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We met at a coffeeshop.

I didn’t even like coffee.

“You’re pretty,” he’d said. “Wanna come over to my place?”

“Sure.”

I was bored. So very bored. I didn’t do one night stands anymore but seemed like a decent fellow and well, I was bored.

What could go wrong?

Yet... so many things went wrong. He was good in bed. Too good in fact. It wasn’t him who wanted to go on a second date.

It was me.

But that’s when I realized, the mistake I’d made.

He came with another girl.

“So, the thing is; we’re in an open relationship,” he said. “Well, more like the two of us are committed but we sometimes experiment with new people in between. If you want to, we could have a threesome. I’m well aware of how odd or I suppose disgusting, depending on how you view it, it seems. So, I will not fault you if you throw your drink at my face and leave.” He chuckled.

Clinks.

The same coffeeshop as last week. The same date. Or at least I thought it was the same.

It wasn’t.

“Does that happen often?” I asked.

“More often than you’d think,” the girl said. “Mostly because he offers. An idiot, I tell you.”

Pretty face. Brunette. Her fake lashes were a little annoying but she didn’t have much makeup on. I suppose she was trying to minimize everything to brandish ‘natural beauty’ but such emphasis often took more effort.

“So?” The man paused.

He wasn’t even that handsome. Chiseled, blonde, and blue eyes; three things I liked in a man. He wasn’t muscular but he wasn’t fat. He was just about right and someone who I could probably think about settling with... probably. Who the fuck I was kidding, he was too fucking my type as far as looks went.

Yet... the idea of sharing-

No, perhaps that was not what I was thinking. Not sharing. Rather, aren’t I just going to be a third wheel?

“I don’t mind,” I said. “How about you?”

“If I minded, I wouldn’t be here,” the girl said. “Lena, by the way.”

“Alisa.”

“Nice to meet you, Alisa.”

“I’m John!”

I didn’t know if he was trying to be funny or cynical but neither worked and neither of us laughed. So, he blushed and changed the subject right away to preferred positions. “I love it doggy.” 

A bit surprising that they could speak about such intimate and private matters so publicly and yet... yet I couldn’t help but smile like an idiot and actually feel like a person included. After all, both of them were looking at me and asking me, waiting for my responses.

So, I said yes.

After all... I was bored.

“I’ve never had a threesome before,” I said.

“No worries,” Lena said. “I can teach you allll the pleasantries,” she rolled her tongue, licking her lips, smiling ever so faintly.

Their house was just like any other I’d been to. Ordinary. No one could tell what went about in these walls. The furniture was normal, the decorations were normal, even the bedroom was normal.

Yet...

The feeling was not. Slightly giddy, heart mildly racing. 

“Is there anything I should keep in mind? Like position or rhythm?” I said.

Their room too was pretty normal. Most of the things in here were hidden in cupboards and clean desks and-

Wait, those are some big plushies. Black bears.

“I’ll teach you everything. The only thing that you should be doing is, relaxing!” Lena said.

She was oddly excited. Way more than I thought. Weren’t men supposed to be thrilled about threesomes and women just went along with their fantasy?

I wasn’t sure. 

I wasn’t sure about anything anymore. 

“Just relax,” John said. “The best thing you can do is relax. The more relaxed you are, the more enjoyable it is for everyone.”

“And lube,” Lena said, holding two bottles. “Lube is the best!”

John sighed. “She doesn’t get wet naturally. At least not enough; so, you know,” he shrugged.

Meanwhile, Lena set some scented candles, she turned on a light music, and dimmed the lights. Then she scooted next to me, stared into my eyes, and pressed her lips over mine.

A faint warmth.

Soft.

Yet, yet momentarily I was dazed. What was going on?

Why was I here?

Who was this pretty lady and why was she desperately searching for my tongue?

I let her in. Her tongue met mine, we kissed.

I never wanted to do anything to a girl. The thought alone disgusted me. Not because of what it is was, but because of what my parents had taught me. It was wrong or a sin or whatever.

Yet now that I was kissing a girl, or rather a girl was kissing me, it didn’t matter.

