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Chapter Nine


I took a sip from the drink that Pete offered me. It
was a tiny sip and it still left me spluttering. “Holy shit that’s
strong. Pure vodka? Hundred proof?”

“You said you were drunk the last time you did
this…back in college,” said Karissa.

“Drunk, not blacked out.”

Pete said nothing. I wondered if the two of them had
plotted together to get me drunk. It was an unnecessary step. There
was precious little that I wouldn’t do in bed with a man…or a
woman…or a couple. I was about to prove it to them and they were
still nervous about it.

We had decided to just have drinks before we went to
the bedroom. There was no need to have dinner. That would just be a
delay of the inevitable.

I reached out and patted Karissa’s hand and put the
drink down. I was jealous of her. She had a husband who had a near
normal sex drive, was incredibly pretty with her dark hair, her fit
body with tits that weren’t too big or too small. She was perfect.
I felt ordinary next to her. Reg would occasionally make comments
about my blonde hair, but I felt it was too fine and too limp to be
notable. And of course I had tits that were too small and an ass
that was too big. I didn’t have half the drive Karissa did. She got
up every morning to go running and keep herself fit. The only thing
I did in the morning was stumble to the kitchen to pour myself a
cup of coffee.

“Are you doing this for you or for him?” I asked
Karissa. Somehow I had been thrown into the role of the person in
charge of our planned threeway, as if I were some expert on it. The
only threeway I had ever done was just a few weeks earlier with
Karissa and Duncan, and that was more like me fucking her
then-boyfriend while she watched.

What she and Reg wanted now was completely
different.

“I’m doing this…we’re doing this for us,” Karissa
said to me and indicated her husband.

“It’s what you want?” I asked, half teasing and half
drawing her out.

Her response was definitive. Karissa leaned forward
and kissed me. It wasn’t the casual kiss of a friend, it was the
kiss of a lover.

I kissed back.

Her tongue was soft and warm, along with her lips. We
drew each other close. I could feel Pete’s eyes on us.

“Fuck…” he breathed.

I broke the kiss. “Did you like that?” I asked him.
“There’s a whole lot more that I’ve got planned for you.”

I took Karissa’s hand in mine and tugged her out of
the living room and toward their bedroom.

We had discussed and made plans about what was going
to happen and what they wanted to happen. It was odd that neither
Karissa or Pete asked what I wanted out of the three-way. I had
some thoughts on the matter and I realized I didn’t have to ask for
what I wanted. I could just take it, because if I left, it was the
end of the three-way.

Pete wanted to see and me Karissa start off together.
I was willing to give that to him. I wasn’t sure of Karissa’s
interest in playing with another woman, but I got the impression
she was trying to keep Pete happy.

Kissing was all well and good, but I was ready for
more. Once we were in the bedroom and Pete was watching us, I
started tugging at Karissa’s clothes and, to my surprise, she
stepped back and quickly stripped herself. Or practically did. She
had been wearing tight black leggings and her customary
loose-fitting running shirt. She left on her boyshorts and athletic
bra that compressed her tits down to something unnoticeable.

“Your turn,” she said, posing nervously in front of
me.

I had dressed up a bit and now was regretting it.
We’d be naked shortly so what did it matter. My shirt and jeans
were easy to take off, which should have left me equal to Karissa.
Instead I was wearing a push-up bra that made my tits took bigger
than they actually were. I had gone through all the underwear I
owned before deciding that I didn’t own what I wanted to wear so
I’d gone out and purchased something that fit the mood of what I
was planning. The bright red panties weren’t really a thong, but it
left the bottom half off my fat ass exposed and that was enough to
pass for a sexy look. I’m sure Pete’s eyes were on my ass instead
of his wife’s. He could see her anytime.

“You nervous?” I asked her as we moved slowly toward
the bed.

“A little,” she admitted with a shy glance to Pete
before we tumbled onto the mattress together. It was with some
delighted surprise that when we were horizontal, Karissa became the
aggressor. Maybe that’s what Pete wanted to see and so she was
showing off for him. I was fine with it.

Kisses on lips and then my neck were punctuated by
her need to strip off my bra, which released my small tits, and
then her hand was sliding down the curve of my stomach and
burrowing under the elastic of my panties.

“You sure about this?” I asked as her fingertips
reached the top of my carefully trimmed pubic triangle. Good
grooming is always a must.

“Uh-huh,” she said as he hand went deeper. She found
the top of my slit and her finger rubbed right over my clit. I
groaned in the back of my throat. “Now shut up and let me
lesbianize you.”

