And with her looks, she could have any guy she wanted. No surprise that she wanted mine.

      “Well, well, well,” Reagan said. “Eric, your wife wants to see me suck your dick. You’re not going to deprive her of that are you?”

      “Babe, what is going on. Are you for real?” Eric said, turning to me.

      “Come on, Eric,” I started. “Don’t lie to me. I can see your dick growing in your pants whenever you look at Reagan’s mouth—her cherry-red lip-gloss glazing her big, pouty lips. You want them wrapped around your big penis, don’t you?”

      Eric turned a shade red and licked the corner of his lip. Reagan settled down to her knees on the floor of the office, until she was between my husband’s legs. Just watching her do this left me a ball of jealousy and arousal. The two emotions fought one another like a duel. I had no idea which would come out on top, but I had a good idea my carnal desires would trump any intellectual belief that I and I alone should possess my husband.

      Reagan ran her lithe, perfectly manicured fingers up my husband’s jeans, and settled them at his zipper.

      “Mm,” Eric moaned gently.

      “That’s it,” Reagan said, and unzipped his jeans. Before I knew it, she was tugging them down a few inches until she reached into Eric’s boxers and found his cock. She slid her hand inside and her eyes lit up. Her lips parted and she purred with utter indulgence. “Oh, Victoria… fuck; you’ve got to be kidding me!” she gushed. “It’s massive.”

      Eric looked down and groaned as he grabbed his jeans and boxers and immediately tugged them down to his knees. At once, his giant penis sprang out into the air. He had a slight downward curve, so it arched like a faucet between his thighs, with its firm, chiseled dick-head flanged like a proud helmet. Just seeing it brought back the sensation of having it deep inside me, massaging my g-spot and bringing me to the sort of orgasms that, before Eric, I thought were complete fiction.

      I knew Reagan was thinking the very same thing as she smacked her lips and moved them closer to my husband’s dick.

      “Victoria, may I?” she asked.

      “I don’t have much of a choice. My husband’s penis wants you, not me,” I said with a shrug. “You’re going to have to satisfy him in the way I can’t. You can give him that ‘enthusiastic’ blowjob he’s been wanting,” I said.

      Reagan wasted no time and parted her lips. She swallowed the first half of Eric’s hard dick. My husband at once moaned as Reagan’s red, glossy lips wrapped around his shaft and formed an airtight seal. “Fuck, babe,” he growled, as Reagan pulled her mouth back and slid it down even deeper. I watched in utter frustration, jealousy and delight, as the blonde slid her mouth two-thirds of the way down my husband’s shaft. She seemed to have no trouble at all. She stuck out her tongue and started to inch her way down toward the base of Eric’s cock. I could not believe my eyes. My entire body was wracked with anger and arousal.

      Reagan got almost the entire way, before she pulled off Eric’s cock and gasped. She laughed as her eyes grew teary and she then grabbed Eric’s big balls in her hand. “Mm… these feel so big and full. I don’t think I’ve ever held balls this big. Of course, I’ve never had a dick this big, either,” she giggled.

      “And it’s all thanks to you, Vic,” she winked.

      I had nothing to say because, frankly, it was not my choice. At first, it was simply Reagan’s. I knew I would have to do whatever my boss said, or risk being fired. But it became easy enough when my body demanded to see the very show Reagan seemed intent on performing for me that afternoon in her office. My “poor” hubby was just a bystander—an innocent victim caught in the middle of the mind-games I’d been playing with my boss; an innocent victim with a big, hard dick!

      Reagan slid her mouth back over Eric’s shaft and sucked fast, sloppy and intense—all as she massaged his sack. I watched, taking mental notes. But I knew it would never be as good, no matter how hard I tried, because the missing ingredient had been a girl as hot as Reagan. Eric was hot, and I knew he’d had a few hot girls in his time. But had he ever had a girl as hot as Reagan? Few had.

      I felt proud and aroused at the fact that my man was so attractive that he’d made a girl like Reagan horny. I felt empowered and as though I was on top of the world—like I was letting Reagan have a taste at the very thing that I owned. I owned Eric’s big dick. Not Reagan—me.

      And now, I was letting him do whatever he liked with the prettier and sexier girl because I knew that a guy like Eric simply belonged with a girl like Reagan. Watching the two of them together was like watching a Hollywood sex-scene—classy and too good to believe. Only it was happening right in front of me!

      “Come on, fuck,” Eric huffed, as he then ran his fingers through Reagan’s hair.

      Just as his face started to grow tight and his breaths shallow, Reagan pulled her mouth off my husband’s cock and wiped her smiling lips. “He tastes so good,” she said. “Especially his pre-cum—it’s like… the tastiest junk food, nice and salty,” she giggled.

      “Why did you stop?” I asked. “I think he was about to cum. Do you not swallow?” I asked, realizing I finally managed to do something better than Reagan. Of course you don’t—a hot little rich girl like you—you’re probably too good for that. Well, I’m not. I swallow him and looks like that makes me better than you, I thought to myself, as if taunting my boss.

      “What? I love to swallow. I’ve even swallowed while deep throating,” Reagan grinned. She started to stroke my husband’s cock, wet with her spit as she continued. “It’s just that, I like to ride dicks more than I liked to suck them.”

      Without any warning, Reagan hopped up tugged her skirt off her legs. At once, she was down to a lacy white thong. I looked at her body—her bare behind, save for the tiny white thong string that ran between her tight butt, and I wanted to touch myself from the sight. She was even more perfect naked than clothed. It wasn’t fair!

      “Fuck,” Eric grinned. “Damn.”

      “You like?” Rebecca asked, and did a little dance and wag of her butt for my husband. “Sit back and let me enjoy this thing,” she said, continuing to grab Eric’s cock in her hand. She grabbed it as though she owned it and refused to let go. It was hers. And all I could do was watch as she left my husband in a daze.

      “That’s it,” she said, and straddled over his lap. She pulled her thong-string to the side and aimed my husband’s dickhead for her pussy. I watched from behind with her smooth-waxed pussy and bald, tight asshole in view. I wanted something about Reagan to be imperfect. But there simply was nothing about her that was less than flawless.

      I watched as my husband’s cockhead suddenly disappeared inside Reagan’s tight, pink pussy. His girth stretched her open and she tossed her head back and moaned loudly as his shaft disappeared inside her, inch by inch. I could only watch and relay the sensation to my own pussy, because I knew exactly how it felt to be stretched out and filled by Eric’s big, warm dick—the crested head massaging my walls.

      “Fuck,” Eric moaned. “Fuck, babe,” he huffed.

      “That’s it,” he continued, as Reagan could only moan and gasp.

      “Vic… Vic… how do you take this thing all the time?” Reagan said, with an exhausted giggle. “It’s giant.”

      “I know,” I said. I could offer no explanation, though. My mind was hardly coherent enough to come up with an explanation. I was far too gone, watching my husband’s cock drive up inside Reagan’s pussy.

      “Fuck, babe,” Eric repeated, as Reagan’s butt lowered mostly down Eric’s shaft and rose back up. She began to work herself into a rhythm before Eric grabbed her cheeks tight and began to pump slowly up into her and back out. Reagan giggled and moaned.

      “What do you think?” Reagan said. “Am I tighter than your wife? Does it feel better than her?”

      “Fuck yeah,” Eric said, without hesitation, as he locked eyes with the blond. I wanted to feel angry and jealous, but my pussy was so wet that all I could do was rub it!

      “That’s it…” Reagan said, until Eric began to pump into her so fast that all she could do was cry out as his sack jumped up and down and spanked against her butthole.

      “Yes!” she cried out, as I watched from down on the floor on my knees and between Eric’s feet, like a dog, or a simply extra on a porno set. I felt disposable and invisible. But I could not care less as I watched, mesmerized, my husband fucking my hot boss.

      “Vic, eat my ass now,” Reagan demanded.

      “What?” I asked, huffy and light.

      “Eat my asshole or you’re fired!” she snapped, before giggling wildly.

      I did not know whether Reagan was serious or not. But I did want to eat her ass. And I wasn’t about to pass up an excuse, now. I leaned forward and slid my tongue against the blonde’s asshole. I felt it pucker under my brushes and I grew even wetter. I could smell the sex just below my mouth as my husband continued to pump inside Reagan. A few times, even, his sack slapped against my chin and I smiled with delight.

      “Fuck… fuck… FUCK!” Reagan gasped. Her legs trembled and shook. I knew a climax when I saw it, and my boss was in the throes of one, moaning loudly as my husband continued to thrust deep into her and grind the base of his cock against her clit.

      “Keep going, Vic… keep eating me,” Reagan begged, before she could do nothing but moan and pant endlessly.

      I continued, happy to eat Reagan’s asshole and know that I’d had some small part in her orgasm. I wanted to continue but as soon as Reagan’s orgasm had passed, she reached back and tapped me on the head. “Stop,” she said. “Go over there,” she directed. “I don’t want you getting in the way when Eric cums,” she said.

      I felt defeated but my pussy was throbbing so badly that I knew I would rather watch from the office chair and touch my clit, anyway. So I did just that, as Reagan began to control the rhythm and ride atop my husband. Her hips swayed slow and wondrous like a lava lamp floating about in space. I bit my lip as Reagan then began to ride up and down, giving long, fast penetrations of Eric’s dick deep inside her. “You want to cum?” She said, as Eric nodded and groaned. “You going to cum deep inside me? You going to get me pregnant with that cum?”

      “Fuck yeah,” Eric groaned even louder.

      “Pregnant? Are you… he’s going to… you’re not on the pill or… anything?” I said, stumbling, as Reagan simply looked over at me and winked.

      I wanted to leap forward and grab Reagan by the hair. I wanted to yank her off my husband before he filled her with his sperm—the very sperm that was supposed to be mine. I’d never let Eric cum inside me without a condom. And now, Reagan was going to let him do it before my very eyes. And there was nothing I could do, because I felt my entire body shake with climax. I clutched the arm of Reagan’s office chair as I started to cum. It was right when Eric, too, began to bellow out long, heavy moans.

      I looked down at his sack, and watched it tighten. I’d learned that this was the sign that he was cumming. The stem of his shaft throbbed violently, too, and I knew that he was shooting long, hot ropes of virile seed straight up into Reagan’s belly. I could only imagine his sperm, swimming right for her womb and filling it up like a balloon.

      It wasn’t fair. Reagan looked back and me and smiled with delight, as though she knew it wasn’t fair, and she could not have been more pleased with the arrangement. She ran her fingers through my husband’s hair and brought her face down to kiss him on his lips.

      “That was amazing, babe,” she said to him. Eric returned the kiss. He reached back and grabbed Reagan’s ass firmly in his fingers as he began to make out with her—his cock still throbbing deep inside her. I watched as a few gobs of white began to overflow from Reagan, around my husband’s hard shaft and tight sack.

      I couldn’t believe what I had done. Even more, though, I couldn’t believe that I had loved every moment of it. I couldn’t stop thinking to myself how much more Reagan belonged atop my husband’s dick—how much prettier she was and how she deserved my husband more than I did. I even started to have images in my mind of Reagan walking down the aisle, draped in white and approaching my husband, all with a swollen belly.

      It wasn’t fair. But it didn’t matter, because it was done. I’d let my husband taste Reagan’s prettier, hotter, and tighter body, and there would be no going back.

      “Vic?” Reagan suddenly asked.

      “Yes?” I said, all too eager to be included in the moment.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      “What do you mean?” I cocked my head.

      “Come over here and lick me clean,” she smirked, as she lifted off my husband’s penis and reclined back on her sofa. She spread her legs out wide and I found her cum-covered, reddened lips swollen and puffy.

      I lowered my mouth down and hesitantly began to lick. I tasted Eric’s cum—salty and strong—along with the vanilla-scent of Reagan’s pussy. After a moment, I began to grow addicted to the taste and sensation of her tight lips and folds beneath my tongue.

      “That’s it,” Reagan said. “Clean me up. I’ve got a meeting in five minutes,” she said.

      When I was finished, I pulled up and Reagan looked at me. “Well? You’d better get to work on that article if you’re going to have it done for me next week,” she said.

      “Now?” I said.

      “Yes!” Reagan insisted.

      I stood and adjusted my clothes. Reagan closed her legs, pulled her thong back over her pussy and grabbed her skirt. She ran a hand through her hair and kissed Eric once again. “Bye, Vic,” Reagan said, as Eric simply looked at me and shrugged.

      I started off, down the hallway. I could hear Reagan tell my husband to wait. “I’ll be done in fifteen minutes. Keep that thing hard because I’ve got a lot more to do with it.”

      I balled my fists and wanted to march right back down the hallway and confront Reagan about everything. But I could hardly walk, because my own puffy pussy was so sensitive, I thought I might just climax again.

      I bit my lip, grinned, and shook my head. Reagan was good, there was no denying it. And now, my boss was going to have me hard at work in my office while she worked my husband overtime!
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      “I can’t believe you’re actually going to go the test tube route.”  Angela had papers of men’s profiles scattered across my breakfast table.  She was eyeing them carefully, her soft, dark hair falling over one shoulder.  The morning sunlight stretched through the window and gave her skin a dewy glow.  I’d never seen her this happy about anything, but I couldn’t understand it myself.

      “I hate that it’s so science-y she said.  I wish there was some natural way to go about it.”

      “You’ll be a single mother.  Is that what you really want?”  Angela had more than enough money to handle it, but I still worried about her welfare.

      She glanced at me with her light blue eyes.  “Yes.  I want this more than anything.  And since the right guy hasn’t come along, this is what I have to resort to.  I don’t want to wait any longer.”

      “Well you know I’ll be there for you.  If you need anything at all.  A nanny…anything.”

      She squeezed my arm and smiled.  “You’re a doll, Mary.  But what about you?”

      “What about me?”

      “When are you and Chris going to have kids?  Surely, you want them?”

      I glanced at the diamond ring on my left hand.  “I’m not sure kids are in the cards for us,” I said.  I wasn’t ready to go into the details of why I couldn’t seem to get pregnant.  Especially when the story ended as sad as ours.  Chris was starting to give up on kids.  He was starting to give up on me.  Every day I wondered when I would lose him for good.

      “It’s a shame to have such a good looking man like Chris and not use him,” said Angela.  “The two of you would have a gorgeous family.”

      “Chris’s half would be gorgeous. I don’t know about my half.”

      “Are you kidding?” she asked.  She leaned into me and moved my hair behind my ear.  Her blue eyes swept over my face and she smiled.  “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

      My tummy did a little flip and there was a tingle between my thighs.  I’d never felt those things around my best friend before.  Maybe it was the lack of sex that was sending me into overdrive.  That’s what I told myself, anyway.  Because there was absolutely no way I’d let myself believe that I was attracted to my best friend.  Not like that.

      Angela looked over the papers again and sighed.  “Well, if you’re not going to use Chris to make a family, maybe I’ll just have to steal him for myself.”

      We both laughed, but the tingle returned along with a shiver down my spine.  For whatever reason, I couldn’t seem to get the idea of them out of my head.  Even once Angela had left, narrowing her sperm donor choices down to a handful of men, I was still thinking about her and Chris.

      I ran a hot bath before Chris came home to try and clear my mind, but it only made matters worse.  Once the hot water touched my skin, my body ached for Angela and it ached with curiosity.  I slipped into the water and brought my hand between my legs.  My fingers flicked against my clit, sparking a reaction through my whole body.  I stifled my moans in case Chris came home early, but I also stifled them to remain in denial.  I was in denial that Angela could bring me this much pleasure.  And as I came to the thought of sharing Chris with her, I was in denial about that too.

      I stared blankly at the bathroom wall as I tried to wrap my head around these strange new thoughts.  I’d known Angela for years.  Why was I feeling this way about her now?  Maybe, I considered, I felt some kind of duty to help her get pregnant.  But that duty wasn’t what caused my fingers to roam between my legs.

      It was the image in my head of the two of them.  Chris and Angela kissing.  Removing each other’s clothes.  Pressing their naked bodies together until they could no longer resist.

      But Chris was my husband.  I couldn’t let them go through with something like that.

      I pulled myself out of the tub and headed downstairs in my bathrobe just in time for Chris to walk in the door.  His muscled frame wore a tight grey t-shirt and his soft brown hair fell into his eyes.  “Hey, hun,” he said, coming up to me for a kiss.  “What did you get up to today?”

      Chris set his keys and wallet down on the kitchen counter and made way for the refrigerator to pull out a beer.  I followed him, uncertain about how to answer.  “Angela came over with sperm donor profiles,” I said and I watched Chris almost spit out his beer.

      “What? She wants a kid?”

      “I guess so.  She seems pretty serious.”

      “And she wants to do it like that?”

      Now was my chance.  An easy way to suggest the forbidden with humor.  “Unless you want to give get her pregnant, then this is her only chance.”

      He smirked and the tingle returned between my legs.  “Are you saying you want me to knock her up?”

      My eyes widened and my lips parted.  I didn’t know what to say.  Obviously I shouldn’t want that, but part of me did.  Part of me really did.

      “I was kidding,” he said, bringing the beer to his soft lips.  I wondered what his lips would look like kissing Angela.  I wondered what they’d look like moving over Angela’s body, wrapping around her hard nipples.

      “What if I wasn’t kidding?” I said, surprised to hear the words fall out of my mouth.

      His eyes went wide.  “But you are, right?  I mean…come on.”

      “What if I wasn’t, though?”  I walked toward him and trailed my fingers over his bicep.  His gaze stayed firmly on me as he thought about what I was asking.  I could see the thoughts flicker behind his eyes.  Is this a test?  Could I answer wrong?

      So he joked again, and I could feel the nerves pulsing against his skin.  “I mean, the idea is kind of hot and so is Angela.  I’d be a fool to say no.”

      “Yes, you would,” I said.  My teeth sunk into my lower lip as I surveyed his body.  So wide and muscular.  I pictured it hovering over my best friend and the little pants she’d inevitably be making as he entered her.  If I’d been wearing panties under my robe, they would’ve been soaked.  The wet arousal dripped down my inner thighs and I could feel the heat build.

      Unexpectedly, Chris leaned in and kissed me.  It was quick and forceful.  He set down his beer mid-kiss and slipped a hand between my thighs.  He could feel where I’d become wet and his fingers moved upward until they brushed against my pussy.  It sparked a moan from me and I leaned back against the counter for support.

      He broke the kiss to say, “You really want this, don’t you?  Does it turn you on to think of me fucking your best friend?”

      Our foreheads pressed together and I nodded.  My fingers worked at his jeans, unfastening them as quickly as I could.  I pulled out his long, throbbing cock and gasped.  It had been so long since we’d made love.  It had been so long since we’d done anything.  It had been so long that I didn’t even care when he picked me up and set me on the counter, the granite chilling my bare ass as the robe slid up to my hips.  I spread my legs wide around him as he moved in.

      I stroked his cock as he kissed me.  His tongue slipped into my mouth as I pressed the length of him to my pussy.  I rocked my hips, feeling overwhelmed with desire and torture.  I wanted to give my man to someone else.  I wanted to watch him fuck someone else.  But it was something that could never be.  I knew that.  My head did anyway.

