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Synopsis

Forbidden Fruits: Over thirty tales of love and lust
that know no bounds – or boundaries. Today’s hottest erotica
writers explore just how far women will go to get the girl.
Seduction, abduction, champagne and flowers, bondage … extreme
moves that are sooo ero, they’re too good to miss.
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Introduction

Love has often been compared to a psychosis, defined
as the state of “profound disorganization of mind, personality, or
behavior.” The same can be said of desire, in that there are times
when passion drives us beyond the ordinary and into the extreme. If
you think it could never happen to you, delve into stories of women
pushed to the edge and beyond by love, desire, passion, or
obsession. You might recognize someone you know and more than a few
you’d like to in these simmering selections from over 30 of the
boldest lesbian erotica writers around. The temperature never drops
when there are no limits on pleasure.
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Dessert, Anyone?

​VK
Powell

I believe in eating dessert first. And Sophia was
the delicacy I craved. Every night for a month she welcomed me to
Antonio’s with a cheerful “buona sera” and arms
outstretched.

Tonight her brown eyes cased my body as she added,
“You late, but still I wait. Avanti!”

She was waiting for me? The comment tweaked my
crotch as if it were tethered to her words. I felt the evidence of
my arousal seep into my jeans. This was my last chance. Tomorrow
another assignment loomed through my windshield and Antonio’s would
vanish in my rearview mirror. The thought saddened me as I watched
her.

Black silk pants hugged her curvaceous body and
tapered at the legs just above perfectly shaped ankles. The
matching leather vest molded to her firm breasts and midriff with
nothing underneath. Around her neck, like gift wrapping, a white
bowtie fit snugly. With a toss of her dark chestnut hair, she
looked back, winked, and nodded toward the ocean.

“You like our restaurant. You come often.”

If you only knew, I thought—and it’s
usually when I’m thinking of you. “Yes, but this is my last
visit. I’ll be leaving tomorrow.”

“No!” Her response was surprisingly intense, and I
felt energized by it. “You can’t go.” Her face flushed deep pink as
she took a few more steps, then linked her arm through mine.

I’d memorized every innocuous gesture of her hostess
routine and imagined they were intended just for me. Night after
night in the impersonal hotel room, I pawed my inflamed flesh and
visualized Sophia yielding to every urge of my sexual repertoire.
But now, in her presence, I followed like a rutting animal as she
silently escorted me to the reserved seaside cabana.

“I’m sorry…” She looked up into my face and started
to explain.

Without thinking I stroked her jawline and allowed
my thumb to brush across her lips. I nibbled the side of my mouth.
The urge to kiss her was so strong I felt an empty ache in the pit
of my stomach.

She pointed ahead of us and tried again. “It’s
just…I have so much for you.”

“I know it’ll be perfect,” I said in my most
controlled voice. My brain flashed images of the ways I’d make love
to Sophia. Her beautifully willing body offered like a feast, and I
would devour her one sexually gratifying morsel at a time.

As we approached the rocky precipice that overlooked
the ocean, a cluster of canvas gazebos swayed in the evening
breeze. Their sides seemed to inhale and exhale with each gust.
Salty sea mist clung to the air and settled around Sophia, making
her glow in the moonlight. I wanted to strip her bare and watch as
the illuminated spray consumed her body before I did the same.

She waved me into the tent with a smile and began
our ritual. I walked past on unsteady legs and inhaled a deep
breath of her warm jasmine fragrance. My body shivered from the
light, flowery essence and my own imaginings. Her eyes took in my
discomfort and seemed to sparkle with amusement.

Sophia reached for the Velcro tabs that held the
woven fabric door of the enclosure apart. She gave me a questioning
look and when I offered no objection, released the tabs. I’d eaten
here often, but always with the door open to a view of the ocean.
The pulse at my temple pounded as we were wrapped in our own
private cocoon.

“Tonight we need…how you say…privates.”

“Privacy,” I corrected. “Yes, that would be very
good.”

Miniature palm trees spotted with tiny white lights
radiated from the corners. An oriental rug cushioned our steps and
fluffy floor pillows were scattered throughout. I envisioned Sophia
spread-eagled over the medallion in the center of the rug, begging
to be taken, and I would oblige.