To be desired....

In a span of a second, my heart thumped; I couldn’t breathe without flaring; I couldn’t help but hold her and relish her warmth. 

So soft... even I wasn’t that soft despite being some pounds thicker. 

I embraced her, she embraced me, and honestly, I was fine with just this. I was fine with this being everything and going to bed and all that but... but I could feel the wetness in my pants as Lena rubbed my chest. She was gentle, yet she was fierce. Odd.

She kissed, she rubbed, she smiled.

Meanwhile someone, or I suppose John, slid my skirt down. “Now if you’ll excuse me,” he licked over my panties. He didn’t have to put any effort into spreading my legs- they spread on their own.

“Mm...” I couldn’t suppress the surprised moan but then it didn’t matter anymore. It was extra tingly and I was having a bit of fun but kissing Lena was distracting enough for me to not even think about moaning.

I’d taught myself to not moan. I was perhaps too self-conscious about it. 

But I couldn’t keep the heavy breathing in even through the kissing. How long was she going to kiss me anyway?

As I thought that, she stared at me with an odd smile, a questioning smile even. 

“What?”

“Are you... not going to touch me?”

Huh... I was so hung up about my own experience and lost in my world that I’d forgotten about her needs. “Sorry,” I ended up saying and then unbuttoning her shirt. I glided my hands over her breasts, over the bra, hoping she’d at least show some sense of a response but nothing. So I unhooked the strap and gently massaged the surroundings of her nipples, never touching them directly.

She’s not that thin, huh? When I first saw her, I was feeling conscious about myself and my body. She was so damn pretty. But from this close, we were so similar; mole here, discoloration there, a bit of an unevenness.... So damn similar but... she was prettier.

“Oh, that’s nice. I’ve seen people go directly for the nipple first thing.” Lena wiggled about.

“But that sometimes hurts.”

“Yeah, and the boob area is pretty fun too. I would appreciate it if you eventually... drank a bit of my milk, if you know what I mean,” she winked.

As far as I knew, she wasn’t lactating so that only meant one thing. She wanted her boob licked. I didn’t mind. 

Yet, the idea of licking another woman’s breasts.... I didn’t know why but I didn’t find that horny. It didn’t matter and nothing about it was-

Oh...

Soft. Warm and when I pulled, a familiar feeling arose in my chest. A feeling I’d long forgotten.

Comfort?

Was this comfort? Or peace? Or-

“Are you crying?” Lena brushed my hair. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, everything’s fine. I’m sorry it’s just... I remembered something.”

“Happens,” she said. “A lot of memories are trapped into sensations and scents. Perhaps my breasts can be of service to remind you of your childhood or something like that,” she giggled. “Shall we keep going or would you like to take a break?”

“Let’s keep going.”

“Okay!” John declared.

I’d forgotten he was even there. He licked good but the panties muffled much of everything. 

“You can take it off,” I said, helping him.  

He didn’t need a second invitation and took it off. It was soaked from both ends. “Is this good?”

“It’s wonderful. Never thought I’d get this turned on by someone else. Or I suppose others,” I said.

I’d already had sex with John last week. 

It was fun. He knew what he was doing and that was one of the better sexes I had over the years. Yet... yet now-

Damn-

“Yeah, I’m also kind of wet!” Lena said, spreading her legs and showing me a small spot on her panties. “Usually, it takes longer. I think I can already go a couple of rounds without lube!”

“No, you cannot,” John said. “Alisa though, if you want,” he spread my lips a bit. Touching, examining the folds. He hadn’t touched the clitoris. It was already erect and sensitive so it was a good thing he hadn’t. It was too sensitive. “Though I suppose you might be looking for a longer a stimulation first,” he again went down and gave my thigh a smooch. An audible one at that too. He repeated it and I couldn’t help but cackle.

Meanwhile, Lena drew my head closer to her chest, pouting.

“Sorry.” I chuckled and smooched on her tits, sucking one.

Odd.

I’d never done this.

I never wanted to do this.

Yet... it was fun.

Warm, comforting.

Pleasurable, sure. But really fun. 
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