      My body knew something else.  My body craved the forbidden.  It wanted my husband to impregnate another woman.  To have what he always wanted, even if it meant he couldn’t get it with me.  I wanted him to impregnate her. I wanted to know something of his was growing inside Angela.

      My body wanted it as Chris slid his cock inside me, burying it deep.  I wrapped my arms around his neck, thinking about how I’d never be able to satisfy him.  Not like Angela could.  He fucked me hard, grunting and groaning as if I was just some housekeeper getting him off.  As if his real prize would be someone else.  Someone like Angela.

      He reached into my robe and grabbed my tits.  His fingers pinched at my nipples as my clit brushed against his skin.  I was going to come. I was going to come while thinking about him fucking another woman.

      I dug my fingers into his shoulders, pressing against the grey fabric.  A cry escaped me.  A pent up wail of torment and euphoria.  It felt so good to want something I shouldn’t.  It felt so good to picture him with her.

      When his grunts turned to moans and whimpers, and I felt his cum shoot up into my belly, it felt good to picture his cum shooting up into Angela.  It felt good to picture his cum growing something inside her that couldn’t grow in me.

      We clung to each other as we caught our breath.  Chris stared at me long and hard before finally slipping his cock from my pussy.  “That was a nice fantasy,” he said, stuffing his cock back in his pants and picking up his beer.  “We should dirty talk more often.”

      I pulled my robe closed over my body.  “I didn’t mean for it to be a fantasy,” I said.  “It’s something I’ve been thinking about.  It’s something I want.”

      He studied me for a moment before responding.  Then he said, “What does Angela have to say about all of this?”

      “I’ll have to ask her,” I said.
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      I met Angela for coffee the next day.  The plans had been made before I’d mentioned my fantasy to Chris, but now the plans felt different.  I felt different, and Angela noticed.

      “What’s up with you?” she asked, peering with her blue eyes over her cup.  “You seem tense.  Did you and Chris get in another fight again?”

      I laughed and it helped the nerves.  “Just the opposite, in fact.  We finally made love again.”

      “Made love?  Ooh la la,” she teased.

      “Okay, we fucked,” I said.  “He lifted me on the kitchen counter and took me right there.”  I watched carefully as her blue eyes lit up.  Did it turn her on when I talked about him like this?  I’d never noticed it before.

      “How alpha of him,” she teased again.  It was the first time I’d seen it.  I always thought she teased because she didn’t care about my stories, but it was anything but.  She teased to distract herself from how much it turned her on.  This time, I wasn’t giving in.

      “It was,” I said, paying attention as her cheeks flushed the pinkest hue.  I spoke in a whisper and leaned in close to keep neighboring tables from hearing us.  “I was in only my robe.  Just stepped out of the bath.  He hoisted me onto the counter and I unfastened his jeans.  I pulled out his cock and rubbed it against my pussy until he couldn’t take it anymore.  That’s when he pushed his way inside, filling me with his perfect seed.”

      I could see the gears turning behind Angela’s eyes.  She swallowed hard before speaking as if she was afraid her voice would crack.  “No protection?”

      I shook my head.

      “And still no pregnancy?”  Her eyes swept up and down my figure and her raised brow was curious.  But I knew she didn’t mean to be condescending.  I knew she was coming around to the same conclusion I had.  That she should let my husband impregnate her.  And by the looks of it, she seemed interested in the journey just as much.

      “Of course, it’s been a while since we did anything.”

      “Oh?  What got him going yesterday?” she asked.  She sipped from her coffee, clearly trying to distract from her own arousal.

      “I told him I wanted him to impregnate you,” I said.  I smiled when Angela nearly spit out her coffee.

      “You didn’t.”

      I didn’t respond.  I only met her wide gaze with a serious expression.  “Do you want him?” I asked after a few stunned moments.  “Do you want to fuck my husband?”

      She looked around the coffee shop as if to make sure no one had heard.  Content with what she saw – people minding their own business – she faced me head on.  “It may be a fun fantasy,” she said.  “But the reality is that it would ruin your marriage.”

      “Maybe.  Maybe not.  You didn’t answer the question.”

      “Yes,” she said with a desperate exhale.  “Yes.  I’ve wanted him ever since I first laid on eyes on him.  I’ve wanted you too.”

      “Me?” I asked, and that tummy flip returned.

      “Wasn’t it obvious?”

      I thought backwards through my memories, but I couldn’t be certain of them anymore.  There was so much I had a tendency to overlook.  There were always so many signs to things that didn’t become obvious until after the fact.

      “Well then,” I said.  “I guess we’ll have to have you over for dinner.  And then maybe you’ll be the dessert.”
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      Chris was nervous as he fixed his tie.  I’d told him not to bother with a suit for dinner.  It was just Angela, after all.  But I could tell he was trying to make a good impression.  I couldn’t help but feel proud and jealous at the same time.  There was no right way to feel about setting my husband up with another woman.  There was no way jealousy wouldn’t enter the picture at least a little bit.

      But I was determined to help Angela get a child.  And I was determined to give my husband a child, even if it couldn’t be with me. All of this was in addition to my own selfish desires to watch them screw each other, and those desires I hadn’t quite admitted to yet.

      I put on my sexiest little black dress and Angela wore something pink and equally sexy.  The three of us at down to dinner, but our appetites were slim.  We all knew why we had met up and it seemed as nerve wracking for them as it was for me.  It was the only fact that seemed to make it any easier on me.

      I dabbed my mouth with my napkin and pushed my seat out.  “Well?  Should we go to the bedroom?”

      The two of them quietly agreed and followed me in.  They moved to the center of the room and then I shut the door behind us.  I’d set up the lighting to give right the mood.  Low and warm.  Romantic.  My husband and Angela stood near each other at the foot of the bed.  I kept my back pressed to the door, waiting and watching.  But nothing happened but a few awkward smiles and giggles.

      So I took matters into my own hands.  I walked up to my husband, pressed my hands to his thick chest, and kissed him.  Long and hard.  I broke the kiss and turned to Angela whose breath became shallow and quick.  I leaned into her and she leaned into me.  We kissed for the first time, her sweet saliva greeting my tongue.  I could hear Chris’s heavy breaths as he watched us and it made my legs quiver with excitement.

      So I continued.  My tongue met Angela’s as my hands cupped her breasts.  Her hands found my waist, but I wanted more.  I slipped my fingers under the straps of her dress and pulled them down her shoulders.  I slowly rolled the top of her dress down to her waist, revealing her lacy strapless bra.  My fingers snaked around to the back of her and unhooked it.  I broke our kiss just long enough to glance at her naked breasts for the first time.  I felt a whole new shiver through my body at the sight.

      I took Angela’s hand and led her to the bed.  She was almost ready for him.  I lay her back and tugged her dress down her hips and legs.  I pulled her panties down next.  Her pussy came into view, a puffy little peach that made me salivate.  I moved between her legs and her fingers quickly wove in my hair.  My tongue found her slit and tasted her sweet nectar.  All the while, I could hear Chris’s heavy breathing behind us.  I wondered if he was stroking to us.  I wondered if his cock was out and in his hand, read to enter.

      Angela’s back arched and her nails dug into my scalp as she cried out.  “Oh, Mary!” she called and it made my pussy wet to hear my name.  “Yes, Mary! Yes!”  Her words became jumbled and her moans grew louder as her climax shot through her like lightning.  I kept licking and sucking until she was a panting mess on the bed, and then I pulled my head back to gaze at the beautiful creature before me.

      When I turned over my shoulder I saw Chris, gripping one of the bed posts and trying to catch his breath.  He hadn’t pulled his cock out.  He hadn’t been stroking it.  But it was hard as a rock inside his suit.  It looked like I needed to help him ready himself too.

      I slid off the bed toward him and kissed him again.  I wondered if he could taste Angela’s pussy on my lips.  I wondered if he would like the taste of her better than me as my fingers worked fast to unbutton his slacks.

      He loosened his tie and undid his shirt, sliding it off his strong shoulders.  Then his hands came for me, slipping the straps of my dress down my shoulders and hiking the skirt of it up until my black dress was a bundle of fabric around my waist.  Unlike Angela, I hadn’t worn a bra, and Chris took the opportunity to suck on my nipples.  Angela had risen to a seated position to watch us.  I was ready to give her the show she was looking for.

      I dropped to my knees and pulled Chris’s cock free as he stepped out of his pants and briefs.  My panties were soaked and I moved a hand between my legs while my mouth stretched wide for his cock.  I sucked him in and swirled my tongue along the underside.  When he hit the back of my throat, my tongue stretched out to tease his balls and his hand was quickly in my hair, urging himself deeper.

      My fingers slipped inside my panties and swirled in the wet pool that had built there.  I teased my clit, feeling a fiery spark each time my fingers brushed against it.  I moaned against my husband’s cock, and I heard him groan in response.  His cock expanded in my mouth, swelling and threatening to come.  As much as I wanted to taste him, I didn’t let him come.  I wanted him to save that for Angela.

      I pulled my mouth off of him just in time.  I stood and climbed on the bed, kneeling behind Angela.  I gently pulled on her shoulders, laying her back so her head was in my lap.  I reached forward and teased her nipples while beckoning my husband forward.

      “It’s time,” I told him.  His gaze was heated and tormented as he looked at me.  I could tell he wanted her, but he was worried about our marriage.  I had to reassure him.  “I want this,” I said.  “I want to watch the two of you.”

      Angela lifted a hand up to my face and smiled.  That tenderness had convinced Chris.  He finally decided to give into his primal desires.  He kneeled on the edge of the bed and moved between Angela’s legs.  He brushed the length of his cock against her slit, sliding it up and down between her puffy lips.  She rocked her hips against him, and almost inadvertently, he slipped in.

      That was the turning point.  Once the head of his cock had tasted the warmth of her wet pussy, he couldn’t withdraw or retreat.  We all knew it.  So he leaned his hands on either side of her waist and buried himself in deep.

      Angela gasped and tugged at my panties as she tilted her head back.  Her tongue stretched out to find my pussy and I helped her by shifting my hips over her.  I rocked my hips against her while I watched my husband’s cock slide in and out of my best friend.  My stomach was in knots.  My heart was pounding.  But my head was filled with the most dizzying euphoria.

      Chris leaned forward and sucked my nipple into his mouth.  His teeth came down on my skin as he pounded into Angela, making her moan against my pussy.  I clutched my husband’s shoulders for support as I felt the shudder of an orgasm move through me.

      I whimpered and cried out as a burst of sparks shot over my skin, tightening and releasing my limbs.

      Once I’d come down, I slid my hips away from Angela’s beautiful face and lifted her head to my lap again.  I stroked her hair and her wet cheeks as I watched Chris pound her again and again.  His brows furrowed and his abs flexed.  She wrapped her slender legs around his waist.  He was about to come, and then…

      He pulled out.

      Before I could ask what he was doing, he gripped Angela’s hips and flipped her onto her stomach.  I moved to the side of them, so Angela’s head could rest against the softness of the mattress.  Chris then angled his cock and pushed inside her from behind, and Angela groaned loud while her fingers clutched the sheets.

      Chris grabbed Angela’s ass and held it firmly as he thrust and pushed his way into her over and over.  Her tits swayed as he fucked her hard and fast.  She cried out with each slam of his body into hers.  But I knew he was close.  And I knew she was close as her fingers moved between her legs to play with her clit.

      Chris cried out and held his cock in deep at the same time that Angela’s familiar orgasmic moans swept through her.  They had come at the same time – something Chris and I rarely did anymore – and I couldn’t but feel a little jealous.

      At the same time, I knew he was filling her pussy with his seed and that there was a chance for a pregnancy.  Finally, for both of them, a pregnancy.  I felt a twisted sort of relief.

      Chris withdrew his cock and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at our beautiful friend.  Angela flipped onto her back and pulled her knees into her chest, trying to keep the semen in as deep as possible.

      I stroked her hair and said, “You were wonderful.  Absolutely perfect.”  Chris watched our tenderness.

      “And you’re okay?” she asked.  “This was okay?”

      “It was more than okay,” I said, leaning down for a kiss.  “Pregnancy or not, I want to do this again.”

      Chris leaned into me and gave me a kiss before moving his lips to Angela.  He then lay beside her and stretched his arm out for her to curl into.  I curled into Angela’s arm on the other side of her and the two of us cradled our new mom-to-be with blissful smiles on our faces.

      I knew then, without a doubt, that everything would be more right between us than it had ever been.
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      I shouldn’t have been surprised.

      After all, Jasmine always gets what she wants. Ever since fifth grade when she got the pink bicycle with frilly handlebars and all I got from my parents was a new dress—a dress I absolutely loathed, by the way.

      And it’s always been this way, too. I don’t know why I was so dumb as to think things would change when we grew into adults. I should have known better than to find myself an absolutely hunk of a boyfriend while I was still friends with Jasmine. I should have known she was going to seduce him right in front of my very own eyes.

      But I was naive. That’s why I tried to hide Devin from Jasmine for as long as I could manage; easier said than done when she’s my college dorm mate. We both attended University an hour away from our hometown, which was far enough to keep up appearances during the school week, but a short enough drive to ensure that I could go back home and spend every moment with Devin—every moment that he wasn’t bartending at the Frog Leaf, a fancy restaurant downtown.

      Around the time Devin and I celebrated our one month anniversary, I knew the pressure was growing too strong for me to keep my relationship a secret for too long. Jasmine had already been asking questions. “Are those new panties?” She had asked me when we both went down to the dorm laundry and she saw a new white, lacey thong I’d bought for Devin. I grabbed the thong and crumpled it in my fist, hiding it from Jasmine’s investigative cinder eyes.

      “Um, no, not really,” I lied, and followed with a nervous chuckle. Inside, I was wracked with both guilt for lying to my BFF, and anxiety that Jasmine—the girl that every guy drooled over the moment they saw her—would find out about my hot boyfriend.

      When Devin and I made it to our two month anniversary, I guess I just started to become a bit clumsy and lazy about hiding things. And soon enough, the cat was out of the bag.

      “We need to talk,” Jasmine told me one afternoon as I came back to our dorm. She was standing in the doorway, arms crossed with her weight shifted on a hip that was bumped up against the door frame. She was wearing a pair of low-rise, hip-hugging jeans that made her body look like a slender hour-glass, thanks in part to the teensy-tiny brown t-shirt she was wearing, which clung so impeccably to her full boobs. I looked down and eyed Jasmine’s belly button ring with the ruby jewel inside of the silver casing. I bit my lip and tried to ignore her gaze, but it was futile. Jasmine was just as pushy as she was drop-dead gorgeous.

      “Alexis… I’m up here,” she said, with a mocking tone.

      “Right, I know,” I said, and immediately started to bite my nails and brush my blonde bangs to the side. My blue eyes must have had guilt written inside them, because Jasmine seemed to want to let me dangle in her clutches for a bit.

      “Anything new?” She asked.

      “Not really; what about you?” I returned.

      The truth was that it was always a loaded question to ask Jasmine if ‘anything’ was new. The girl had a different boy over to our dorm every other night. While I was venturing into the safe and certain relationship route, Jasmine was embracing everything that college was advertised to be: a chance to bang every hot guy on campus.

      Was I jealous? Of course. The guys she brought back were not only cut from marble, but once when I’d been pretending to be asleep, I saw that one of them had a decent-sized cock. Now, that sort of thing used to make me green with envy. But then I met Devin. He puts just about every easy-lay Jasmine finds in the bars and study halls to shame. He might as well be a Greek-god, with abs, a carved jaw-line that is so perfectly decorated with stubble you’d think it was an airbrush job; not to mention that Devin is hung.

      That’s right, he’s the whole package. And his package is a whole lot of fun! He’s out of my league, in other words. I was the late-bloomer; the girl with glasses and braces in High School, who watched Jasmine sneak off behind the bleachers are pep rallies to give the football players blowjobs before the games. I was shy and timid, whereas Jasmine knew she was hot and flaunted it. I was about as flat-chested as a washboard whereas Jasmine’s boobs were hard to miss from the other end of the school hallway.

      Anyway, you get the picture. And maybe you can see why I was so damn worried about Jasmine finding out about Devin. The thing is; Jasmine isn’t a bitch. She doesn’t steal boyfriends from other girls, and I knew she would never do anything with Devin while I was with him.

      But our friendship had never been tested by a guy as hot as Devin, either. So, I was a bit worried. So worried, in fact, that I was ready to deny everything when Jasmine confronted me.

      She brushed a hand through her dark chestnut hair. Her strands flowed gracefully over her shoulders and her chest and perfectly cradled her round face. She pursed her glossed lips and cocked a finely manicured brow, as if a fishhook had grabbed it and yanked upward.

      “Aren’t you going to tell me?” Jasmine then said.

      “Tell you what?” I said.

      “About Devin,” Jasmine said. She started to walk toward me, before turning around and falling back on her bed. She laughed for a moment and shook her head. “I cannot believe we’ve been friends for how long, and you would hide something like this from me.”

      “Look, I was going to tell you,” I started.

      Fuck… wasn’t I supposed to deny everything? I thought to myself, and quietly cursed.

      Jasmine sat up and I took a seat in a chair nearby. “Look,” I started, trying to find the words. “This is hard to admit but… you’ve always been prettier than me, and you’ve always been better at getting guys than me, so I guess I’ve just been feeling a little… possessive.”

      Jasmine’s head pulled back and she said, “Nah-uh!”

      “Totally!” I cried out.

      “Alexis, come on; just because I put myself out there doesn’t mean it’s some kind of a talent,” Jasmine said.

      “Well, you putting yourself out there is exactly why I’m worried about you meeting Devin,” I said, as quietly and evasive as I could.

      I could see the look on Jasmine’s face. It was as though she had just taken a sip of milk and realized it had curdled. Only, it was our friendship that had gone sour.

      “Well,” she said. “If you’re going to call me a slut, then why don’t you just do it already!”

      “Jas, come on!” I continued. “I was going to tell you about Devin, I just… you have a tendency to make every guy’s jaw drop to the floor when we go anywhere. Do you really think Devin would be any different?”

      “How do you know that?” Jasmine said. “Don’t you trust your boyfriend?”

      “He has a pair of balls. I’ve seen them. That’s how I know,” I said, with a snarky tone.

      “Whatever. You’re making things up. Guys don’t act like that around us,” Jasmine said. I could tell she didn’t quite believe her own defensive argument. Maybe that is why I immediately charged back with, “Oh, year right! They’d need ‘wet floor’ signs to put out if guys drooled any more every time they saw you. And what about the guys you’re always bringing back here to the dorm? Not only do I have to hear you have sex—loudly—but they come by the dorm all the time asking if you’re around because you make them obsessed,” I explained.

      I curl came to Jasmine’s lips as she looked away. “Well, I’m still not happy that you’re hiding your boyfriend from me. I want to meet him!” she protested.

      After a moment, I let a heavy sigh drag out and relented. “Fine,” I said, rolling my eyes.

      “When?” She asked.

      “I don’t know,” I shrugged.

      “Well, Friday night is coming up, and since it’s my birthday…” Jasmine hinted.