My skin dimpled with goose bumps as I felt her heat
only inches from my own. She removed a linen damask tablecloth from
a stainless steel cart and smoothed the folds over the small table
with long, sensuous strokes. With the precision of a surgeon, she
placed a setting and lit a candle in the table’s center.

Standing behind an upholstered dining chair, she
patted the cushioned back and waited. I obeyed without hesitation.
When I sat, warm hands rested on my shoulders, burning through the
fabric of my shirt and branding her fingerprints into my skin.

“Comfortable?” she asked with a heavy Italian
accent, kneading the tense muscles of my neck with strong
fingers.

She’d never touched me so deliberately, and my
insides turned liquid. I grabbed the seat with a white-knuckled
grip. My composure was slipping, but for the moment I was content
to let her orchestrate—to believe she was in charge.

Moving in front of me, she continued, “I think not
yet.”

Her fingertips left an oversensitized trail as they
slid down and released my hold on the chair. She opened my hand and
traced the lines delicately to the ends of my aching digits. The
tickling sensation quickly turned to heat. I tried to withdraw but
her grip tightened.

“You have nice hands. I like the…roughness.”

Sophia lightly kissed my hands, then rested them on
her hips. My breath came in ragged spurts. Her gaze locked on mine
and dared me to look away. I couldn’t disappoint her any more than
I could harness the energy that swelled inside.

Her body was hot against my palms. I fought the urge
to bury my nails in her flesh. When my hand quivered against her,
wanting desperately to close around her waist, she rubbed my arm
with a soothing stroke.

“Sophia…” I wanted to say more but my courage
failed.

“You relax, no? Tonight’s very special.”

One touch from her would’ve been enough for months
of exaggerated fantasy and self-satisfaction. But now she teased me
like a lover, catering, caressing, complimenting, and appearing
quite casual and unaffected while I melted into an oozing
puddle.

Sophia unbuttoned my shirt sleeves and rolled each
up just below my elbows. With every turn of fabric, her thumbs
lightly grazed the inside of my arm and shot sparks between my
breasts and clitoris. I closed my legs around the gathering
moisture.

“You like that I feel you, no?” The uniquely chosen
words and rhythm of her accent teased as much as her touch.

“I like everything about you, Sophia,” I
admitted.

When the sleeves were perfectly cuffed, she stepped
back, smiled at her handiwork, and said, “Now I get you a nice
Chianti.” She retrieved a bottle of wine from the side bar, cradled
it in a linen napkin, and offered it for inspection. “Gallo Nero,
Chianti Classico.”

“Is my Italian getting rusty or did you just say
Black Cock?” I asked.

“Si, is good.” Sophia poured a sip of the
bright red liquid and handed it to me. As I took the glass, her
fingers brushed across mine and lingered on the stem. Her skin was
like creamy velvet.

I swirled the wine and inhaled the wild berry aroma.
The spicy bouquet excited my nostrils, and my mouth watered as I
raised the glass.

Sophia’s hand captured mine again. She dipped her
well-manicured finger into the liquid, brought it slowly to her
mouth, and sucked it in and out. As I watched her O-shaped mouth
stroke the fortunate digit time after excruciating time, a gnawing
hunger tightened in my pelvis.

“You want suck?” she asked, rimming her lips with
the tip of her tongue.

The question landed on the pulsing tip at the vee of
my thighs. I pressed my ass back in the chair and brought my hips
forward against the stiff seam of my jeans. An appreciative moan
choked in my throat as the compression released a flood. A series
of small, inconspicuous butt raises kept the pressure tight against
my sex as I tried not to hump.

Sophia knelt beside my chair, her face inches from
my breasts.

My nipples hardened, already feeling her mouth close around them
and her teeth torment their spiked tips. She immersed her finger
into the wine again, brought it to my mouth, and allowed a single
drop to fall onto my dry lips. My tongue darted out and captured
the liquid sweetness. It was the most intoxicating combination of
wine and woman. I rolled the droplet around in my mouth, savoring
the flavor and its recent proximity to Sophia.

“You like the Chianti?” she asked, eyes focused and
intense.

“Very much,” I managed to reply.