I’m pretty sure that wasn’t a word, but if it was
what Pete and Kar wanted, I was more than happy to go along with
it. After lifting up my butt and hooking my fingers into the
waistband, my panties were quickly stripped away and I was
gloriously naked.

Karissa concentrated on sucking my nipples while her
fingers explored my pussy. For someone with no experience having
sex with a woman, she knew her way around a pussy. Then again, she
had her own pussy so it shouldn’t have been surprising. I kept my
eyes closed and focused on her fingers in my pussy. I gripped her
shoulder with one hand and steadied myself on the bed with the
other.

“Oh fuck…” Pete’s words were enough to pry my eyes
open and I saw he had taken off his clothes and was stroking his
short, fat cock. I licked my lips and stared at his cock. He saw me
and took my meaning, and quickly looked away. He didn’t want his
wife to know we had been fucking while they were separated.

I was glad to know that shortly that cock would be
buried in my pussy.

“More,” he begged.

I grinned eagerly at Pete. “Do you want me to go down
on her?” I asked.

He nodded emphatically.

Karissa looked up and then I asked the next question.
“Do you want her to go down on me?”

Her eyes went wide and Pete nodded even more
emphatically.

“Apparently you get to go first,” I told her.

Bringing her fingers up from my pussy to her mouth,
Karissa tasted my juices and sighed. “In for a penny, I suppose,”
she said. She was feigning reluctance because she didn’t complain
as we moved our bodies and she started slithering down mine,
bringing her face to my pussy.

I looked over at Pete again. He was jerking himself
with careless abandon now. “Don’t go so fast,” I cautioned him. “I
don’t want you cumming all over the carpet. I want you cumming in
me.”

He paused in his masturbation; he had a look on his
face like I promised him the keys to the gates of heaven.

Karissa kissed me right beneath my belly button, and
then the top edge of my pubic hair, and then finally right on top
of my clit. She was working herself up to take the plunge. I
understood that and sympathized with her. The first time—while
being the most exciting—is also the scariest and she was doing
something she probably never envisioned herself ever truly
considering. Or at least not doing with her best friend.

The tip of her tongue lathed over my clit and then
she parted my lips and plunged it deep into my hole. I found myself
wondering if this was going to be her lame attempt at cunnilingus
when she came back up and gently, but very firmly, sucked my clit
into her mouth.

I bucked my hips in surprise. She held on and got to
work.

Overall her technique was a bit amateurish but was
done with great enthusiasm. She looked up at me a few time while
she focused on coaxing an orgasm out of me. Locking eyes with my
best friend as she experimented with lesbian sex for the first time
was a decidedly weird experience, but one that thrilled my heart
and body. While this was going on, Pete approached the bed, hard
cock in hand.

It was too much of a temptation to ignore. I reached
out and grabbed his thick cock, pushing his hand away. He knelt on
the edge of the bed, watching his wife go down on me while I held
his cock. This was good because he wouldn’t accidentally cum while
jerking himself off watching two women lesbianize themselves in
front of him, plus I kept in interested and involved. I didn’t want
to cut him out. It probably relaxed Karissa as well. If there was a
man present it meant she wasn’t a true lesbian; she was just
playing in their sandbox.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” I heard myself say. Karissa had
inserted two fingers into me while sucking on my clit. They knew
right where to go and I orgasmed while tightly gripping the bed
sheets and Pete’s cock.

“Shit shit shit!” he almost howled.

I didn’t react right away to his words and Karissa
was riding out my orgasm gripping my legs and holding on for dear
life. When I had stopped quivering, I looked over at Pete. “What’s
the matter?” I asked, still holding his cock and balls while
running my fingers through Karissa’s thick hair. Her face was wet
with my juices and she looked exhausted.

“You were squeezing my balls too tightly,” he
complained as he extracted his equipment from my fingers.

Karissa laughed. “I bet you liked that.”

At first I thought she was talking to me, but Pete
replied, “Maybe not so rough.”

“I think Lydia likes it rough.” She looked up at me.
“Do you?”

I didn’t directly answer her question. “Can he fuck
me so we can find out?”

She must have been worked up and thrilled at what was
happening. I knew my best friend harbored some hidden kink and sex
drive that only had to be gently coaxed out of her. “Sure,” she
said enthusiastically. “Go ahead and fuck her. I want to
watch.”

Karissa rolled out from between my legs and Pete
crawled between them. For all his complaining about me squeezing
him too tightly, his cock was still plenty hard. As he got himself
into position on top of me with Karissa watching, I once again
grabbed his cock and caressed it. “He’s very thick,” I commented to
her like it was the first time I had ever touched his cock.

I had been fucking Pete for months without her
knowing, but now was not the time to tell her that
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