      “’Since it’s your birthday’ what?” I pressed.

      “Well, maybe you could bring Devin over to my parents’ house so I could meet him,” Jasmine said.

      “Jasmine, I’m eighteen; I wasn’t born yesterday,” I said.

      “I’m also eighteen—well, about to be nineteen,” she chuckled, before turning to me and taking on a pleading tone. “Please, Alexis. My parents are going to be out of town. I don’t have any plans for my birthday, and nobody is free this weekend. How could you let your own BFF spend her birthday all alone? I’d never do that to you!”

      Jasmine continued to beg, but I knew it was all just a show. I knew that an hour later she would be waxing her pussy and setting out her clothes so that she could properly woo Devin right out of my hands.

      “Fine,” I said, reluctantly agreeing. Jasmine became giddy with excitement—so much so that I was immediately suspicious.

      “Um, so how did you find out, anyway?” I asked.

      “Well,” Jasmine said, twirling her hair in her finger. My cousin texted me; remember Johnny? You came to his and his wife’s wedding.

      I nodded.

      “Well, he’s a bartender at Frog Leaf in the city. He said he was chatting with the other bartender, Devin, and he showed him a picture of his girlfriend. He immediately forwarded the photo of the two of you to me.”

      “I knew it,” I said. “I knew you must’ve seen a picture of him to be acting this way.”

      “Oh, relax,” Jasmine grinned. “I’m not going to steal your boyfriend.”

      “You wouldn’t want to, anyway,” I said. “He’s… he… he has a really small penis.”

      Jasmine looked at me, as if waiting for me to crack up from my lie. Was she so perceptive that she could read it on my face? I doubled-down, though, feeling quite bad for throwing Devin under the bus in such a way. But I was determined!

      “It’s actually the biggest downside about him, so far,” I said, and returned to biting my nail.

      “Well, that doesn’t bother me,” Jasmine said.

      “Oh, yeah right,” I said, cocking my head and letting a sarcastic tone slide from my lips.

      “What do you mean ‘yeah right’?” I said.

      “What?” Jasmine said, with all the innocence in the world. “It doesn’t.”

      “I seem to recall a certain ‘Mr. Perfect’ that you dated last summer for two weeks until you ended it because his ‘thing was small,’” I reminded her.

      Jasmine laughed and shook her head. “No, that’s not what I said.”

      “What did you say, then?” I pressed.

      After a moment in which I could tell the wheels behind Jasmine’s brown eyes were spinning, hoping to contrive an alternate history, she finally scoffed and said, “Fine. He had a small dick! But it was really small,” she giggled, mimicking a penis with her pinky. “Like, not even as big as this.”

      “Ok, well… Devin is even smaller,” I lied. I bit my lip and turned my eyes away.

      “Yeah right,” Jasmine guffawed.

      “Look, it doesn’t matter because you’re not going to meet him—not like this,” I said.

      “But I’m going to be all alone on—“

      “Alone on your birthday; I heard you,” I said, and crossed my arms. “What about that guy from the lacrosse team that had you screaming so loudly at midnight on Sunday night? You know we got a notice from the R.A. about it, right?” I said.

      “Oh, well… Chris is small, too,” Jasmine laughed.

      “What?” I cried.

      “Well, he’s so good at eating pussy that he made me cum but… he’s eh when it comes to size,” Jasmine said.

      “Whatever,” I said, having had enough of Jasmine’s shallow, size-queen posturing.

      “So, what’s Devin like?” Jasmine said, ignoring my temperament. “He looks like a total hunk of man in that photo Johnny sent me,” she continued, gushing, “I want to know everything before we meet.”

      “You can know that he’s twenty-four, he’s a Sagittarius, and he’d six-foot-three,” I said. “You already know where he works, and that’s all you get to know,” I said.

      “Well, maybe I’ll have to find out more on my own when you two come over Friday night,” Jasmine grinned.

      “We’ll see if that even happens,” I said.

      And yet, being the good girl I am—and the good friend—I brought Devin right to Jasmine’s parents’ doorstep that Friday night.

      “So, this is that girl, Jasmine, right? The one you’ve been talking so much about?” Devin said.

      “Yeah,” I nodded, as we started up the sidewalk to Jasmine’s parents’ house. The sky had turned to dusk, leaving a mixture of rose and rust and purple mingling with the remaining clouds from the early summer day. The air had cooled down, leaving a slight chilly crispness to the air, which was a much needed relief; given that I had become so tense I might’ve been sweating if it had been warm out.

      “What’s wrong?” Devin said. He stopped in his tracked and turned back to me, giving me a look that I had become accustomed it. His dark eyes peered down into mine, and he immediately brought his big, corded bicep around my back and brought me in against his hard chest. I could feel his pecs through his black button-down shirt. His woodsy, musk-ridden cologne sent me into a tailspin of want, even amidst all the frustration and anxiety of the evening.

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, with an attitude in my tone.

      “Babe, come on,” Devin urged. He rubbed the back of his neck and then ran a hand through his neatly-styled, short, dirty-blonde hair. “I’m not going to let you go in there until you tell me what’s on your mind.”

      “It’s just that… ugh!” I said, stomping my heels against the sidewalk. “Jasmine is such a… a bitch,” I whispered. “She’s going to do everything she can tonight to steal you away from me.”

      Devin laughed at this, but I quickly snapped, “It’s not funny. You don’t know her.”

      “Well, then, why are you friends with her?” Devin asked.

      “We just… it’s… because, we’ve been friends forever,” I said. “She’s a good person, really. It’s just… she can’t control her libido or her body.”

      “Well, I doubt any girl is going to be as hot as you,” Devin said. “Come on.”

      He led me up to the front door and I whispered beneath my breath, “We’ll see, won’t we?” as contempt oozed from my eyes.

      Devin pressed the doorbell and after only a moment, the door pulled open, with Jasmine appearing in the foyer.

      “Lexi!” She cried. She reached forward and we gave each other a giddy hug, as though we hadn’t just seen each other earlier that afternoon on campus.

      “Well,” Jasmine said, pulling away from me. “Who’s this?”

      “You know who he is,” I said, in no mood for games.

      “Hey,” Devin said. I looked at my boyfriend and felt I could already see the lust forming in his brown eyes as he looked Jasmine’s slender, tight body up and down. She wore a pair of yellow leggings and another of her trademark tiny white t-shirts that hugged her boobs for dear life. I couldn’t help but think in my mind what a whore she was dressed like. She knew those banana-yellow leggings were good for one thing and one thing only—to give anybody who wished to see, an unadulterated view of her perfect butt and legs. Standing there before us, I saw a bit more than that, too. I couldn’t help but look down to see a prominent camel-toe in Jasmine’s leggings, leaving me to believe she had done without any panties whatsoever for the evening.

      What a slut! I thought, as I continued to smile and place nice.

      “So you’re Devin,” Jasmine said. “Nice to meet you. I wish I could say Alexis has told me all about you, but she’s been hiding you this whole time!”

      Devin looked over at me, confusing glazing his eyes. After a small chuckle he cocked his brow and said to me, “Um, what?”

      I hesitated and cleared my throat. “I was… it’s nothing,” I said.

      “No, she never said a word about you until I found out from Johnny that you two were dating,” Jasmine said.

      Devin’s eyes lit up. “Oh, you know Johnny? From the restaurant?”

      Jasmine flashed a wide, pearly grin and said, “Johnny’s my cousin!”

      I already felt as though I’d become the third wheel and we hadn’t even made it inside the house yet. Jasmine and Devin chatted so effortlessly and naturally, as though they had been friends for years before this very first conversation. The charisma that Devin exuded and the flirtation that Jasmine seemed to ooze did not help things, either.

      “Um, so, why don’t we go inside?” I interrupted, and walked in-between my boyfriend and Jasmine, as if making my way between two big shrubs. I pushed them both against their shoulders and marched into the house until I felt the cool air conditioning against my bare shoulders. I had done my best to dress up for the evening—a fun cocktail dress and my very best makeup and hair efforts. I’d expected Jasmine to have done the same. Instead, she seemed to want to make it very clear that she was not interested in being that sort of girl. She was, instead, looking for quick, casual fun. At least, that had become my suspicion.

      It was true that she could have simply been dressed-down because she was not intending to steal my man. But I knew Jasmine so much better than this. And the toasted vanilla perfume that permeated her certainly suggested she had not been deep in a yoga pose when Devin pressed the doorbell.

      “Of course,” Jasmine giggled, and said, “Right this way.”

      Jasmine jumped out ahead of us both, undoubtedly to give Devin a full view of her tight and round butt. I eyed my boyfriend from the corner of my periphery and saw his eyes, but could not quite tell what direction they were pointed. I huffed and set Jasmine’s gift down on the coffee table in her parents’ living room.

      “Aww… Lexi!” Jasmine said, and came up to hug her arms around me. “Thank you!”

      Right after she did this, she came over to Devin and wrapped her arms around him, as well. “Thank you!”

      “Oh, um, sure,” Devin said, with an uncertain chuckle. His arms remained fixed at his sides, as Jasmine hugged him tight.

      “Ok,” I said to Jasmine. “That’s enough, already.”

      Jasmine pulled off and gave a mischievous grin toward me, before turning back to Devin and transforming back into the perfect, innocent hostess. “So, how about some drinks? My parents are out of town and they don’t lock the liquor cabinet,” Jasmine winked.

      “Um, why don’t you open your gift, instead,” I said, just as I could tell Devin might be about to take Jasmine up on her offer. I knew all-too well how horny bourbon made my boyfriend, and I wasn’t about to let bourbon touch his lips as long as that legging-clad ass was strutting around in front of us.

      “Ok, sure,” Jasmine said, after a hesitant pause. She had all the enthusiasm of somebody who had just been summoned to jury duty, as she grabbed the gift bag and pulled out a gift card for her favorite department store. “Aw, thank you, Lexi,” Jasmine said, and came up to me for another quick hug.

      “Um, no problem—let’s um… what should we do? I mean… should we go out for dinner?” I stuttered.

      “That doesn’t sound so bad,” Devin said. “What do you think, Jasmine? Dinner? It’s on me,” he winked.

      “Well, I was kind of looking forward to eating the cake my parents bought me. I thought maybe we’d do that and then take a dip in the hot tub? It’s the perfect night,” Jasmine said.

      “You have a hot tub?” Devin asked, with immediate interest in his tone.

      Jasmine smiled wide and nodded. “Yep; so, why don’t we start with that, and then we can eat some cake, after.” Jasmine had already started for the linen closet and grabbed three towels when I said, “Um, are you sure you don’t want to go out and get something to eat Jasmine? Are you sure you wouldn’t rather do that instead of stealing… the chance to eat?” I said, fumbling over my words as my true feelings kept rising to the surface.

      “I don’t have anything to swim in, so maybe we shouldn’t,” Devin admitted.

      “Well, do you have boxers on… or briefs… or nothing?” Jasmine asked, in a sultry tone.

      “Um, briefs,” Devin said, and lifted his shirt slightly, to show the band of his designer, low-rise white trunks. At once, both Jasmine and I were shown a flash of his lower abs—the v-line leading right down into the mystery beneath his jeans. I bit my lip and felt weak seeing Devin’s body, but immediately turned and saw the exact same reaction on Jasmine’s face. I flared with jealousy and frustration.

      “Well, he can’t swim in his underwear,” I said.

      “Why not? It’s no different than a Speedo,” Jasmine noted.

      “I don’t mind,” Devin said. “I could use a hot tub soak, to be honest.”

      “Then it’s settled,” Jasmine interrupted.

      “Well, I don’t have anything,” I barked.

      Jasmine thought for a moment and smiled. “You can borrow one of my bikinis like you always do. Or, Devin and I could swim and you could eat cake since you seem so hungry.” The sass was written across Jasmine’s eyes as she glanced at me.

      I rolled my eyes and scoffed, “I’ll borrow one of your bikinis,” I said. “I think if anybody is hungry right now, it’s you,” I said, serving the lob right back to her.

      “Ok, well, let’s change and meet out there. Devin, there’s a bathroom right here,” Jasmine pointed. “Or you can change right here, nobody will see once we go upstairs,” she explained. Jasmine quickly grabbed my hand and pulled me away upstairs to her bedroom. I looked back and saw Devin begin to strip. I bit my lip and grew hornier than ever, knowing he was about to be completely naked. Jasmine seemed to have the same idea, because the moment we came to her bedroom she quickly said, “Oh, I forgot something downstairs; I’ll be right back.”

      “Oh no you didn’t,” I said, and quickly followed Jasmine down the hallway. She rushed quickly down the steps and looked over the bannister of the stairs. It was just in time for each of us to see Devin buck-naked, but turned away from us. He’d pulled his briefs down just beneath his butt for only a half-second, and we happened to catch the very moment.

      “Oh!” Jasmine gasped. She covered her mouth and started to giggle as we each saw Devin’s impossibly perfect ass, completely naked. I was as furious as I was turned on by the sight. Already I felt as though I was sharing what was supposed to be all mine with my greedy friend, Jasmine. We each rushed back up the stairs as if we were back in Junior High, giggling and pushing one another.

      Jasmine fanned herself and mouthed the words Oh my god! I was simply thankful that she had not seen Devin’s front side and seen just how much I had been lying about his penis size. I knew it was only a matter of time, though. If it wasn’t enough that she would undoubtedly see how big his bulge was in the pouch of his briefs, they would eventually become wet in the hot tub, and the material would almost certainly become see-through. I knew Jasmine was counting down the moments until it happened.

      We changed quickly; mostly, I think, because we were each secretly racing one another to get downstairs with Devin, first. Jasmine hurried, but she was no match for a determined girl like me. I’d changed so quickly that I didn’t have time to see if Jasmine had shaved herself bald like she loved to do when she wanted to make a perfect impression on a guy.

      We came downstairs and each of us had been caught in our tracks when we came into the kitchen and saw Devin standing there in his briefs. He faced us and at once Jasmine saw the almost comically large bulge in my boyfriend’s briefs.

      “Oh my god,” Jasmine blurted.

      “What’s wrong?” Devin asked, somehow oblivious to what both Jasmine and I had been looking at.

      “Nothing; let’s go. It’s dark outside now, right?” I said. Now it was I who had grabbed Jasmine by the hand and dragged her out into the dark backyard, away from Devin. As she passed him, she looked down and got an unabashed eyeful of my boyfriend’s package.

      “You dirty liar!” She whispered, as we came outside just before Devin. “You said he was small.”

      “He is,” I returned.

      “Yeah, right! He looks like he has the empire state building in his underwear,” Jasmine laughed.

      “Whatever,” I said, without any further defense. Devin came out after us and the three of us made our way to the hot tub. Jasmine turned on the tub and at once the lights came on inside of it as the water began to bubble and the water churn wildly.

      “So, um, Devin, have you ever thought of being an underwear model… or a porn star?” Jasmine said, giggling, as we waited for the water to heat up.

      Devin cocked his head and laughed. “No, not really.”

      “Well, you certainly could do either if you wanted, I bet,” Jasmine said, biting her lip.

      “Thanks,” Devin said, and rubbed the back of his neck.

      “You know, I thought about being a porn star,” Jasmine said. “I love sex so much, I thought, ‘why not do it for a living?’” Jasmine laughed.

      “Really?” Devin asked—a tone of fascination in his voice.

      “Well, you could definitely make it as a—“ Devin started.

      “Water’s ready,” I interrupted.

      “It’s not very hot yet,” Jasmine said, feeling the water in her hand.

      “It’s plenty hot,” I grumbled.

      The three of us got into the hot tub. Jasmine immediately scooted toward Devin until both she and I were on either side of Devin, who stretched his arms out behind both of us. “So, happy birthday, Jasmine,” Devin said. “What did you wish for?”

      Jasmine danced her eyes about and gave a coquettish grin. “Something big and long,” she said. “Something nice and warm.”

      Devin laughed and shook his head. “Do you have a boyfriend?”

      “No,” Jasmine said, in a dramatically morose tone. “I’m all alone on my birthday.”

      “No you’re not,” I reminded her. “We’re here—remember? And I was so excited to do this,” I said sarcastically. “Because I just knew it wouldn’t end up how I dreaded.”

      Jasmine giggled and looked at Devin. “Sorry,” Devin said.

      “What happened?” I asked.

      “My leg brushed against his; it’s very big and muscular,” Jasmine smiled.

      “Thanks,” Devin said.

      “Alexis I can’t believe you hid him from me,” Jasmine said.

      “Yeah, why did I ever do that,” I scoffed, and watched as my boyfriend and Jasmine both exchange flirty little conversations and giggles.

      “Where did I leave that thing…” Jasmine said. She looked deep in thought as her arm waded down under the water. She looked as though her hand was searching for something deep down in the hot tub.

      “What thing?” I asked.

      “There was a… um… a thing… a… bar of soap that I left in here,” she said, clearly making it up as she went along.

      “Is it…” Jasmine started.

      “Whoa,” Devin said, giving a slight jump.

      “Mm… whoops; sorry,” Jasmine grinned.

      “No worries,” Devin grinned. I could see the hungry in my boyfriend’s eyes. I shot a dagger with mine as I looked at Jasmine. “What happened?” I asked, almost too afraid to find out.

      “She um… accidentally…” Devin started.

      “I was looking for that soap and I accidentally touched Devin’s...” she said, and trailed off into a giggling fit.

      “Oh, you just did it again,” Devin said with a grin on his lips that expressed little embarrassment or offense.

      “Oh, did I?” Jasmine said. “It’s bigger than the last time I touched it, so I didn’t realize.” The brunette laughed. She teased her hair and looked at Devin, who bit his lips and shook his head with an amused disbelief at the girl’s forwardness.

      “Did you grow?” Jasmine asked. I saw her arm slide back across the space under water between her legs and Devin’s, and Devin let out a soft sigh of enjoyment.

      “What are you doing?” I asked her.

      “Nothing,” Jasmine said, feigning innocence. The devilish grin that played on her lips betrayed this little act, though.

      “Ok,” Devin said, with a placating chuckle as he shifted in place.

      Jasmine giggled and eyed me. “You know, your girlfriend said you had a small dick; you feel totally the opposite, though.”

      “What? Alexis said that?” Devin asked, and looked at me as Jasmine nodded proudly.

      “Why did you say that?” Devin asked me, with a touch of offense in his voice.

      “Because of this,” I blasted. “Because I know how Jasmine is, and I knew that she would be all over you if she found out you were hung like a horse.”

      Jasmine’s eyes grew wide and she said, “Well, it’s my birthday. Aren’t we besties? You’re not going to let me see a peek?”

      “What?” Devin asked, clearly shocked at the conversation.

      “Jasmine, forget it,” I said.

      “Come on!” Jasmine begged. “I want to see.”

      “You want to see my dick?” Devin asked her.

      Jasmine smiled wide and nodded. Devin laughed with incredulity.

      “It can be my birthday gift,” Jasmine giggled.

      “You already got a gift; it’s inside sitting on the coffee table,” I reminded her.

      Jasmine shook her head. “No, that was your gift. Devin hasn’t given me his gift, yet.”