Sophia handed me the glass and rose from her
kneeling position. “Enjoy. I bring you the menu.” She turned to
walk away and looked back. “Everything’s different tonight.”

As she left me, the black silk pants caressed each
rise and fall of her rounded buttocks. Her hips rocked gently from
side to side, keeping her center warm and active. I wanted to bury
my face in those thighs, to sink my teeth into her tits and
finger-fuck her with eyes wide open.

As soon as Sophia exited the cabana, I grabbed the
crotch of my faded jeans and milked my wet, tender flesh. My mind
was a tortuous loop between the burning patches of skin she’d
touched and my visual replay of them. Pleasure ran through me as I
contracted and released my vaginal muscles. I fingered myself
though the thick material in time to the clenching and unclenching.
Blood rushed to my face and throat as my body tensed and I got
harder and hotter. I just needed a quick come. I had no control
when I was this horny.

My pulse hammered uncontrollably. I groaned,
stifling a guttural scream, and prayed the crashing waves would
provide audible cover. My left hand worked feverishly, rubbing and
slapping the cloth barrier between me and instant gratification.
The pressure was critical. I grabbed a handful of soaked denim,
hair, and skin and pulled, desperate for release. My clitoris
jerked spasmodically in my clenched fist. I was coming…finally. I
needed this…

Just as I felt myself letting go, Sophia’s voice
sounded softly outside the cabana. “I’m so sorry. I’ve bad
news.”

When she entered, I stopped pulling my engorged clit
and squeezed my legs together with a painful moan. She froze in the
doorway staring as a look of confusion changed to recognition.

 “You okay?” she asked, her eyes never leaving
mine.

I shivered as I held back the need to explode in
orgasm. I answered through clenched teeth, “Fine.” I knew she could
see the lie on my face.

She stood beside me and raised the offending hand to
her lips. A sly smile curled the corners of her mouth as she
inhaled deeply. “The kitchen is closed. Everyone’s cleaning to go
home. There is only dessert…and us.”

As I stared at her beautiful olive complexion and
deep brown eyes, my insides still quivered with silent demands for
gratification. I wanted to slide my finger into her mouth, feel the
soft warmth close around it, and come as she sucked it slowly in
and out of her perfectly shaped lips.

“I have what you need, bad, I think.”

I heard myself swallow to dislodge the
air-constricting knot in my throat. Whatever she had, it wouldn’t
take long to get me off. I just needed it now before I lost all
dignity and finished myself with a few more strokes.

Sophia swung her right leg over my knees and lowered
herself onto my lap, her eyes pleading. Desire bolted through me. I
watched as Sophia bent her head toward me and our lips came
together in slow motion. A light brush against my mouth and I
opened to allow her thrusting tongue to enter.

The distinctive freshness of peppermint mixed with
berry wine invaded my mouth as I sucked her tongue in. I’d waited
impatiently for this moment and the first taste almost made me
come. My entire body vibrated as my pelvis jerked with a series of
tiny clenches.

I felt Sophia’s legs tremble as she straddled my
lap. Her hands cupped my face and our lips slid reluctantly apart.
“You kiss good, gives me the heat. Now I give you dessert,” she
said.

She slowly unlaced the leather ties that held her
vest together and dropped them on the floor. The garment hung open,
revealing the gentle swell that rose toward concealed peaks. She
stroked the center of her chest, then rubbed the leather material
back and forth against her breasts, her eyes never leaving
mine.

Voices sounded from outside, and I looked around
nervously as other lights near our cabana were extinguished. “Will
they be looking for you?”

“I tell you, relax. It’s okay. Sophia takes care of
everything. Just feel me.”

When I reached for her, she captured my hands and
placed them under her vest. My weathered skin touched the
smoothness of hers and a low growl rumbled in my throat. It was as
perfectly flawless as I’d imagined. She arched her back toward me
and gasped as I massaged the fullness of her breasts in my palms,
careful to guide her erect nipples between my fingers and prolong
the touch her body told me she desperately wanted.

 Sophia lowered her head and covered my lips
with bruising kisses. I could feel her passion rising as she
strained against my hands, which were still on her breasts. When I
broke for air, I nibbled my way down the side of her neck and took
a breast in my mouth. I sucked as much of the malleable flesh in as
possible, applying and releasing pressure, then licking and
scraping my teeth across the puckered tip. Sophia’s breathing
quickened and she tilted her pelvis toward me. My clit felt like a
heat-seeking missile wedged between my trembling thighs as I moved
to bring us closer.