      “That’s because the gift was from us both,” I said. Frustration welled in my voice as Devin could only laugh and shake his head. “You girls are wild.”

      “Come on; I’ve already felt it,” Jasmine said, reaching underwater to squeeze Devin’s hardening shaft once more.

      I looked down at the water to see a vague indication that Jasmine was now stroking Devin’s cock over his briefs.

      “This is crazy,” Devin laughed.

      “Babe, stop,” I snapped at him.

      “Hey, I’m not doing anything,” Devin said, defensive and quick. “Tell your ‘bestie’ to stop grabbing my dick.”

      “I’m only doing it because Alexis promised to let me give you a blowjob for my birthday,” Jasmine said, cool and confident in her lie.

      “What?!” I cried.

      “Remember? You said that you would let me do it; it was going to be my birthday surprise. You said that you would do it to make up for the time you gave a blowjob to my boyfriend, Ricky Gomez, when we were seniors. And while you were dating Jared Lansky, too.”

      I couldn’t believe Jasmine had known about the blowjob I had given to her boyfriend. Guilt had eaten me up inside for the next month straight, and it hadn’t even been a good experience. Ricky was small enough but half-hard that night because we were both drunk, and his cum tasted terrible; not to mention he shot his load in my mouth without warning me so I could jerk him to finish, which I most certainly would have done instead had I known! It was the only time I had cheated on a boyfriend—the only time—because of a game Jasmine had been playing. She knew I had a crush on Ricky and had told me Ricky was joining the navy a week later, as if to get me to act on my crush and entrap me. And it had worked splendidly.

      And now, Jasmine was intent to throw it all in my face. Not only had she known about the time I betrayed her—and only because Ricky had lied and told me she and him had broken up earlier that day—but now I realized that she had known all along and had been saving this revelation for a time in which it might truly benefit her.

      She had me backed into a corner. Only then did I realize how good Jasmine was at getting what she wanted.

      “Unless, I’m thinking of somebody else. Surely you don’t cheat on your boyfriends, right, Lexi?” Jasmine said. She was so good that I wondered if I didn’t have steam shooting from my ears like in the cartoons.

      “Um…” I hesitated.

      “You cheated on your boyfriend, before?” Devin asked, with a hint of concern in his voice.

      “Um…” I continued, stumbling over what to do. I knew it would crush me if Jasmine got to suck my boyfriend’s dick. But I knew I might lose an amazing guy like Devin if I let him believe the story. I knew what Jasmine was doing. And I knew the moment I let her suck Devin’s dick, she would back me up when I assured Devin it was a misunderstanding.

      I went back and forth, but I already knew what I would do.

      The words felt bitter and awful in my mouth as I eyed Jasmine and said, “I didn’t cheat. And Jasmine is thinking of somebody else.”

      Jasmine nodded, as if she knew exactly what I had chosen from this. She reached down over Devin’s cock again and began to rub it obvious and intent.

      “Hey,” Devin laughed, but did nothing to push her away.

      “Come on,” Jasmine said. “I want to show you something,” she said. “It’s okay—Alexis wanted me to have the best b-day, ever.”

      Devin looked confused. He looked at me and I nodded, trying to hide the anger and fury in my eyes as he reluctantly hopped out of the hot tub. Jasmine led him by the hand to an outdoor sofa that was sitting on the porch. There, Jasmine had Devin sit back.

      “Take these off,” I heard her say as she giggled.

      I got out of the hot tub and came over to the sofa. I sat down beside Devin and saw the massive, wet white bulge in his briefs, just as he was bent forward and tugging the underwear down and off his legs at Jasmine’s impatient insistence.

      “That’s it,” Jasmine said.

      “Babe, you’re cool with this?” Devin asked me, grinning.

      “Um, sure,” I said flatly, as Devin sat back and his massive dick spilled out and sprang into the air.

      “Oh, fuck!” Jasmine swooned with total exhilaration. She wrapped her fingers around my boyfriend’s half-hard shaft and started to jerk it loosely. “Fuck,” Devin groaned, as he looked down at her with half-open eyes and parted lips.

      “You’re so giant,” Jasmine grinned. She was practically drooling over my boyfriend’s big meat. I knew Devin was no longer mine the moment she saw his dick. He’d told me it was eight inches, but I couldn’t help but think it was longer than that, and thick like some kind of big sausage from the deli section of a grocery store. And now it was swelling fully hard before my eyes, but it was my friend’s hand that did it to him, and not mine.

      Jasmine giggled all the while, indulging in the moment as she teased Devin’s cock. Finally, she lurched forward and parted her lips. At once, Devin’s cockhead disappeared inside Jasmine’s mouth and he groaned deeply.

      “Fuck, babe,” Devin said. I wasn’t expecting for him to lean over and plant a long, passionate kiss on my lips. The kiss left me feeling painfully aroused as jealousy mixed with longing and I felt my entire body shudder with adrenaline and desire.

      I didn’t understand what had happened. It was like an electric feeling had washed over me, warm and exciting. I felt the usual sensations in my panties as Devin’s kiss activated my mind. But I looked down and saw Jasmine sucking his dick. I hated it. I was disgusted by it. But I was so fucking turned on by it now that Devin had kissed me so sincerely.

      I was angered at having been pulled from my jealousy and indignation. I wanted to stew in it and hate Jasmine. But, instead, I wanted her to suck Devin more and more, if it meant my boyfriend would pay me enough attention to kiss me.

      I wanted to be the one to suck his dick. I hated that it wasn’t me. Instead, all I got was a kiss that worked me up and made my panties so wet I thought I might orgasm from the sound of Jasmine’s mouth gulping on Devin’s thick cock.

      Devin pulled from me and moaned as I watched Jasmine take nearly his entire shaft toward her throat. “Holy shit… deep throat,” my boyfriend groaned, as Jasmine’s tongue slid out and pushed against his balls.

      Jasmine pulled back and off Devin’s cock. She gasped a few breaths and giggled as she wiped her lips which were strung with saliva. Her eyes had become teary, but she had taken boyfriend’s entire dick in her mouth. I had struggled to take more than Devin’s dick-head, it was so massive. But now Jasmine was poised to show Devin just how much better he could have it. I was as shocked as I was enraged. And yet, seeing Devin moan like I had never seen before, left me wanting badly to rub my pussy while Jasmine sucked him.

      “Fuck, babe—she’s a pro,” Devin said.

      “What about me?” I asked.

      “You? Well, you’re all right,” Devin chuckled. “It’s just that…”

      Devin tried to explain, but Jasmine slid her throat back around my boyfriend’s dick and he was struck by the inability to say anything—only moan into the spacious backyard.

      I seethed as Jasmine massaged my boyfriend’s sack. She slid her mouth off and stroked his cock—wet with her spit—as she brought her mouth down and sucked each of his balls. This seemed to set Devin off into a long, deep moan, until he reached down and stopped Jasmine.

      “Fuck, you’re going to make me explode,” he laughed.

      “Good,” Jasmine grinned.

      “No it’s not,” Devin said. At once, he stood up and grabbed Jasmine. He hoisted her onto the sofa and they switched places. Devin started to undo Jasmine’s leggings as though he was ravenous to have her naked. Jasmine giggled wildly and aided him, tugging out of her leggings to confirm not only that she had indeed been naked in them, but that she had a freshly bald mound.

      “Fuck,” Devin growled.

      “The deal was for a birthday blowjob,” I said, desperate.

      “Babe, come on—look at this fucking pussy. You can’t let me not eat this; it’s a work of art… so tight and hidden behind her puffy lips,” he groaned, as though it pained him to not eat Jasmine’s pussy—a sensation he had never once exhibited for me. Instead, Devin seemed as though eating me had been more of a chore or an obligation.

      But with Jasmine, I watched my boyfriend lower his face and immediately bury it in Jasmine’s tight, bald pussy. She squirmed and laughed loudly as her legs spread open and her bent closed around his back. Devin held them out and feasted on her pussy, brushing his tongue long and gentle up and down her slit until Jasmine had been driven wild. He settled at her clit and circled it like a shark waiting to strike its prey. Finally, he slid his tongue over it and Jasmine cried out with bliss.

      The sight made me furious. And I might’ve tried to strangle Jasmine for being such a slut, had I not had my hand deep in my panties touching myself at this. It was as though I could feel Devin’s tongue on my pussy when he did it. I was watching a live porn performance. And just like watching it on a laptop or phone by myself, I felt disconnected from the performers—left only to dream about what it might be like to have sex with Devin, my own boyfriend, while Jasmine screamed at the top of her lungs from the pleasure he was mashing into her folds with his tongue.

      “Oh… yes,” she exhaled, and dragged her fingers through Devin’s hair. After a few more moments, he reached up and ran his hands over her boobs and she began to tremble and pant.

      I can’t believe she’s going to actually climax from MY boyfriend’s tongue! I thought, absolutely livid as Jasmine cried out and came on Devin’s tongue. Her legs shook wildly and she cried out over and over as her chest heaved. I could only watch and masturbate to the image because, not only had my best friend completely betrayed me, but my body had, too.

      “That’s it… fuck,” Jasmine moaned, as her orgasm finally dissipated and she tossed her head back and laughed. A look then came to her eyes and she pulled her legs up. “How do you want me?” She asked Devin.

      “Just like that,” Devin said. “Stay just like that,” he said, keeping Jasmine spread-eagle on the sofa as he stood and grabbed his rock-hard cock in his fist. He wasted no time bringing the head against Jasmine’s wet, pink slit. He pushed slowly inside and like a pair of curtains, Jasmine parted around him.

      “Oh… fuck,” Devin growled, as Jasmine’s pussy split open around his thick cock. The head disappeared, followed by a few inches of his shaft, before he pulled back and repeated this. The look on Devin’s face was total abandonment and bliss. I could only watch like a desperate, pathetic fool, as my own boyfriend fucked my best friend and not me!

      Jasmine looked at me and grinned with smug accomplishment. I scoffed and clenched my jaw as I glared at her. But there was nothing I could do. Devin fucked her like the hungry, horny man he was and not even an earthquake would have made him pull out from Jasmine’s pussy, by the look glazing his eyes.

      “Oh, fuck,” Devin moaned over and over as he pumped Jasmine deep and fast. He grabbed her ankles and hoisted them up, bringing her legs together as he thrust deep inside her—deep enough that she moaned from her gut and pushed against his thighs. “You’re so big…” she said, as Devin continued with a slower pace.

      “You’re going to make me cum so hard, babe,” Devin said, looking at Jasmine.

      “Good… cum inside me,” Jasmine said, without missing a beat.

      “Inside? Are you on the pill?” Devin asked.

      “Mm-hm,” Jasmine nodded. I knew full-well that Jasmine was not on any birth control. And now, she was goading my boyfriend to inject her with his virile sperm. She looked over at me with such satisfaction. She turned her nose into the air and continued to moan, as Devin pumped her faster and faster. He lowered down and planted a long, passionate kiss on her lips.

      “Babe!” I cried. “What are you doing! You weren’t supposed to be doing any of this!” I shouted. “Jasmine, stop!” I continued. “This isn’t fair!”

      But neither of them stopped or paid me any attention whatsoever. I felt completely invisible, left watching my boyfriend fuck Jasmine like I was watching a video and not sitting right beside them—close enough to smell the sex and sweat in the air—close enough to hear my boyfriend’s sack slap against Jasmine’s butt with every hard, deep and fast pump into her swollen pussy. The sound of her giggles and moans of ecstasy left a fire in my mind that swelled with rage. And yet, a fire in my pussy burned just the same, and refused to die out.

      “Come on… cum deep in my pussy… give me every drop,” Jasmine exhaled loudly.

      “Fuck… fuck… oh, shit,” Devin growled from deep in his gut. I watched as his thrusts locked up and jerked, and he moaned at the top of his lungs as he pushed his cock balls-deep into Jasmine.

      Like a dagger of jealousy and lust, I rubbed myself to finish just the same, but not before I looked and saw the pearly-white sperm around Devin’s cock, oozing from Jasmine’s tight opening. It drizzled down over her asshole and I knew my boyfriend had injected her with such a massive load of seed that it had overflowed out of her. His shaft continued to contract and just knowing that Jasmine would probably get pregnant with my boyfriend’s baby sent me into my own orgasm.

      I couldn’t escape it any longer and I cried out with soft, quick moans—not that Devin or Jasmine even once looked over to notice that I had climaxed.

      Instead, they continued to embrace and kiss. Devin held Jasmine as his cock finished pulsing deep in Jasmine’s warm, tight grip. “You fucking drained me,” he said to her, with exhausted bliss in his voice. “I’ve never cum so hard in my life,” he said, which stung me just as I was coming down from my own meager climax.

      “Me neither,” Jasmine said. “I’ve never been fucked so good, before.”

      “What now?” Devin asked, still huffing.

      “Let’s go clean up in the shower,” Jasmine said, as Devin lifted her from the sofa. Jasmine giggled and said, “My legs are wobbly, now.”

      “I’ll have to carry you, then,” he smiled, and lifted Jasmine up over his shoulder—her butt flashed at me so that I could see the drizzle of Devin’s cum down her thigh.

      “That was so good I might have to let you try my butt,” I heard Jasmine say as they started off into the house.

      “Don’t tell me that unless you mean it because you’re making me hard all over again,” Devin said.

      “Oh yeah?” Jasmine asked.

      “I’ve never been with a girl that let me do anal,” Devin said.

      “Alexis didn’t?” Jasmine asked.

      Devin laughed and said, “Um, what do you think? She won’t even swallow.”

      “Well you’ve never been with me,” Jasmine said. “You can have my butt anytime if you’re going to fuck me like that,” she laughed.

      “Hey,” I called at them.

      Suddenly, I was left alone in the cool air of the backyard. My boyfriend had carried my best friend off, presumably to have anal sex with her, and all after having just likely impregnated her. I was dejected, I was alone and I was more jealous than I had ever been in my life.

      And yet, my pussy was throbbing and red. It called to me and begged me to bring my fingers back against it. So I did; I reached down into my panties and started to grind myself, before deciding that if a perfectly good live show of anal sex was going to happen inside Jasmine’s house then I shouldn’t spend my evening out in the backyard!

      I rushed inside after Jasmine and Devin to watch my boyfriend fuck my best friend’s ass. I knew nothing I said would dissuade him. I could bring up loyalty, our relationship—anything. But it was too late. Jasmine had gotten exactly what she wanted.

      I brought my boyfriend to her, and like a spider after a fly, she had calculated the entire affair until she had devoured him with her wiles.

      I was now all alone because Jasmine always gets what she wants.
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      I’d just walked in the door when I noticed Robert sitting on the sofa in our living room, his head in his hands.  There was a piece of paper in front of him on the coffee table, and he was staring at it like someone had died.  “Is everything okay?” I asked.

      I must’ve scared him because he jumped.  His eyes met mine and he sighed at the realization that it was only me, his girlfriend.  “Um, no,” he said.  “Ginny, this is our lease renewal package.  The rent is going up by three hundred bucks.”

      “Are you kidding me?”  I raced over and picked up the package.  “That’s insane.  I’ll go talk to Sylvia.  We have to talk some sense into her.”

      “Sylvia?  She’s not going to budge.”

      “She’s our landlord.  We have to try.”

      I leaned down and kissed Robert goodbye, but his lips were cold and lifeless.  I marched out the door and headed to the front office.  On the way, I checked my phone.  Five minutes until closing time.  There was still plenty of time to speak to her before the weekend.

      It wasn’t that we couldn’t afford the extra three hundred, but we had other things we wanted to use it for.  We’d been working double shifts trying to save for a house, and we’d sacrificed more than our time to do it.  Our sex life was going downhill with all the extra work.

      I’d be damned if I was going to let a rent hike this steep take all of that away from us, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous.  I hadn’t seen Sylvia since the day we moved in, and that day was strange enough as it was.  I could’ve sworn Sylvia had been eyeing the two of us as if she was imagining us naked.  She was an attractive woman, but it wasn’t the kind of look I was used to getting from a landlady.  What was more unsettling was the way I’d been unable to forget about her since.

      I reached the office and knocked on the door.  There was still a sign of life through the window.  The desk lamp glowed and I saw her silhouette move as it reached the door.  She pulled it open and smiled.

      “Ginny, haven’t seen you in a while.”

      I held up the paper and pushed my way inside.  “Three hundred bucks? Don’t you think that’s a little high?”  It was moments like this I was glad we lived in a smaller complex.  Negotiating was usually much easier.

      Sylvia moved to her desk and sat on the edge of it.  Her black pencil skirt rose up her long legs a few inches.  Her dark hair was pulled back into a low ponytail.  She removed her fashion-forward glasses and pinched the bridge of her nose.  “Look, Ginny.  You’ve only been here a year.  So you didn’t know that for the last five years I haven’t raised rent at all.  But my costs have gone up.  Property taxes are up.  This hike is long overdue.  And now, with all the new people moving to this city, the demand is there for me to raise it.  It’s just business.”

      “So you’re just going to push out those of us who can’t afford to pay more?  An increase of three hundred in a year is too much.”

      Sylvia’s dark eyes met mine as they studied me.  I felt tense and uneasy.  The longer we stared at each other in silence, the harder it was to keep my focus on the task at hand instead of the way her business suit hugged her perfect figure.

      “Look,” she said, finally breaking the silence.  “I like you.  I like Robert.  You guys are quiet and you pay on time.  What if I make you some kind of a deal?”

      I leaned on one hip and clenched the paper in my fist.  “What kind of a deal?”

      She studied me for another moment or two before continuing.  I could tell whatever it was scared her to come out with.  She was hesitating, and probably for good reason.

      “Never mind,” she said, standing up and walking to the door.  She opened it, gesturing for me to leave.  “The rent is going up and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

      I walked over and closed the door, pressing my back to it.  My body was inches from Sylvia’s.  I pushed my breasts forward and parted my lips.  “Please,” I begged softly.  “We’ll do anything.”

      Sylvia’s eyes traveled from my face to my chest and I was grateful for the low neckline in my blouse.  Sylvia’s tongue swept across her bottom lip as she leaned in.  I prepared myself for her to kiss me.  I prepared to give myself over to her completely.

      I told myself it was all for the discount, but it was a lie.  Sylvia’s intense gaze and voluptuous curves had been a source of fantasy for me for a long time.  It was part of the reason I never wanted to visit her again.  Fantasies about my landlord weren’t ones I wanted to entertain.

      Sylvia pushed herself backward before she’d even had a chance to kiss me.  “No,” she said.  “I’m sorry, there’s nothing I can offer you.”

      She walked back to her desk and sat in her high back office chair.  I turned toward the door and locked it.  I moved toward the blinds and closed them.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      I slowly unbuttoned my blouse and dropped it from my shoulders.  Sylvia’s eyes widened and fixated on my lacy pink bra.  “I know what you want,” I told her, sounding more confident than I was.  “I’ve known it since the day we moved in.”

      “Please,” she said, holding up her hand but keeping her gaze focused on my body.  “You don’t have to do this.”

      I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra.  The cups loosened from my breasts and I tossed it to the floor.  I was shaking as I exposed my breasts to Sylvia.  I’d never done anything like this before, and I couldn’t believe I was doing it now.  But seeing the way Sylvia salivated over my body made me want to continue.  Rent wasn’t even part of the equation anymore.

      I wanted to experience something new with Sylvia.  As much as it terrified me, I wanted it.

      Sylva moved toward me until her body was inches from mine.  Her warm breath rolled over my cheeks as she looked down at my naked chest.  Her fingers moved to my hips until they found the side zipper of my skirt.  I could feel her warm breath travel from my cheeks to my chest to my navel as she lowered down, dragging my skirt down with her.

      My body tingled and trembled waiting for her to touch me.  When she did, my skin ignited like a thousand fireworks shooting off at once.  Her fingers trailed up my calves and thighs while she remained on her knees.  Her breath was now grazing the wet stain of my panties as she stared at the concealed fruit she’d been lusting over since the day we moved in.

      I stared down at her, still in shock that I was actually going through with this.  But Sylvia had given me plenty of time to back out.  There was still time yet, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  Instead, I slipped my fingers inside my panties and tugged them down over my hips, revealing my wet pussy to Sylvia for the first time.

      Her tongue swept across her lower lip, and her breath trailed over my skin.

      I reached down and gripped the base of her ponytail, gently stroking the extended strands.  She smiled up at me, but refused to get any closer until she asked me one more question.  “Are you sure you want to do this?”

      I nodded.

      She smirked.  “I’m afraid I’m going to need you to beg me for it.”

      “Beg?”

      “Yes.”

      I’d never begged for sex before.  I didn’t know the first thing.  What if I looked like a fool?  “Please,” I said.  “I want this.”

      “You can do better than that,” she said. Her thumbs dug into my inner thighs, sending pressure up toward my pelvis.  My wet skin ached to be touched and licked.  But I didn’t know how to ask for it.

      “I don’t know what you want,” I said.

      “All I want is the truth.  What is it that you want?”

      “I…I want you to touch me.  To lick me.”

      “Where?” she asked, raising one of her brows as if she was satisfied with herself.

      “My pussy,” I said, feeling embarrassed.  “I want you to lick my pussy.”

      “And do you want me to make you come?” she asked, and a shiver went down my spine.

      “Yes,” I said with an exhale.  There was no hesitation in my answer.  I wanted this, but now it was more than that. I needed it.

      Sylvia placed a thumb on the top of my mound and gently pulled upward.  She leaned in, her lips parting and tongue stretching out.  She’d made me wait so long that by the time her tongue slid over my skin, I was a trembling mess, barely able to stand.  So my hands held her head for support, gently pressing the top and sides as she swiped her tongue up and down.

      One of her hands slid up over my abdomen and ribs until it found my breast.  She gently massaged it while her tongue licked and probed.  Her fingers found my nipple.  They pinched then twisted it until I cried out.  That’s when her free hand slipped two fingers inside me, curling them forward until they found that hidden spot that sent electric pulses through my body.  Her tongue circled my clit.  Her lips sucked on my skin, and her fingers moved in and out.

      My hands were in her hair, messing up her perfect bun in an attempt to remain standing.  But my ankles weakened.  My knees were buckling.  An electric tide erupted through me and my head was dizzy, fantasy and reality blending into one.

      I moaned and whimpered as my body shook.  Sylvia wore a smile while she licked and sucked, never slowing until I slowed.

      Once my moans slowed and my body became still, she slowly withdrew her fingers and tongue, looking up at me with a smile.  “I suppose I can knock $150 off for that,” she teased.  She slowly stood and returned to her desk.  I dressed myself, feeling awkward as I slipped my clothes back on.  Part of me had wanted this to become more.  Part of me wasn’t through here.

      So I walked up to her and asked, “What do you want for the other $150?”

      She was bent over her desk, typing on her computer when her eyes flicked up at me and she flashed a half smile.  “I don’t think you’d be interested,” she said.

      “Try me.”

      She stood up, folding her arms across her chest.  “I want you to watch me fuck your boyfriend.”
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      I returned home, feeling like I was shrouded by my own secrets.  Soon they’d all come out.  They’d have to.  If I was going to keep this going with Sylvia, I would have to tell Robert and hope he’d be interested too.

      Still, the thought of watching another woman fuck my boyfriend in front of me was as horrifying as it was exciting.  Nothing made me feel so helpless.  Nothing made me feel so alive.

      Robert had moved into the kitchen to make dinner and I had an hour to convince him to sleep with our landlady.  “What do you think of Sylvia?” I asked him.

      “I hate that she’s raising our rent,” he said as he poured noodles into a bowl.

      “No, I mean.  What do you think of her physically?”

      He stopped what he was doing and faced me head on.  “Nothing’s going on between us,” he said.  “I mean, obviously there’s nothing or she wouldn’t be raising the rent.”  He laughed at his own joke, but it only reminded me of how real the situation with her was.  I had just orgasmed from Sylvia’s touch in exchange for discounted rent.

      I ran a hand through my hair and turned away.  This was already getting out of hand.  I couldn’t let it continue.  I shouldn’t.  But the thought of never being with Sylvia again was enough to get me to reconsider.

      I turned back to Robert and made myself clearer.  “No.  What I meant was, would you fuck her?  Is she fuckable to you?”

      “What’s this about?”

      “If I told you right now that I wanted you to fuck her, would you do it?”

      His eyes were wide and his mouth agape.  He set down his bowl of noodles as if he was afraid he might drop it.  “Are you asking me to fuck the landlady?”

      I stared at him long and hard.  My body was shaking, adrenaline coursing through me.  “Yes,” I said.  “Yes, I’m asking you to fuck Sylvia.”

      He laughed, but when I didn’t join him he looked concerned.  “Come on, Ginny.  You’re not serious?”

      “I’m dead serious,” I said.  My voice grew stronger.  I stood taller.  Come what may, I was putting it all out there.

      He studied me long and hard.  I could tell he couldn’t believe me.  So he decided to put me through a little test.  I could hear it in the tone of his voice.  “Alright,” he said.  “Sure, I’d fuck her.  She’s pretty hot.”

      He was watching me, waiting for me to react.  Waiting to call me out on the test he thought I was putting him through.  Before I could respond, there was a knock on the door.  Sylvia was early.

      “Good,” I said.  “Because she’s here.”

      “She’s what?” he asked, wiping his hands on a towel and following me toward the door.  I pulled it open and saw Sylvia standing there, waiting to be invited in.

      It was Robert who spoke first.  “What can we do for you?”

      Sylvia’s hard gaze was on me.  “You didn’t tell him yet?”

      I looked at Robert who was starting to put it all together.  “Holy shit.  Holy fucking shit.”

      I pulled Sylvia in and closed the door behind her.  I was a nervous wreck, but my body wanted this.  I only hoped Robert wanted it too.

      “I want you to fuck her,” I told him.  Then, to prove my sincerity, I turned to Sylvia and kissed her.  I pushed my mouth into hers, our tongues colliding.  And Sylvia, proving her sincerity, began to undress me.

      Robert’s body landed with a thud on the living room sofa as he stared at us in awe.  I removed Sylvia’s blouse and she removed mine.  We slipped off each other’s skirts until we were only in lingerie.  Robert’s bulge was showing and I knew we’d made him hard.  Good.  I wanted him to enjoy this.

      But as Sylvia walked over to him, my heart raced.  If I wanted to back out, I’d have to do it now.  I tugged at my fingers like a nervous virgin as Sylvia dropped to her knees on the floor between my boyfriend’s legs.  Her hands reached for his jeans and unfastened them.  He stared at her in disbelief, but his hands helped her push his jeans and briefs down his hips.

      His long, hard cock fell back against his stomach, stretching out like a beast.  I wanted to be the one on the floor about to suck him off.  I loved feeling his cock in my mouth as it pushed its way in.  But that wouldn’t be my job for tonight.  No.  My job was to watch someone else do it.

      Sylvia reached behind her and let down her hair.  It fell in dark locks around her shoulders.  She swept it all to one side, giving me the perfect view of what she as about to do.  Her hand gripped the base of his cock and angled him toward her.  Robert looked at me, his eyes full of desire and confusion.  His eyes were blank and distant as they returned to Sylvia, and then they focused in on her.

      She parted her lips and stretched out her tongue.  As it met the base of his cock and dragged upward, I thought about how that tongue had been on my pussy just thirty minutes earlier.  I wondered if it felt as good for him as it did for me.

      His breathing was quick and shallow.  He leaned forward enough to remove his shirt and toss it to the side.  His torso was cut and lean and Sylvia’s free hand explored the ridges of his muscles.  Then her parted lips wrapped around his mushroom head and her cheeks sucked in.  She lowered herself over him until he’d disappeared completely inside her.

      My breath caught at the sight.  He must’ve been in her throat and she wasn’t even gagging.  His eyes were bulging out of his head as he realized what she could do.  His hands moved to her head and he pulled his hips back only to push them forward again.

      He rocked his hips against her, sliding his dick in and out of her pouty mouth.  She gasped with each release and occasionally sputtered.  Long strings of saliva connected her mouth to his cock each time he pulled out, but it wasn’t for long.  He shoved himself back in quickly, lost to the moment.  Lost to the insanity.

      My body came alive.  It shouldn’t have but it did.  I moved to the accent chair and slipped a hand inside my panties.  My pussy was wetter than it had ever been.  When my fingers found my clit, stars burst behind my eyes.

      I shouldn’t be enjoying this, but I was.  My body was hot and feverish as I watched Sylvia suck my boyfriend’s cock.  But what gave me the greatest pleasure was seeing the expression on his face.  The pure lust and fire that filled him to fuck a girl that wasn’t me.  To fuck a girl he didn’t love.

      His balls swelled and Sylvia moved her mouth to them.  She sucked them in one by one and spit the out again.  She licked and swirled the length of his cock, alternating between sucking his dick and his balls.  It drove him insane.  He looked toward the ceiling, his eyes coming in and out of focus.  He rested an arm over his head as if the pleasure was just too much.

      My fingers strummed and played.  I waited for it.  I knew it was coming.  His abs flexed and he groaned as if in pain.  Sylvia’s neck muscles shifted as she swallowed his cum.  My skin buzzed with excitement and the scene in front of me.

      Sylvia pulled her mouth free and smiled.  “Did Ginny tell you what we did before I came over here?”

      Robert looked at me with wide eyes.  He shook his head slowly.  “No,” he said.  “She didn’t tell me.”

      “Your girlfriend stripped for me in my office.  Begging me to lower the rent.  And then I got on my knees and ate her out until she was a whimpering mess.”

      Robert’s brows furrowed.  “This is all for the rent, Ginny?”

      My fingers were still playing.  My chest heaving from the conversation as much as the blow job.  “Not just the rent,” I said between shallow breaths.  “I want this.  All of it.”

      “Are you sure?” he asked, and I could hear in his voice that he wanted more.

      I nodded, my fingers still circling and penetrating.  “Yes,” I said.  “I want to watch you fuck her. The rent is a convenient excuse.”

      “You heard your girl,” said Sylvia who had stood up.  She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.  I bit my lip as I watched it fall away revealing the most perfect full breasts I’d ever seen.  Her nipples were hard and pink.  I wanted to suck them in between my teeth and bite down gently.  I wanted to hear her moan the way she’d made me moan.

      She worked her panties down her long legs.  Her ass was perfectly toned and round.  As she bent over, I got a peek of her pussy between her thighs.  It was puffy and wet.  Ready to be licked.  Devoured.  Fucked.

      She stepped out of her panties and rested each knee on either side of Robert’s lap.  His hands found her waist and inched slowly upward.  She gripped his cock and slapped it against her pussy.  It hardened again in her hand.  She flattened it against his stomach and rocked her hips over it, rubbing her wet arousal along his shaft.  She leaned forward and gave him a kiss.  My stomach twisted when their tongues met.

      While they kissed, his hands found her breasts.  He caressed them and squeezed them gently.  His thumbs found her nipples and circled over and around them until she broke their kiss to moan.

      As if she couldn’t take it anymore, she angled his cock toward her, lifting her hips enough to give it room.  I watched through hooded eyes as his mushroom head split her pussy in two and sank in an inch or two.  She lowered her hips down over him, his cock sliding in inch by inch deeper inside her.  My tongue swept over my lips.  I pulled down one of the cups of my bra to pinch and tease my nipple while my other hand played with my pussy.

      I slipped two fingers inside as he slipped inside her.  My head was spinning at the sight of my boyfriend entering another woman.  The part that had me twisted up inside was the pleasure it brought him.  My gut was jealous while my body ached for it to continue.

      It was too late to stop it now, anyway.  The image would never leave my head, and I didn’t want it to leave my head.  I wanted to watch her make him come again.  But mostly, I wanted to see her come.

      She lowered down completely until his dick had disappeared.  He groaned and his brows furrowed.  His moved from her breasts to her hips.  He leaned forward and sucked in one of her nipples, then the other.  She began to rock against him, revealing an inch or so of the base of his cock to me.  My own fingers dug deeper inside me, sliding in and out at the same rhythm as his cock.

      Sylvia lifted her hips and lowered them again.  She alternated between lifting and rocking.  She moved her hips in a circle and Robert’s eyes almost rolled back into his head.  He was lost to her – as if I wasn’t even in the room anymore.  For some reason, that only aroused me more.

      She rocked more, moaning and groaning with each sway of her hips.  She gripped his shoulders for support and her head lowered.  Her body began to shake and her rhythm changed.  She was coming, and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

      Once she came down, Robert held her body close as he twisted both of them around.  He laid her on her back on the couch with him on top of her, his dick staying inside her the whole time.  He pushed her legs up against her chest and she gripped onto the sofa for support.  He held her legs as he moved his hips, thrusting in and out of her puffy wet pussy over and over.

      My fingers followed his rhythm and I knew I was close.  Watching Robert lose himself to this primal desire was enough to send me over.  The second my finger grazed my clit, electricity shot through me.  A whimper escaped me as my body went on autopilot, shaking and quivering from the intensity.

      When Robert heard my whimpering, he let go.  He pounded her hard and rough, grunting with each thrust.  His familiar groan escaped and he held himself in deep.  I knew he was shooting his load inside her with no barrier to speak of.

      I didn’t care.  I liked knowing his seed was filling her.  I liked the adrenaline of consequences.  He caught his breath and withdrew his cock.  Sylvia moaned lightly as he left her.

      Robert collapsed beside her on the sofa and she sat up with him.  I removed my fingers and licked them clean, still in disbelief that we’d actually gone through with it.

      “You don’t have to lower the rent,” I told Sylvia, trying to legitimize how much I desired this.  “I don’t want you to think that’s all this was.”

      She smiled as she picked up her clothes.  “Believe me,” she said.  “I know it was more than that.  But just for fun, I’ll lower it.  And just for fun, we should do this every month for the lowered rate.  I like holding it over you, and I think you like feeling it held over you.”

      She knew me well in ways I didn’t understand.

      Robert ran a hand through his dark hair.  “Um, thanks,” he said with a laugh.

      “My pleasure,” said Sylvia who leaned in to give him a kiss.  She stood and walked toward me, kissing me also.

      “You’re welcome here any time, Sylvia,” I told her as her dark hair draped around me.

      “I know I am, sweetie,” she said, flashing a smile.  She walked to the door and turned back toward us one more time.  “Stay out of trouble,” she said before letting herself out.

      I moved toward Robert’s lap and he wrapped his arms around me.  “I can’t believe we just did that,” he said.  “I mean, did we actually just fuck our landlord?”

      “I think we did,” I said.  “And we’ll do it again.”
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      The wind blew through my hair as we rolled down the highway.  I was suddenly grateful that I’d pulled my blond locks back into a high ponytail.  The strands that had come loose were annoying enough, and this way I was able to see the rolling hills as we drove onward.

      “I can’t wait to share my favorite song with you,” I told Derrick.  “Lime is my all-time favorite band.  I still can’t believe they’re playing at this Spring Break thing.”

      “Yeah, babe.  I’m excited about it too.” he said, one hand on the steering wheel and the other hanging out the driver’s side window.  His dark hair barely moved, it was so short.  His eyes were easy and at peace as we cruised.  Then there was flicker.  His brows furrowed.  His eyes came into focus.  “What do we have here?”

      I followed his line of sight to the road in front of us.  There was a tall brunette on the shoulder in a pair of denim shorts and some kind of flowing, hippie blouse.  She had a large brown sunhat on and her thumb jutted out over her shoulder.  She was hitchhiking.

      “Maybe we should pick her up, Becca.”

      I glanced at our vacant backseat, feeling much too uneasy about the situation.  Not because she was a stranger, and not because my parents warned me against this sort of thing.  It was because she was attractive, and so was Derrick. The last thing I wanted was an attractive woman stealing my man’s attention.

      “I don’t think it’s such a good idea,” I warned, but he was already pulling off to the shoulder a few feet in front of the girl.  “Derrick, no-“

      “Relax, Becca.  She looks harmless.”  He jumped out of the driver’s seat and hurried behind the car.  I watched the two of them through the rear window.  He picked up her suitcase and walked her to the back of the car.  He opened the door for her like a real gentleman, sliding her suitcase in first and then helping her move in beside it.

      “Oh, hi,” she said upon first sighting of me.  “My name is Crystal.”  She extended her hand toward me and I took it.

      “Becca,” I said, trying to hide the disdain I suddenly had for my boyfriend’s actions.  “Where you headed?”  Derrick slipped back into the driver’s seat and I caught her staring at him for a moment.

      “Oh, um.  To Daytona Beach,” she said with a smile.

      “Don’t tell me,” I started, but Derrick interrupted.

      “You’re not going to Spring Break Palooza are you?”

      She laughed with wide eyes.  “Yeah, I am!  Wow, I’m so glad I got picked up by a couple of fellow Spring Breakers rather than some creep.”

      “Why are you hitchhiking?” I asked her.  “Don’t you have any friends you’re going with?”

      “I’m meeting them,” she said with a frown.  “My car broke down a few miles back.  It’s getting towed, but it’s easier if I get a ride back home with my friends.”

      “It’s a shame you didn’t ride with them,” I said.  I detected too much bitterness in my own voice and offered up a smile to cover up for it.

      “Yeah,” she said, picking at the hem of her blouse.  “Well some of them didn’t really want me to come, I guess.”

      Derrick pulled the car back onto the road and then glanced in his rearview.  “Why’s that?”  Derrick had a good heart.  He’d always had one.  It was no surprise to me that he was concerned about her plight with her friends.  But I hated him for it.  I really wished he would just keep his nose out of her business and his cock in his pants.  Getting to know her would only increase the chances of him falling in love with her.  Then I’d be the one hitchhiking out on the road.

      “It’s a long story,” said Crystal.  She removed her hat and ran a hand through her long, wavy brown locks.  Her hair was perfect.  Her face was lean.  Her body was curvy in all the right places.  She could’ve been an actress from Los Angeles.  I felt like your average girl-next-door next to her.

      “I’d like to hear it,” I said, hoping to know what kind of conflict she’d been through.  Maybe it would make her less appealing to both me and Derrick.  “The car ride can be pretty boring without an interesting story.”