Slowly, Sophia pushed me back against the chair and
sighed as she watched my eyes widen in disbelief.

“But I want…”

“Shush…” She placed her finger on my lips, then
reached behind her and retrieved a steak knife from the place
setting. I felt my facial expression shift and she whispered,
“Don’t worry, it’s not for you.”

She spread her legs wide on either side of me,
tightening the fabric of her pants. Then she grabbed the material,
pulled it out from her body, and with a sawing motion of the knife
teased a tiny hole in the crotch of the silk fabric. She dropped
the knife, stuck her index finger into the hole, and ripped. The
material peeled away exposing a dark, neatly trimmed bush
glistening with moisture.

My eyes wouldn’t leave the shimmering patch of her
desire. The warm musk fragrance of sex wafted to my nostrils, and
my mouth watered. I wanted to touch her, to bury my fingers inside
and extract every ounce of the sweet cream.

Sophia brought her middle finger to my mouth. “Lick
it.” I quickly obeyed.

Then she lowered her hand and her middle finger
disappeared. Her butt rose from my lap as she thrust deeper,
moaning and watching my face. She knew I was hurting and it turned
her on.

“I make you hurt?”

“So bad, I need it now.”

I grabbed her buttocks and pulled her closer,
burying my head in her breasts. I groaned, desperate to connect my
raw mound with anything except the soaked crotch of my jeans. “I
want you so much. Please let me touch you.”

Again, Sophia pushed me back against the chair. “You
want this? It’s dessert—Sophia’s Delight. Tell me it’s good.”

She removed her finger from between her legs and
rubbed it across my lips. I inhaled the familiar but unique
fragrance as I opened my mouth to receive her gift. The creamy
coating dissolved on my tongue, knotting my insides in ripples of
pending orgasm. Waves of release started in my toes and climbed
toward my center as I arched toward Sophia.

“You like dessert?” Her face glowed with a mixture
of urgency and desire.

“Oh yeah,” I barely managed to mumble as shivers
continued to gather in my core. I was out of control and didn’t
want to be—not with her, not the first time.

“Now you feel me up.” Sophia placed my hand at the
top of her thigh and moved against it.

I couldn’t stop. And she knew it.

I slid my fingers inside her as our mouths once
again came hungrily together. The pace was slow and controlled. I
wanted to be gentle, even though my body objected. She had other
plans.

Sophia grabbed my wrist and forced me deeper into
her arching body. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths to the
rhythm. I humped the air, chafing my painful clit with each
repetition. It felt like I was hot-wired to a lightning rod.

“Faster…” Sophia begged, pulling her mouth from
mine, staring into my lust-glazed eyes.

As if seeing my need for the first time, she
unzipped my jeans and wiggled her hand into the tight space between
my legs. I plunged faster into Sophia’s body as she stroked swollen
lips and searched for my short fuse. The minute she touched it, I
knew I’d go off.

I tried to wiggle out of her reach. “You’ll make me
come,” I warned.

“Is what you want, no?” Her voice was husky and
labored. “I give you the pleasure. Let go.”

Pressure and pain built inside me as I pushed
harder. “Fuck me. I can’t take it anymore.” I’d never said those
words to a woman before. She usually begged me.

Sophia’s breathing quickened and her vaginal muscles
tightened around my fingers. I knew she was close. At the same
moment, she found my distended clitoris and teased it between her
thumb and forefinger. My butt rose from the chair to meet her
skillful hand. One more stroke and I’d lose it. Jolts of pained
pleasure shot through me with each squeeze of my tender flesh. My
legs tensed as all energy gathered at the exact point of Sophia’s
contact.

“I want your juice in my hand, do this for me,”
Sophia breathed in my ear.

She cupped her hand, rubbed the heel of her palm
against the tip of my sex, and slid her finger inside me. Working
back and forth, she rocked my pussy against her until I could
barely breathe. Short primal grunts and ragged breath mingled
together.

“Oh my God, I’m coming…” I heard myself say.

Sophia’s legs trembled against my thighs as she came
with a slow, sexy whimper. The sound of her release sent me over
the edge. Lights flashed behind my eyes. My insides tightened and
released around her finger in sucking convulsions. Molten come
trickled down into her hand. I kept coming as she watched. Spasms
ran the length of my body and I sank back in the chair, limp and
helpless.

As the last tremors racked my body, Sophia slid her
hand from between my legs. She brought each finger to her mouth and
licked it like a melting ice cream. “You make good dessert too.”
With a soft chuckle she whispered in my still-ringing ear, “Next
time we have the full meal, no?”


Dream Girl

​Meghan
O’Brien

The sloppy-drunk blonde sat on the couch next to me,
trying hard to get my attention away from the girl of my
dreams.

She pressed a damp, clumsy hand to my denim-covered thigh and
whispered hot promises into my ear, but nothing could distract from
the redhead dancing in the center of the room.

“Whatsa matter?” the blonde slurred and moved her
hand closer to the juncture of my thighs. “Not interested in
girls?”

“Not interested in you.” Wincing, I granted her a
quick sideways glance. “Sorry, honey. I’m just taken.”

Now the blonde followed my gaze to the edge of the
crowd of dancers. She frowned at the laughing redhead and her lithe
butch partner. “So’s she, you know.”

“Oh, really?”

She pointed to our left, at a tall brunette with
cropped hair who leaned against the wall and regarded the redhead
from a distance. “Her.”

The brunette took a sip of her drink, never breaking
her intense gaze at the redhead and her dance partner. Smiling
fondly, she tapped her fingers against her plastic cup to the beat
of the music.

“Interesting.”

“Not really,” the blonde burbled dismissively. “If
you want to go upstairs, though, I can show you interesting.” She
nearly fell across my lap during her attempt at a seductive
pose.

“I’m sure you could,” I said. “Maybe some other
time, darling. I’m just not in the mood right now.”

The blonde scoffed an insult to my back as I walked
toward the brunette. I stopped only a few feet from her and claimed
my own place against the wall. From this vantage point I had a
better view of the redhead and could watch her unmolested.

She was radiant. Glowing. Her red hair came to her
shoulders in loose waves, framing a sweet ivory face. I wondered if
she had freckles. Hoped she did. On her cheeks, the bridge of her
nose, everywhere. Surely she was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever
laid eyes upon.

The mere sight of her put me in a state of almost
physical distress. It was almost like someone had come along and
shoved their fist down my throat. I couldn’t breathe. My heart rate
increased and my legs got weak. In all likelihood, I was
suffocating.

It was glorious. I had to fuck her. Absolutely had
to.

I snuck a peek at her lover standing beside me. The
brunette paid no attention to me ogling her girlfriend. She looked
as rapt about watching her as I felt. I tried to prepare myself for
disappointment.

There was no way this woman would share a treasure
like her. No way. And going behind the girlfriend’s back wasn’t an
option for me. I may be many things, but a relationship destroyer
isn’t one of them. But then, who knew how serious things were
between them? And who knew how the brunette would react to me?

No guts, no glory.

I sidled up to the brunette. “Having a good
time?”

She sized me up momentarily, then returned to
staring at the redhead. “Always.”

I followed her gaze, then peeked again at the
brunette’s face for a reaction to my next words. “She’s
beautiful.”

“And that’s not even why I married her.” Subtle
smile. No apparent anger.

So far, so good.

At the edge of the throng of dancing partygoers, the
redhead turned and pressed her bottom into the butch’s hips,
grinding seductively. She tossed a grin over her shoulder at her
dance partner, who pulled her in tight with an answering leer.
Strong hands caressed her belly.

“That doesn’t bother you?” I asked.

“We don’t do jealousy,” the brunette said without
taking her eyes off the redhead.

I suppressed a grin. That was promising. “A wise
philosophy.”

“We think so.”

Here was the crucial moment. “Do you make
friends?”

“Sometimes.” Tearing her eyes away from the redhead,
she finally met my gaze. “I like to let Evie decide what friends we
make.”

“Evie?” A pleasant heat pooled between my thighs.
“Beautiful name, too.”