      She flashed a weak smile and said, “Okay then.  Well, it started with my friend Jennifer.  She started dating this guy named Tim.  Well, how was I supposed to know that Tim was attracted to me?  And how could I help it if Tim made a move on me, you know?  But when Jennifer found out, she wasn’t too happy about it.  But it totally wasn’t my fault, right?”

      “Right,” said Derrick before I could say a word.

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “I can understand where Jennifer is coming from.”

      Derrick glanced at me with narrowed, disappointed eyes.  “How could she help it?  If Tim made the move on her, there was nothing she could do.”

      “Well,” I said, turning toward the backseat.  “Did you dress like that around him?  Maybe he got the wrong idea.”

      “Becca, I can’t believe you,” said Derrick.  The tone in his voice made me feel ashamed, and I realized he was right.  I’d never blame a woman for what she wore, but the worst was coming out of me with Crystal around.  I was turning into a pathetic, jealous beast.

      “It’s okay,” said Crystal.  “I guess I should’ve been clearer.  Tim and Jennifer had recently discussed having an open relationship.  So she didn’t have a problem with Tim seeking out other women.  She only seemed to have a problem when he sought out me.”

      Crystal stared at the hands in her lap, studying her fingers.  Derrick watched her through the rearview.  His eyes were full of sympathy, and I knew why.  It really wasn’t Jennifer’s fault she was so attractive.  It wasn’t her fault that she bred jealousy in women like me.  I tried to shove my feeling aside for a moment and put myself in her shoes.  I reached a hand into the backseat and gripped her bare thigh.

      “I’m sorry I judged you,” I said.

      She smiled.  “No worries,” she said.  “I’m used to it.”

      

      A few hours later we pulled up to crowded street that led to our hotel.  There was screaming and music and half naked college students everywhere.  The three of us started laughing.  The positive energy seemed to flow from the crowds straight into our car.  I started to forget all my worries about picking up Crystal and was finally looking forward to our Spring Break week.

      “What hotel are your friends staying in?” asked Derrick.

      “The Bluebird Inn,” she said.

      I turned to face her.  “Get out!  That’s where we’re staying!”

      “No kidding?  Guess I’ll see you guys around, then.”

      “Guess so,” said Derrick.

      We pulled up to the hotel and said our goodbyes, but I couldn’t help feeling like our group was a little empty without her.  I wasn’t sure why that was.  After all, Derrick and I were supposed to have the week all to ourselves, but I suddenly wanted her by my side.

      “Let’s hope Jennifer has forgiven me enough to let me share her room,” Crystal said teasingly as she backed up toward the lobby.

      I shrugged my shoulders and said, “You could always stay with us.”

      Derrick’s eyes widened and his lips parted as if he was going to say something, but Crystal beat him to it.  “Really?  Because let me tell you, I already know she won’t be happy to see me.”

      I hesitated for a moment, wondering if this was the wrong thing to do.  I mean, what was I thinking? Inviting a gorgeous woman to share a hotel room with me and my boyfriend?  That was relationship suicide.

      The truth of it was that her mention of Jennifer and Tim’s open relationship piqued my curiosity.  I couldn’t stop thinking about it on the drive to the hotel.  What was that like?  To share someone you love with another?  To agree to it and be okay with it?  I couldn’t stop picturing Derrick and Crystal together, kissing and moaning.  To my surprise, the jealousy had completely left and was replaced with something else.  Need.

      “Come with us,” I said.  “We’d love to have you.”

      She swung her suitcase around to the back of her body and smiled.  “Well then I’d love to join you.”

      She walked ahead of us toward the lobby and Derrick took the opportunity to make his thoughts known.  “I’m surprised at you,” he said.  “This afternoon you didn’t even want to pick her up and now you’re inviting her to stay the night?”

      “I guess I’ve seen the error of my ways,” I teased.

      “What’s gotten into you?  Are you sure about this?  There’s only the one bed after all…”

      If only he had known that fact excited me more than it scared me.  “There’s a pullout couch,” I added, trying to hide my own dirty thoughts.

      “That’s true but…we’ll probably see her…change,” he said with a gulp.

      “She can close the bathroom door,” I replied.  I took note of the way his eyes seemed to glaze over when he said the word change.  Like he was imagining her naked right in that moment.  I glanced down at his jeans and noticed the hint of a bulge between his legs.  I pulled my gaze away quickly, swallowing hard.

      What the hell was I doing?  The fantasy had just become real, but it was too late to turn back.  Not that I wanted to turn back.  While the sight of my boyfriend’s hard-on sent adrenaline rushing through my veins, it also made my clit spark and my body tremble.  I wanted this as much as I feared it.
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      While Derrick checked us into our room, I stared long and hard at Crystal.  Her eyes swung up toward the lobby ceiling, studying the paintings of little bluebirds.  It gave me the perfect opportunity to study her and take in the sight of her perfect figure.  There was no way anyone could resist her.  Especially not Derrick.  Even I found myself wanting to see her naked.

      “Room 223,” said the lobby clerk, catching both mine and Crystal’s attention.

      Derrick turned to us and waved the keycards in his hand.  “To our room, ladies.”

      As we stood in the elevator, riding it to the second floor, Crystal leaned into me.  “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked.  “I don’t mind going to find my friends.”

      I met her eyes and noticed just how green they were.  God, she was the most beautiful creature I’d ever seen.  “I’m fine,” I said, smiling as much as I could through the nerves.  “I was actually hoping you could tell me more about that…open relationship.”

      She raised her brow just as the elevator doors opened.  The three of us headed down the hall in silence toward the room.  Derrick’s hand shook as he slid the keycard into the door.  His voice was weak when pushed it open and said, “Home sweet home.”

      I slipped in first and hit the light switch.  The room was cozy.  Blue and white with little bird decorations.  But all I could see was the stark white bed in the middle of the room, and the pullout sofa that we probably wouldn’t use.

      I turned to my companions and watched the door close behind Derrick, automatically locking into place.  My heart raced when Crystal set down her suitcase and took off her hat.  My heart pounded when she went to remove her blouse, slowly exposing her stomach and then her breasts.  I breathed a sigh of relief when I realized she had a bikini on.  However, when I saw the way Derrick was staring at her, my breath caught in my throat.

      “You guys want to go for a swim?” she asked, tossing her blouse on the bed and unfastening her denim shorts.

      “Yeah,” said Derrick as if he didn’t have to think about it for even a second.  Then he blinked and looked at me.  “I mean, if you want to, Becca.”

      “Sounds good to me,” I said, trying not to seem like an awkward little girl.  I set my suitcase on the floor and unzipped it, digging around for my own swimsuit.  I pulled out the one piece red bathing suit and made way for the bathroom.

      I removed my clothes and stared at my naked body in the reflection, wondering how it would compare next to Crystal’s.  I thought about what I’d said to her in the elevator, admitting to my curiosity like that.  I wondered if it was too late to take that sort of thing back.

      I changed into my swimsuit and then swapped places with Derrick so that he could change into his trunks.  The three of us then headed down to the beach just as the sun was setting over the horizon.  The beach was packed with college students, but we found our own cozy little spot in the sand and laid our towels down.  The amber glow of the sun highlighted Crystal’s curves in her pink bikini.  Both Derrick and I were staring at her.

      It was Derrick she turned to first.

      “So, Derrick.  Your girlfriend tells me you guys are interested in an open relationship.”

      I froze, my eyes fixed on the girl who’d just spilled my secret out loud.  I wanted to say something. To protest.  To deny it.  But nothing came out.  It was Derrick who spoke first.

      “What? When did she say that?”

      “On the elevator,” she said, looking at me and then back at Derrick.  “Oh, shit.  You didn’t know…”

      Derrick shifted his legs underneath him.  “Well, I didn’t say I was against it.”

      I watched him as he stared at the beautiful vixen between us.  I felt disgusted with myself and excited in the same moment.

      “Look,” said Crystal, propping herself up on her elbows.  Her breasts fell forward.  “I don’t want to get in between anyone.  Not again.  I shouldn’t have said anything.  I just thought you were both into it.”

      “We are,” I said without a single thought in my head as to why I was speaking.  The words just came out on impulse, and Derrick’s eyes flashed to mine in response.

      “We are?” he asked.

      I nodded.  I wasn’t sure if I should nod or deny the whole thing, but nod is what I did.  “So, um, how does it work?” I asked Crystal, feeling nervous.

      “However you want it to work,” she said, smiling.  “I mean, I could take your man upstairs right now and fuck him until he forgets all about you.”  My heart nearly broke in two at the thought.  “Or, you could come up with us and watch.  Maybe even participate.”

      Derrick ran his hands through his hair.  “Oh man,” he said.  I could tell he was overexcited.  His ultimate fantasy was unfolding before him.  But I didn’t know if I was ready to share him, much less watch the whole thing.

      “Here’s an idea,” said Crystal.  “How about I take your man upstairs.  If you want to stop us at any time, or should you decide to join in, then come knock.  Deal?”

      I stared at both of them long and hard.  Was I really about to agree to this?  Was I really about to let my boyfriend go back to our room with another woman?

      My mouth deceived me once again.  “Deal,” it said, with no regard to my own feelings.

      Derrick looked shocked but pleased as Crystal jumped up and took his hand.  I watched them leave the beach together with their towels in hand.  I felt the distance growing between me and Derrick as I sat on the beach alone yet surrounded by people I didn’t know.

      I listened to the yelling and hollering of young Spring Breakers.  I watched them play, dance, and run.  But no matter how much I tried to distract myself, my mind wandered.

      I thought about Crystal upstairs with Derrick, on her knees.  I pictured her naked breasts, his hands and lips on them.  I imagined her on the bed, her legs spread and his tongue licking her pussy.  My body trembled as image after image flashed through my head.

      It only took ten minutes of my racing heart before I jumped to my feet and went after them.  The trouble was, I didn’t know what I’d do once I got there.  I didn’t know if I’d stop them or ask them to continue.  The thought of walking in on them doing…that, paralyzed me.  Despite the fear that coursed through my veins, my legs trembled and ached with excitement.  I walked up to the hotel room door and listened.

      I could hear them kissing hard and rough.  They both moaned and slurped at each other.  It was messy and dirty.  It was something I should put a stop to immediately.  But, if I didn’t want this then why were my panties soaked?  Why did it arouse me so much to hear them together?  And how much might it arouse me if I watched the whole thing?

      I rapped my knuckles against the door.  Their kissing stopped.  Crystal opened the door and let me in.

      “Did you come here to stop us?” Derrick asked.  Crystal moved beside him, their half-naked bodies calling out to me.

      “No,” I said.  “I came here to watch.”

      Derrick’s eyes widened and Crystal grinned.  “Then allow me to put on a show,” she said.  She dropped to her knees in front of my boyfriend and tugged down his swim trunks.  His cock stretched out, long and hard.  Hard for her.  I sat down on the edge of the bed feeling like some virgin being punished.  But the shame I felt disappeared the second her lips wrapped around his cock.

      I gripped the edge of the bed and leaned forward.  My wet pussy rubbed against my swimsuit, stimulating my clit.  I bit my lower lip as I watched her devour him, sucking and slurping in ways I could never give him.

      I could tell he was enjoying himself.  Not once did he glance at me.  Instead, his fingers wove through her hair and his hips thrust against her face.  His cock disappeared inch by inch down her throat.  She choked and swallowed him down.  And when he withdrew, her tongue stretched out to circle the tip of him.

      She moaned as if he was the best thing she’d ever tasted.  His brows furrowed as if it felt so good it was painful.  He groaned like he’d become lost to some other world.  A world that didn’t include me.

      My chest ached, but my body was on fire.  What the hell was I doing watching something like this?  What if this was something we could never come back from?

      The longer I watched, though, the more I wanted it to continue.  What if it somehow brought us closer?  What if Derrick still wanted me after having her?  What if it took away all the fear and insecurity I’d had in the past few hours?  Wouldn’t that all be worth it?

      It was then that Derrick called me over.  I walked toward him, nervous at approaching his body with a girl’s mouth on his dick.  What could he want in a time like this?  But once I was beside him, he wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me in for a kiss.

      His lips were rough and fierce as they claimed me.  His tongue pushed into my mouth, swirling with need for mine.  A chill crept over my skin.  He’d never kissed me like this before.

      He groaned against my lips, and it sent a shiver through me knowing he was groaning for her.  Still, his hands were needy for my tits as they untied the halter of my one piece and tugged it down.  The fabric bunched around my waist as he pawed at my breasts.  My nipples hardened against his rough palms.  His fingers pinched and twisted, sending a shockwave through me.

      On pure instinct, I broke our kiss to drop to my knees beside Crystal.  Her green eyes shifted toward me as she choked down another inch of his cock.  I watched closely as he slid inside of her.  Then I moved my mouth to his balls and sucked them in.

      I felt his soft orbs against my tongue, and I juggled them inside my mouth, swirling my tongue over each one and then back again.  Derrick stared down in awe, his mouth hanging open and his face contorted.  He wouldn’t be able to last long.  Not with both of us sucking on him at once.  As if he read my mind, he withdrew his cock from Crystal’s mouth and let out a groan.

      His come sprayed over our faces.  Crystal stuck out her tongue and I did the same.  The splatter of his cum landed in our mouths and we drank every drop that was given to us.  But if I knew Derrick like I thought I did, he would be ready to go again in no time.

      Crystal turned to me and I turned to her.  She held my shoulders as she leaned forward with a stretched out tongue.  She dragged her tongue along my cheek, forehead, and chin, cleaning me of my boyfriend’s cum.

      When my face was clean, I did the same to her.  I gripped her shoulders and leaned in, licking her face with my tongue.  It felt so dirty to be cleaning her like this.

      Derrick picked me up by the shoulders and bent me over the edge of the bed.  He tore my swimsuit down my legs until it was stripped completely off my body. His fingers slid between my legs and rubbed my pussy, spreading my wet arousal over my entire mound.  I bucked my hips back on instinct, hoping to feel his cock slide into me, but he had other plans.

      He picked up Crystal and removed her bikini.  His mouth moved eagerly to her nipples, sucking them in one by one and making her moan.  She arched her back, her fingers sliding in his hair.  She wanted him as much as I did.  I could hear it in her moans.  Before she could even move her fingers between her legs, Derrick bent her over the edge of the bed beside me.  My face turned to hers and saw her green eyes staring back at me.

      “See how much fun sharing can be?” she asked with hooded eyes as she prepared to receive my boyfriend’s cock for the first time.

      I smiled, but I knew the worst was yet to come.  The thing I wouldn’t be able to come back from, much less forget, was still to come.  I waited for him to slip inside her, but he chose me first.

      I felt Derrick’s hands grip my ass as he rammed his cock inside my pussy without warning.  I clutched the bedspread and released a moan.  He thrust his hips against mine, his cock burying itself deeper in my pussy.  He thrust again and again.  He reached forward and clutched my hair in his fingers, pulling my head back.  My tits brushed against the bedspread as my back arch, and I called out for him.  “Yes,” I begged.  “Fuck me!”  He pounded me harder and harder, riding me like some kind of doll.  His groans grew louder and louder as he thrust, and my pussy walls clenched around him.  Just when I thought he would come again, he pulled out and moved to Crystal.

      He gripped the base of his cock as he pushed brushed the tip against her pussy, moving it in long, slow strokes.  He started to slide it in, when she reached behind her and grabbed his shaft.  “I want it here,” she said, moving his cock to her asshole instead.

      My eyes must’ve looked like saucers as he spit and fingered her ass, preparing her for his cock.  He slipped in one finger, then two, and with each addition Crystal only moaned more.  I’d never given Derrick anal.  I didn’t know if I ever could.  The fact that she was giving him this most forbidden treasure sealed it.  He would always remember her as being better in bed than me.

      Still, I was curious.  I slipped two fingers between my legs and played with myself as I watched.  Derrick pushed his cock in slowly, and Crystal’s eyes rolled back into her head.  Her mouth formed a little pout.  She moaned again and again, as if feeling him there was enjoyable.  My fingers moved quickly as I wondered what it felt like.  Maybe anal was something I would have to try after all.

      Unable to wait, I brought my wet fingers to my asshole instead.  I circled the tight little hole while Derrick worked himself into Crystal’s ass slowly.  I pushed the tip of one finger inside me and my eyes rolled back.  It felt so wrong.  So dirty.  But it also felt so good.

      With one finger completely inside my ass, I focused on Derrick and Crystal.

      Derrick pushed completely in, burying his cock until it could no longer be seen.  I knew this was it.  There was no turning back.  I’d watched my boyfriend’s cock slip inside another woman.  I would remember that image for the rest of my life.  I would most certainly remember it any time Derrick fucked me in the future.

      But I didn’t care.  My fingers strummed my clit while another finger fucked my asshole.  I listened to their moans and grunts.  There was something so dirty about sharing my man with another woman.  Something so filthy that aroused me to no end.  The climax built and built inside me, refusing to break.  That is, until I heard the sounds of Crystal’s pleading and whimpering.

      “Oh, fuck,” she moaned.  “Fuck, just like that.  Fuck.”

      Her fingers were between her legs, just like mine.  She was coming.  She was coming with my boyfriend inside her ass.  I couldn’t believe it.  It was the most beautifully arousing sight of my life.  My fingers danced and struck a spark between my ass and my clit.  My whole body lit up like fireworks as I came alongside her.

      Derrick wasn’t far behind.  His grunts and groans quickly turned to howls as he pounded her.  His hips slapped against her ass and his cock dug deeper and deeper through her tight little tunnel.  He hunched forward, eyes closed, and held her close to him as he emptied his load.  I wondered what it would feel like to have his hot cum spill into my ass.

      He panted as he pulled himself free and the three of us collapsed on the bed.  My head was spinning.  I didn’t know what to say to break the silence between us.  So I said the obvious.  “I can’t believe your friend didn’t want to do any of that.”

      Crystal laughed.  “Well, Rebecca.  I suppose you’re a little more secure in yourself than she was.”  I smiled, but I didn’t feel secure.  Or at least, I didn’t feel secure until Derrick reached for me and pulled me in close.

      “You’re the best girlfriend ever, you know that?”  He gave me a kiss and my body buzzed to life in his arms.

      “Nah,” I said, staring at Crystal’s gorgeous, naked body.  “I just like to have a little fun.”

      “So does that mean we can do it again?” asked Crystal, to which I nodded.

      My response was the honest truth.  “I’m ready when you are.”
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      There she was.  The most beautiful girl I’d ever seen.  Beauty that radiated like the sun.  Beauty that made me stand at my window in awe, one finger in the blinds pulling them gently down for a peek.  Beauty that even made me feel the slightest bit worried.  I only took my eyes away from her long enough to look down at my own body.  The thin, small curves.  My too-long-for-my-body legs.  I glanced up again to see her climbing the stairs to her new apartment and I forgot how to breathe.

      She was moving into an apartment unit across the street.  I could see directly into her windows as she moved about, shuffling through boxes.

      I jumped when Henry’s arms wrapped around me.  “You’re so nosy,” he said, kissing my neck and sending a trembling chill along my skin.  “You know what they say about the cat.”

      My finger let go of the blinds and I lay my head back against his strong shoulder.  I could smell his cedar cologne as his tongue swept along my skin.  I was lost in him, but only for a moment before I remembered her.

      My eyes opened and I slipped my finger between the blinds again.  “Who do you think she is?” I asked.

      His hands dropped from my waist and he sighed.  He shoved a thick finger beside mine and peered through.  “I don’t know and I don’t care.  Since when do you take such an interest in new neighbors?”

      I stepped away from the window, feeling a little embarrassed.  “I don’t have an interest.  I just happened to notice.”

      I glanced at him over his shoulder and caught him smiling.  His dark hair had the slightest shimmer to it.  His green eyes glistened as they studied me.  “Well you’ve been noticing for about an hour now.”

      I shook my head, running my hands through my thick brown hair.  “I was just bored, that’s all.”

      “Well, Chelsea. Allow me to find you an activity.”  Henry walked over and took my hand, leading me to our bed.  He sat on the edge of it and pulled me in close.  I placed each knee beside him, feeling them dig into the soft duvet.  I rested myself on his lap, wrapping my arms around his neck and leaning in for a kiss.

      His hands moved from my lower back to my ribcage, slowly making their way for my breasts.  But as he touched me, I thought of her.  I thought of what she would look like in my position.

      Henry quickly flipped me onto my back and leaned over me, planting kissed along my neck and chest as he rolled the straps of my top off my shoulders.  He bit the neckline of my top and tugged it down with his teeth, looking up at me with those emerald eyes.  But as my breasts came into view, I found myself wishing they were fuller.  Like hers.

      Henry’s hands moved up my thighs, pushing my skirt up to my hips.  His fingers hooked inside my panties and dragged them down.  His breath was hot on my pussy as his mouth came closer.  When his tongue met my clit, I clenched his hair in my fingers and cried out.

      I could feel my body erupt for her as he went down on me.  With trembling legs and hands, I lifted my head to meet his gaze.  He pulled back with a frown.

      “You came already?  Is there something I should know about?”

      “No,” I lied.  “Shouldn’t you be flattered?  Your tongue is magical.”

      I sat up on the bed and he leaned back on his heels.  “It’s never been magical before.”

      “I was just a little stressed,” I said.  “All that pent up energy.  In fact, I think I’ll take a trip to the sauna.”

      “You never go to the sauna.”

      “I know.  I think I’m overdue for a trip.”

      “Okay then.  I’ll go with you.”  I tried to keep my eyes from bulging out of my head.

      “Okay then.  You’ll go with me.”

      I never expected to run into her.  I never could’ve dreamed it possible.  But there we were, sitting on our little bench when the door to the sauna opened and she walked through.  I tried not to stare, but I couldn’t help it.  She took notice.

      “Hey,” she said.

      “Hey,” I replied with my husband’s thigh pushing against mine.  “You new here?”

      She sat down, slowly dropping her towel from her body and revealing a curvy, bikini-clad figure.  “Yeah.  The sauna is what sold me on the complex.”  She smiled and I could feel my heart melting.  Her eyes moved from me to Henry before she spoke again.  “My name is Bonny.”

      “I’m Henry and this is my wife, Chelsea.”

      I noticed the way Bonny frowned when he said wife.  I liked it for some reason.  I liked the honest expression of disappointment.  She was attracted to him.  Just like I was attracted to her.

      “Phew,” said Henry.  “I’m sorry ladies, but it’s too hot for me.”  He turned to me and gave me a long, sweet kiss.  “See you soon?”

      “Yeah.  See you.”  Henry left and it was only me and Bonny amidst the steam.

      “Cute husband,” she said with a smile.

      “Thanks.”

      “You swingers or something?”

      I forgot my breath again.  “Excuse me?  Why would you say that?”

      Bonny stood up and sat down beside me.  “I didn’t mean to offend you.  I just had a feeling from you, that’s all.”

      My heart raced as her floral scent wrapped around me.  “N-no.  We’re not swingers.”

      “Oh,” she said.  “That’s a shame.”

      “Are you…?”

      “Married?”  She laughed.  “No.  I’m not married.  I probably never will be.”

      “Why is that?”

      Her eyes met mine.  “I have…more of a different hobby.”

      “Marriage isn’t a hobby.”

      “No, but it gets the way of my hobby.”  I didn’t know what she meant, so I fell silent.  “You know, you’re a very beautiful woman.”

      “Me?”  I looked down again at my scrawny figure compared to her voluptuous one.

      “Gorgeous,” she said.  I felt her eyes scan my body and it made my stomach twist.  Why did I want her to kiss me?  I wasn’t bi and I didn’t even know her.  But when our eyes met again, my stomach did a little flip.

      “Ever kissed a girl before?” she asked, her gaze moving to my lips.  I shook my head, feeling my knees turn to jelly.  “Weren’t you ever curious?”

      I stared at her lips and knew that I was curious in that moment.  “No,” I said.  “Not until-“

      She smiled.  “Not until what?”

      “Nothing.”

      I looked away and then felt a hand cup my cheek.  She turned my face to hers and leaned in, pressing her warm lips against mine.  I turned to putty in her hands, overheating from more than just the steam.

      She pulled back slowly, but not before licking my bottom lip.  “So?  How was it?”

      “It was…I mean…”

      She smiled and placed a hand on my inner thigh.  “Yeah,” she said.  “I know.”

      My head was spinning.  I didn’t know what was happening to me.  All of a sudden this girl moves in next door and I immediately make out with her?  And on top of everything else, why did I get the feeling that she wanted something in return?  Why did I get the feeling that whatever it was, I wanted to give it to her?

      Her hand inched up my thigh, her pinky brushing along my bikini bottoms.  “So I’m guessing you’ve never had your pussy licked by a girl either?”

      I knew I should’ve stopped her, but I couldn’t.  I leaned my head back against the sauna walls, steam billowing up around us.  I couldn’t believe how brazen Bonny was as she dropped to her knees in front of me.  Anyone could walk through that door at any moment – including Henry.  I couldn’t believe it when she peeled the bikini fabric away from my pussy.  I couldn’t believe how brazen I was as I let her inch forward and stretch out her tongue.

      With the heat of our bodies and the heat of the sauna, I couldn’t tell where she ended and I began.  Her tongue swiped up my slit and circled my clit.  I slid my hips forward, a silent motion that told her so, so much.

      She wrapped her lips around my mound and sucked, flicking her tongue up and down my pussy.  I felt her slip it inside, curling it up toward my belly.  She gripped my hips in her hands, and her touch felt electric.  I weaved my fingers into her blond hair, panicked at any moment that someone would walk through the sauna door.  And yet, I equally didn’t care if they did.

      That familiar explosion was building inside of me, but it was different.  It was slow and teasing.  It was warm and dizzying.  I couldn’t catch my breath as it climbed higher and higher through my body, until like a rising tide, it finally came crashing down with a long, low moan.

      I gripped her hair tightly in my hands as my legs shook around her.  She didn’t stop licking me until I had come down completely.  And then, she pulled back with a smile.

      “I want you to do something for me,” she said.

      I fixed my bikini bottoms and rested my hands against the bench.  “Of course,” I said.  “Anything.”

      “I want you to watch me have sex with your husband.”
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      “You want what?” I asked with a laugh.  I suddenly found my legs and stood, preparing to walk toward the door and march out.  She beat me to it, placing her body between me and the handle.

      “I know you want it too,” she said, her eyes sweeping over my face.  “It’s written all over you.  I saw the way you looked at me when I came in here.  I knew what you were thinking.”

      “No you didn’t,” I said.  “I thought you were beautiful.  I maybe even wanted to kiss you.  That’s very different from sharing my husband with you.”

      “Well then,” she said, stepping aside.  “Prove me wrong.”

      “How?”

      “I’m going to give you instructions.  If you really don’t want to watch me fuck your husband, then you won’t follow them.”

      My body was trembling as if it were cold.  I realized how much of it was from fear.  The fear that I might actually want the same thing that she wanted.  “What instructions?”

      “I am going to have a washer delivered to my place tomorrow afternoon.  Three p.m.  Ask your husband to help me move it upstairs and into my apartment.  While he’s in there, I’ll seduce him – with the blinds open.  You can watch the whole thing.”

      “And if I don’t tell him to help you?”

      She grinned.  “Then I’ll know you were telling the truth.  That you didn’t really want it.”  She picked up her towel, wrapped it around herself and opened the door.  Before she left, she repeated, “Three p.m.”

      I feigned a smile back at her and watched her walk away.

      

      “What’s wrong with you?” asked Henry.  “You’ve been pacing all afternoon.”

      “Pacing?  I haven’t been pacing,” I said.  I looked out the window toward Bonny’s apartment.  The blinds were open and she kept walking between her bedroom and the kitchen.

      Henry walked up to me and wrapped me in his arms.  “Chelsea.  What’s wrong?  There’s something you aren’t telling me.”

      I looked up at him and his green eyes and I smiled.  I had forgotten how much like home he was.  I tried to remind myself that nothing could come between us.  Not even a girl like Bonny.

      “I’m okay,” I said.  “I promise.”

      He smiled and gave me a kiss.  But I jolted free from his embrace when I heard the delivery truck park.  I turned around to the window and peered outside.  They were delivering a washer.  Three p.m. on the dot.

      Time slowed down.  I could hear my heart thumping in my ears.  I turned toward Henry and smiled.  “New girl’s getting a washer.  Maybe you should go help her get it up the stairs.”

      “Are you kidding? That’s what the delivery guys are for.”

      My jaw fell open.  I hadn’t expected him to turn down the offer.  And it was true.  That’s what delivery guys were for.  But when I turned back toward the window, the delivery truck had gone and the washer was down by the curb with a gorgeous Bonny in a pink sundress leaning against it.  She glanced up toward my window and I stepped back.

      “Looks like they didn’t want to do their job,” I said, wondering if Henry wouldn’t be able to see right through me.

      Henry walked to the window and looked out.  “What a couple of lazy, good for nothing-“

      “So you’ll help her?” I asked.

      He exhaled.  “Somebody has to,” he said.  He walked into the closet and pulled out the appliance dolly we had used for our washer and dryer.  He rolled it past me and gave me a kiss.  “Be back in a minute.”

      “No rush,” I said as the door closed behind him.

      I turned back to the window and peered through the blinds.  What the hell am I doing? I wondered.  I saw Henry roll his dolly across the street, gesturing toward Bonny with his hands.  She smiled and played coy as he loaded up the washer and carefully brought it upstairs.  She followed him to her apartment but made one glance in my direction before she followed him inside.

      I exhaled.  This could ruin everything, I thought.  Still, I didn’t dare go over and stop it.  This is just a test, I said, lying to myself, trying to make myself feel better for what I was subjecting myself to.  He won’t fail.  He’ll come home to me.  He won’t fall for her advances.

      But moments later, with the washer still in the living room, I saw Henry grip Bonny’s hips and lift on top of the washer.  She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed.

      I thought my heart would rip in two at the sight, but it didn’t.  The only thing I felt was a burning desire to see more.  To watch them continue.

      I wondered what was wrong with me as my fingers unfastened my jeans and slipped inside my wet panties.  I wondered what was wrong with me as I bit my lower lip, watching eagerly as my husband pawed at another woman’s body.  I wondered what was wrong with me as my fingers slipped inside, hoping for a quick orgasm so I could rush over and stop the whole thing.  But then I stopped thinking completely as that familiar explosion rippled through me.

      I knew then that I didn’t want to stop a thing.
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      Henry’s thick hands pushed upward along Bonny’s thighs, inching her dress up to her waist.  He kissed her lips and then her neck, sliding his body between her legs.  In one sudden moment, he stepped back as if he had suddenly realized what he was doing.

      They were arguing, but I had no idea what either of them was saying.  I pulled my hand from my panties and stared longingly toward them.  I wanted him to deny her and come home almost as much as I wanted him to stay.

      Bonny slid off the washing machine and walked up to him.  She took his hands, looking sympathetically in his direction.  And then I noticed her hand move across his lap, cupping a bulge I could only assume was there.

      My heart raced as she lowered to her knees.  This time, he didn’t step back.  He didn’t argue.  He watched her as she unzipped his jeans and tugged them down with his briefs.  He watched her as she gripped the base of his cock and parted her lips.  And he didn’t say a word as she swallowed him in, taking him deeper than I ever had in our entire marriage.

      I looked behind me for a chair and brought one over to the window.  I quickly stripped out of my clothes and propped a pen between the blinds.  I moved one hand to my small breast and another between my thighs, strumming my clit as I watched Bonny take my husband’s cock.

      His hand was on her head and he was looking up at the ceiling.  I wondered if he was feeling ashamed.  I wondered if he was feeling guilty for being unable to resist such a beautiful woman.  Thinking about his possible shame and guilt set my body ablaze.

      “Fuck her,” I whispered as my fingers danced.  “You know you want to.”

      His fingers clasped her blond locks as he rocked his hips back and forth.  He pushed his way forcefully down her throat.  She never pulled back.  She never told him it was too rough.  I wondered if she liked it that way.

      He hunched forward and trembled and I knew by the look on his face that he was coming.  He was flooding her mouth with his warm, salty seed and she swallowed it, only pulling back to wipe her mouth with her hand.

      He leaned down and gripped her by her shoulders.  He pulled her back up to standing and then walked her back to the washer.  He lifted her up, placing her ass on the washing machine again with a different intention.  This time, I knew, he wouldn’t back away.  He’d already gone this far and he was determined to finish it.

      He held the straps of her dress as he kissed her neck.  He slowly tugged them down until the top of her dress was bunched around her waist.  Her full breasts were covered only by a lacy, white bra.  He kissed along her collarbone, trailing his kisses down the middle of her chest.

      Henry reached behind her and unfastened her bra, pulling it slowly away from her as if she was some kind of virgin.  He dropped it to the floor and stared at her tits.  I wondered if he was thinking that they were perfect.  I wondered if he was thinking they were the sexiest tits he’d ever seen in his life.

      He reached for both of them and sucked in one nipple, then the other.  She ran her fingers through his hair and arched her back, wrapping her legs around him once again.  My fingers danced as I watched.  My breath was shallow and quick.  How could I be letting my husband get away with this?  How could I not?

      The sight of them made my body tremble with an excitement I’d never known.  I slid my fingers inside my pussy, digging for an ounce of relief but it wouldn’t come.  I knew I wanted my climax to come at the same time as hers.  I knew I wanted it to come when his came.  When he filled her with his seed.

      I tugged at my nipples as I watched him roll her dress up to her waist.  I pinched and twisted as I watched him pull her panties down her smooth legs.  When he lowered his head between her thighs and she propped her feet up on the edge of the machine, I moved my fingers back between my legs and began to play.

      She gripped his hair again and arched her back again as he devoured her.  I wondered what she tasted like and if she tasted better than me.  Was her nectar strong enough to keep him coming back again and again for an affair he didn’t know I wanted him to have?  Was her body addictive enough to think about while he fucked future me?

      All of the possibilities made my head spin in the best of ways.  I loved the secrecy, the desire, and the temptation.  I loved the forbidden fruit that Henry didn’t know wasn’t so forbidden.  And I loved the sight of them, lost in each other’s pure lustful experience.

      Her body shook and trembled.  He reached one hand behind her lower back for support and it pained me.  It pained me in a way that almost brought me to climax.  Almost, because I wasn’t quite ready yet.  I pulled my fingers free while I waited for the main event.

      Henry stood up and kissed her with his pussy covered lips.  She kissed him right back.  He gripped her hips and pulled her down off the machine, spinning her quickly and bending her over like he was some kind of savage.  Her ass was exposed and her head was turned in my direction.

      I wondered if she could see me.

      Henry gripped his cock and spit on his hand, wiping it between her legs for safe measure.  He pressed the tip of his cock to her slit and held her ass tight in his grip as he second guessed himself.  He hesitated before he pushed in.

      “Do it,” I whispered, returning my hand between my thighs.  “Fuck her.”

      As if he could hear me, he thrust his dick inside.  I knew in that moment that there was no going back.  The image of him disappearing inside of her would be burned into my memory for all of time.  I would think about it when he kisses me or fucks me.  I would think about it when I go down on him.  I would think about it as we hold hands in public, knowing who else’s body those hands had touched.

      It all built up inside me as I played with myself to the sight of him fucking her from behind over her brand new washing machine.

      He thrust hard and deep inside her.  She gripped the edges of the machine and her lips were parted as if she was screaming out with each thrust.  My fingers moved wildly, teasingly.  I wanted him to come, without a condom, deep inside her.

      The thought of him possibly impregnating her was almost too much to bear, but in the best of ways.  My skin came alive.  My pussy tingled.  I wanted him to fuck her with pure animalistic lust and no thought for the consequences.

      That’s exactly what he did.  He pounded her harder and harder from behind.  He gripped her hair in his hands and pulled her head back.  He reached around with his other hand and grabbed her tits as he fucked her like she was some doll.

      And then he held her close to him as he lay his head against her back.  His furrowed brows told me everything.

      Wave after rippling wave tore through me as the most exquisitely painful explosion took over.  I nearly fell from my chair as I came to the two of them.  But when I looked back through the window, he was gone.

      I caught him running down the stairs, his clothes already straightened, and I knew I had to hurry.  I dressed myself and put the chair back.  I pulled the pen from the blinds and moved to the kitchen, pretending to be in the middle of making a cup of coffee.

      He burst through the door, out of breath, with a look of concern.  “We have to talk,” he said.

      “What about?” I asked, pretending not to know.

      His green eyes studied me long and hard before admitting to himself that he couldn’t come clean.  I could see every thought, every scenario play through his head.  He didn’t want to risk divorce.  He didn’t want to risk losing me.  If only he’d known that I’d seen it all.  If only he’d known that it had made me come harder than I ever had.

      “Nothing,” he said.  “Just that Bonny didn’t have the write plug for her machine.”

      “I guess you’ll have to go buy her one then.”

      He sighed and looked toward the window.  “Yeah, I guess I will.”

      And just as he wasn’t about to spill his secret to me, I wasn’t about to spill my secret to him.  Because I wanted more.  I wanted him to take more trips to Bonny’s apartment.  I wanted him to fuck her again with the blinds open.  I wanted him to sneak around, trying to keep from knowing about his little affair while I touched myself to the sight of them.

      Bonny had been right about the whole thing.  I wondered what else she thought I might enjoy.
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      I smiled as his arms slipped around my waist.  I put the folded sweater in the suitcase and turned to face him.  “I’m trying to pack you know.”  His only response was a kiss.  I felt a flutter in my tummy.  The same flutter I’d had for years.

      “Thought you could use a little break,” he said, his kisses nearing my ear and then my neck.  His hands lowered from my back to my ass and he pulled me in closer.  I pushed against his chest, fighting weakly against him.  But the truth was I didn’t want to push him away.  I only wanted to feel him pull me back in.

      It had been a while since I’d been intimate with James.  It wasn’t due to lack of interest – there was always interest.  It was due to lack of time.  We’d both been so busy climbing the ladders of our careers.  But this weekend was different.  This weekend was going to feel like a vacation.

      We had been invited to a destination wedding in the Bahamas.

      Penny, the bride, was a close friend of mine.  No matter how busy James or I had been, I couldn’t turn down her invitation.  So we took off Friday and the following Monday and planned our trip to Penny’s wedding.  I was probably just as nervous as I was excited.  I was happy for Penny and her new fiancée, but my friendship with her went way back.  I knew that meant she’d be inviting other mutual, old friends of ours.

      One woman in particular had my stomach in knots.  Heather.  Heather with her gorgeous sun-kissed hair and her emerald eyes.  Heather with a body that any woman would kill for.  Heather with the charm and seduction of a siren.  Heather had my stomach in knots as James’ lips pressed against mine.

      “Kendra?  What’s wrong?” he asked when he sensed I was distracted.

      “Nothing,” I lied, trying to kiss him hard to convince him I was fine.  “I’m just a little tired, I guess.”

      He rested his forehead against mine and smiled.  “Well, I guess you better get a good night’s sleep then.  Because I’m going to make you mine all weekend.”  His lips returned to my neck and I felt the familiar chill creep over my skin.  The one that hardened my nipples and made my thighs clench tightly together.

      “I can’t sleep until I’ve finished packing,” I reminded him.  I frowned as he dropped his hands, giving up.  I didn’t want to disappoint him like that.  I wanted to tell him how much I craved his body next to mine.  I wanted to tell him to take me, no matter how much I fought back.  But I knew I wouldn’t be able to come as long as Heather was on my mind.  Because the thought of James meeting Heather for the first time made me feel nauseas.

      Heather had a reputation for stealing other women’s men.  She got off on it, so much so that she remained single so she could keep doing it.  She just wasn’t interested in a man unless he was taken.  The thing that worried me most was that she was usually successful.

      I tried to remind myself that James wouldn’t be the type of guy that would fall in her seductive traps.  But he was just a man, after all.  With needs and wants.  And so far, I’d yet to see a man not want Heather.

      I tried to remind myself that I, too, was beautiful.  Maybe not as beautiful as Heather, but beautiful enough.  My hair was dark but shimmery.  My face had all the right proportions.  My figure was well-maintained.  But I was no one’s fantasy girl.  That was all Heather.  And men, no matter how loyal at first, couldn’t seem to resist fulfilling that fantasy once and for all.

      James stepped away from me and started getting ready for bed.  I stared at him for a moment before returning to my packing.  I tried to focus on everything I needed so as not to forget anything, but my mind was swimming with fears about Heather.  I gave up for the night and closed the suitcase.

      I’ll finish in the morning, I thought.

      James smiled as he climbed into bed with me.  “Done already?” he asked, and I knew how it probably looked.  It looked like packing was just an excuse to get out of sex, but that couldn’t have been further from the truth.

      “Yeah, I guess so,” I said.  “Just tired.”

      He leaned in and kissed my forehead before turning out his light.  I watched as he curled onto his side, facing away from me.  I reached over and turned out my light too and slipped under the covers in the dark, my thoughts still stubbornly lingering on Heather.
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      We arrived at the hotel after a short plane ride and checked ourselves in.  I’d already started bumping into a few old friends, but so far, no sign of either Penny or Heather.  James and I checked out our room and put the suitcases aside.  “Do you feel too tired now?” he asked, wrapping his arms around my waist.

      I brushed my fingers through his dark hair and stared into his dark eyes.  God, he was beautiful.  How did I ever manage to end up with such a handsome man?  I smiled and tried to put my fears of Heather aside.  “No,” I said.  “I’m not too tired.”

      James kissed me hard as he backed me up to the bed.  I fell back and he climbed over me, his kisses smothering all of my worries.  My body was ready for him.  It had been ready since last night.  So I was hardly upset when James tore my blouse open in one quick motion.  All I cared about was him.  All I cared about was pleasing him.

      But it wasn’t our time.  Just like it hadn’t been our time for months.  The phone rang and I reached back behind me to lift it from the hook.  “Hello?” I asked as James kissed my cleavage, occasionally traveling over my bra.

      “Good, you’re here!”  I recognized Penny’s voice immediately.  “I was afraid you wouldn’t make it.”

      I tried to stifle my moan as James’ lips pressed against my nipple through the fabric.  “No, I made it,” I said.  “I told you I would.”

      “I know,” she said.  “But you’ve been so busy with work.”

      James’ fingers slipped between my thighs and traveled under my skirt.  I gently pushed against his wrist, but his hand crept up further.  His fingers found my wet panties and pushed in.  I squirmed, but managed not to moan.

      “N-no,” I said.  “I mean, I’m here.”

      “Great,” she said.  “Because I was hoping to organize a little event with some of the girls from our sorority.  I was hoping you could make it.  You’re not busy are you?”

      I bit my lower lip as James’ fingers brushed along my slit.  “N-no,” I said.  “I’m not busy.”  James heard that and paused what he was doing.  His fingers left my legs and his lips left my chest.  He leaned up and stared at me, a frown on his face.

      I mouthed I’m sorry as I continued to make plans with Penny.  “Great, so see you down at the restaurant?”

      “Sure thing,” I said.

      “Bring your husband if you want.”

      “Definitely.”

      I hung up the phone and James groaned.  “You’ve made plans already?” he asked.  “Some vacation.”

      “It’s a wedding first and a vacation second,” I said, trying to salvage what was left of my blouse.  I pulled myself out of bed and unzipped the suitcase.  My blouse was a lost cause, so I searched for a new one.

      “I know, but we came a day early.  I thought we’d have a little time to ourselves.”

      “We will,” I said, pulling the new blouse on me.  “I promise.  Tonight.”

      James growled as he pulled himself from the bed.  “Well, I guess I can wait,” he said.  “But I’m not going to be able to leave this room until my hard-on goes down.”

      I smiled at him as I buttoned my blouse.  “Then you can meet me down there,” I said.

      

      I entered the restaurant and spotted the group of familiar people at a long table in the back.  They were chatting laughing, but I still didn’t see Heather.  I breathed a sigh of relief as I approached.  An epiphany struck me as I sat down.  What if she can’t make it?  What if she isn’t here the whole weekend?  The thought was enough to make me giddy inside.

      Penny spotted me and changed seats just to be beside me.  “I’m so glad you could make it,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.  “Look, it’s the whole gang!”

      I looked around the table and we all waved at each other.  All the girls from our sorority were there with their significant others.  I thought about how strange it would be if Heather had shown up.  She would be the only one without a date.  But then again, she always liked it that way.

      “Is Heather here?” I asked, and Penny smirked.

      She pointed over my shoulder and said, “Does that answer your question?”

      My gaze followed to the space she was pointing toward and my stomach dropped.  There was Heather, leaning against the restaurant doorway while she flirted with some guy.  But when my eyes focused on him, I felt a rush of adrenaline.  She was talking to James.

      “Looks like she might’ve found a single guy for once,” joked Penny.

      I put my head in my hands and moaned.  “He’s not single,” I said.  “That’s James.  My husband.”

      “Oh,” she said.  “That’s right.  I almost didn’t recognize him.  Well, you better be careful.  You know how married men are her preferred type.”

      “Yes, I know.”  I lifted my gaze back to them and noticed James smiling at her.  It wasn’t just any smile.  It was the smile.  The one he flashed when he found you attractive and worth his time.  It was a flirtatious smile.  A come hither smile.  And it had me tingling in all the wrong ways as he spoke with her.

      But with the nausea and the tension came a new feeling.  A forbidden feeling of desire that crept between my legs.  Seeing the two of them standing beside each other and flirting with each other, made me almost curious to see more.  Almost.  Because my mind wouldn’t let me go there.  Not with Heather and certainly not with James.

      I kept waiting for James’ eyes to find me and to break off their conversation, but it never happened.  I knew the only way to break them up would be to go over there.  And even then I wasn’t entirely confident.

      “Excuse me,” I told Penny as I stood up.  I marched over to James and Heather and slipped in beside him.

      “I see you’ve met my husband, James,” I told Heather while patting my husband’s chest.  Her eyes narrowed and she smiled a wicked smile.

      “You’re husband.”  Her eyes flicked up to James.  “Funny, he didn’t seem to mention that.”

      “Well I-I was about to,” he said, laughing awkwardly.

      “Is that so?” she asked, folding her arms across her chest and accentuating her breasts.

      “Absolutely,” he said, his gaze lowering to mine as he smiled.  “Should we take a seat?”

      I led him to the table and Heather followed.  During the whole dinner, I noticed the two of them looking at each other.  James was hardly subtle and I already knew it was a lost cause.  Heather had her hooks into him and she wasn’t about to let go.

      That nugget of desire crept through me again as I came to the only solution I could think of.  What if I let my husband be with Heather?  What if was there, in the same room with them?  Heather would probably get her way, anyway.  This way, James wouldn’t be cheating.  He wouldn’t have to hide it or lie and it wouldn’t have to eat us up inside.

      Still, the thought seemed almost too repulsive to consider.  That would still mean Heather had won.  It would still mean even James wasn’t resilient to her charms.  It would mean that I was no Heather and never would be.

      Besides, what if it changed everything?  What if I could never look at James the same way again?

      “What are you thinking?” he asked me when he noticed I was lost in thought.  And then, the words seemed to just fall out.

      “I’m thinking about how good you and Heather looked together.  I’m thinking about how hot it would be to watch you two hook up.”

      James started to laugh, but it was filled with nerves.  My harsh gaze landed on him and silenced his laughter.  “You’re not serious?”

      “I’m deadly serious,” I said, despite feeling the pull of hesitancy.  “And I’ve noticed you haven’t been able to keep your eyes off of her since you met her.”

      He swallowed the lump in his throat and looked away as if he could avoid the truth.  “I’m sorry,” he whispered.  “That doesn’t mean I want to sleep with her.”

      I gripped his thigh under the table and sighed.  “Well if you find out that you do want to, consider my offer.”

      The two of us didn’t speak for the rest of the dinner.

      

      I said my goodbyes to all my old friends and then returned to my hotel room with James.  Once the door was closed, he turned to face me with a look of uncertainty.  “Do you think she would be interested?” he asked, referring to my offer.

      “I know she has a thing for married men,” I said.  “I have no idea if she’d agree to me being in the room when it happened.”

      James ran a hand through his dark hair and sighed.  “Forget I said anything.  This is just a recipe for disaster.”

      “Or maybe it would save us from disaster,” I told him.  His eyes met mine and held.

      “I don’t know, Kendra.  This can’t be a good idea.”

      I moved toward him and placed my hand on his chest.  I inhaled and braced myself for my next words.  “Would it help at all, if I said that my panties are soaked just from watching the two of you flirt?”

      He lifted his gaze as he thought about it.  Then he slipped a hand between my thighs and pressed his fingers to my panties.  “How do I know this isn’t just from earlier?”

      “You’ll just have to take my word for it.”

      His lips found my neck, but we were interrupted again.  This time, by a knock on the door.  James stepped back and I made my way to the door.  I pulled it open and gasped.

      “Well, speak of the devil.”  She was wearing a short blue dress that hugged her frame and made her sun-kissed hair look almost golden in the ambient lighting.  Her breasts were full and nearly spilling out of the neckline.  I tried not to stare at them despite feeling a strong desire to.

      “Kendra!  It’s so good to see you.  We should really catch up.”  I pulled the door open wide enough for her to see James.  A grin spread across her face.  “I’m not interrupting anything am I?”

      “Did you want to be interrupting something?” I asked.

      She tilted her head and narrowed her eyes.  “What is that supposed to mean?”

      I leaned forward and whispered in her ear.  “I saw you flirting with him earlier.  I know you’re just dying to find a way to sleep with him.  Well, I have a proposition.”

      She pulled her head back with wide eyes.  Her hand pressed to her chest.  “I’m shocked.  Shocked that you would insinuate such a thing.  I thought we were friends.  Sisters.”

      “You can have him,” I told her.  “On one condition.”  Her eyelashes fluttered.  “I get to watch the whole thing.”

      She glanced at James and then at me as she took in my offer.  “You know half the fun is stealing him out from under you.”

      “I’m sure you’ll find a way to make this fun.”

      She studied me for a long moment and then walked inside.  “You’re right,” she said.  “I like to think I’m a pretty creative person.”

      “What are you doing?” James asked as I locked the door behind us.

      “I’m giving you your fantasy.”
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      Heather walked toward James, but James’ eyes were on me.  “Are you sure about this?” he asked.  “We can’t go back.”

      I walked up behind Heather and surprised myself by wrapping my arms around her waist and resting my chin on her shoulder.  But my eyes were on him.  “I’m sure,” I said.

      Heather turned her face toward me and smiled.  “I think I know of a way to make everyone feel more comfortable here,” she said.  Then her lips pressed to mine.  The warmth of her kiss spread through me like a soft blaze.  She smelled like berries and cream.  Before I could protest, her tongue slipped between my lips, exploring over crevice of my mouth.  My tongue explored hers right back.

      I could hear James’ breath grow quick as he watched us.  But Heather didn’t keep up this girl-girl action for long.  Our kiss was broken and she whispered, “I’m going to show your husband how a real woman fucks.”  I dropped my arms to my side and felt my throat tighten.  Of course.  She needed to steal him from me somehow, I thought.

      So I stepped back, worried that I was causing damage to our marriage.  Worried that after tonight, James might leave me for her.  I watched in self-inflicted horror as Heather wrapped her arms around James’ neck and pressed her warm, berry flavored lips to his.  Her hands ran through his hair and their tongues met.  James’ hands gripped her waist, his inhibition completely gone.  He was lost to her, and it was only just the beginning.

      They tore at each other’s clothes until Heather was just in her black lingerie and James in his briefs.  They looked perfect together.  More perfect than I cared for.  But it made the fantasy that much more intense.  As Heather dropped to her knees, pulling James’ briefs down with her, I wanted nothing more than to see him fuck her mouth like she was his little whore.

      My panties were soaked, so I found a dark corner to hide in.  Not that I was hidden completely, but I was removed enough to be a spectator only, with small glimpses from James now and then to validate my presence.  I leaned up against the side of a dresser and a wall.  I moved a hand between my thighs and played with my pussy through my panties the way James had done earlier.

      Heather gripped my husband’s cock and parted her lips.  She wrapped them around his thick head and sucked in her cheeks like a good little fuck doll.  James hadn’t looked at me once since she dropped to the floor.  His eyes were completely on her as she devoured him.

      There must’ve been a flicker of guilt when his gaze finally found me.  He glanced in my direction while holding the back of Heather’s head.  He stared at me while he slid his cock deep into her throat.  And he looked at me longingly as he moaned from the warmth of her mouth.

      I wondered as I played with myself if her mouth was better than mine.  I wondered if she was a better woman in every way.  I wondered if he’d never be able to fuck me again without thinking of her, because I was certain that I’d never be the same.

      But maybe it was better that way.

      With two hands, he gripped Heather’s head.  His hips thrust forward and back, shoving his cock in deep and groaning with each entrance.  Heather gagged when she could.  She slid a hand inside her panties and fingered her pussy while she sucked him.  That was something I never did, and I wondered if it was something I should do.

      James broke our gaze to come.  He stared deep into Heather’s eyes and watched his thick cock push her pink lips wide open.  He groaned as he filled her throat with his cum, and I nearly climaxed watching her swallow each and every drop.

      He withdrew his cock and picked her up by her shoulders.  He unfastened her bra and dragged her panties down to her ankles.  She stepped out of them only for him to toss her onto the bed.  She landed with a bounce and a smirk as he crawled above her.

      He kissed her neck and traveled down to her full breasts.  He took one hard pink nipple into his mouth and sucked, while twisting the other in his fingers.  He kissed his way down her stomach and over her shaved mound.  Then he pressed his hands against her thighs, bringing them up to her chest and spreading them wide.

      His mouth was hungry as he devoured her puffy, wet pussy.  Her fingers clawed at his hair as she bucked and moaned.  But he didn’t let her come.  Not yet.  He pulled away, just as she was about to call out his name.

      He lifted his mouth and stood tall.  His hands gripped her hips and rolled her onto her stomach.  He pulled her hips back and I could see her pussy between her legs.  He rubbed his fingers against it, teasing her and making her beg for his cock.

      That’s when he gripped the base of his dick and pushed the head inside her.  And that’s when I couldn’t hold back any longer.

      It was the ultimate gift to Heather and James.  A gift I could never take back.  He had slipped inside another woman and I watched him disappear completely.  I watched us disappear completely.  But despite the torment that raged in my mind, my pussy was alive unlike any time before.  My fingers were quick as they strummed my clit.  My breaths were shallow.  And I came, my knees buckling and threatening to send me crashing to the floor.  I came to the sight of my husband fucking another woman.

      He was rough with her. Needy.  He gripped her ass as he pounded her from behind.  She moaned with each thrust and played with her pussy with her fingers.  He found her playful hand and removed it, holding both of her wrists above her head.  With his other hand, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back.  She was a doll in his hands.  No longer in control like she preferred.  And I suddenly realized what he was doing.

      He was taking control.  He was dominating.  He was the decision maker.  She wasn’t getting her opportunity to be a better woman in bed.  She was merely a thing for him to fuck.  Even if she enjoyed it, it wasn’t what she’d wanted to do.

      James pulled her body back until she was pressed against him.  He pushed his cock up and in as one hand traveled down her breasts and stomach, landing finally between her thighs.  He played with her clit, controlling her.  She was going to come when he said so.  When he wanted her to.

      He bit her neck and thrust in deep.  I knew he was close.  I recognized his tormented expression.  His furrowed brows.  His clenched jaw.  He was close.

      He let out a groan as his fingers moved wildly.  Heather glanced over her shoulder as she came, her gaze landing on me.  She looked helpless.  Helpless to her pleasure.  Helpless to his cock.  She didn’t have control over me, James, or our relationship.  We held all the power.

      I couldn’t help but smile.

      Heather crashed on the bed post climax and James withdrew his cock.  But James turned immediately to me and closed the distance between us.  His hands found my face.  His lips found my lips.  He smothered me with kisses despite needing to catch his breath.

      “I love you,” he said, resting his forehead on mine.  “I wanted you to see me fuck another woman and know I would still come back to you.”

      I reached up for his wrists and gripped them.  “I love you too.”

      Heather sat up on the bed, pulling her knees into her chest, watching us.  “I want what you guys have,” she said.  It was the first humble thing I’d ever heard from her.  “I want that kind of love.”

      I stepped away from James until I was standing between the two of them.  “Well until you find it, I guess you’re just going to have to join us.”

      Heather’s hopeful eyes met mine before shooting toward James.  She was waiting for his confirmation.  She was waiting to hear if he wanted this too.

      James walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist.  “Whatever my wife wants, she gets,” he said.  “I just go along with all of it.”

      I stared at Heather’s gorgeous, naked body.  Then I walked out of James’ arms and up to the bed.  I leaned forward and gave Heather a kiss on her berry lips.  “What I want is Heather,” I said.

      “Then this will make for a very interesting vacation,” he said.

      Heather only smiled before kissing me back.
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