I wanted to make sure that my intentions were
understood, and the smirk on the brunette’s face made it clear that
she read me loud and clear. “Damn right.”

“I’m Jude.”

“Mike.” The brunette shook my hand firmly. “Short
for Michaela.”

“Well, it’s nice to meet you. Whether we become
friends or not.”

Dark eyes scanned my body. “Likewise.”

I settled back against the wall next to Mike and we
both watched Evie dance her way through another fast song. She
switched partners for this one. A blond woman with curly hair
pulled back in a ponytail. I felt myself getting almost
uncomfortably wet as I watched them entwine their bodies
seductively to the driving beat of the music.

When the song was over, Evie left her new dance
partner with a kiss on the cheek and made her way over to Mike.
Sparing me a lingering glance, she leaned into her partner and gave
her a deep, moaning kiss. One of Mike’s hands tangled in Evie’s
hair and the other sought out her hip. Their embrace was easy and
comfortable and utterly sexy.

When Evie pulled back, Mike jerked a thumb at me.
“This is Jude.”

“Hello, Jude.”

Evie offered a slim, feminine hand and I took it
gently, as if I might break her. “Hey. Nice dancing.”

“Thanks.” Evie squeezed my hand before releasing it.
“I need a drink. I’m dying.”

She was indeed covered with a light sheen of sweat.
One fat droplet rolled down her temple and disappeared in a damp
tendril of hair. My mouth watered as I imagined the salty-sweet
taste of it.

“Why don’t you get her a drink, Jude?” Mike said.
She shot me a meaningful look. “Water.”

“Of course.”

I took my time with it, sneaking surreptitious
glances across the room at Mike and Evie from the makeshift bar.
They stood in each other’s arms, foreheads pressed together,
talking intently. I prayed that Evie was agreeable to what was
being suggested. I would do anything to touch her just one
time.

When I returned with the bottle of water, Evie took
it with a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks, Jude.” She swallowed a sip,
then handed the bottle to Mike without breaking eye contact with
me. “So you want to be my friend?”

Funny how when the moment arrived, all my courage
fled and I was left standing there with a dry throat and nothing
clever to say. “Uh, yeah?”

Brilliant.

Evie’s grin nearly shut down my heart. “Shy?”

“Not usually.”

“Right now?”

“Nervous,” I clarified. “And hopeful.”

“She’s been staring at you like a starving animal
for almost a half hour now,” Mike said. “I’m sure she’s dripping
wet.”

“And hard as a rock,” I said. No reason not to be
honest at this point.

“Oh, really?” Evie’s hand found my crotch and the
bulge contained in my jeans. “Well. Someone came prepared.”

“You like that, baby?” Mike stroked Evie’s hair with
a sly grin.

Nodding, Evie murmured, “Let’s go upstairs. I know a
room we can use.”

As she turned and walked away, Mike stopped me from
following with a hand on my arm. “You follow my lead,
understand?”

“I understand.” I was willing to do anything at this
point. I had to have Evie.

“Then let’s go.”

We followed Evie through dancing, drinking
people—mostly women—to a staircase littered with no less than three
different couples in various stages of making out. Weaving my way
through them, I couldn’t help but watch Evie’s ass as we climbed
the steps to the second floor. I desperately wanted to stay calm
enough to make the most of this night, but damn, that ass made it
difficult.

In the upstairs hallway, there was a couple
positioned halfway between the two bedroom doors on the left. One
woman stood leaning against the wall, pants around her ankles, and
the other was on her knees in front of her, open mouth on her
companion’s pussy. Two other women lingered in close proximity,
watching the action.

“Damn,” I muttered as Evie stopped walking abruptly
to watch. Evie murmured in agreement.

Mike put a hand on my shoulder and whispered in my
ear. “That’s a good idea.”

“Yeah?”

“Look at Evie. She’s so turned on.”

It was true. Even in the dim light of the hallway, I
could see the heated flush of Evie’s face and the desire in her
eyes. Her slim pale hands were balled into tight fists at her sides
as she stared at the scene in front of us.

“I want you to push her up against the wall right
here, and lick her until she comes.” Mike’s hot breath tickled my
ear. She gave me an encouraging pat on the back. “Then we’ll go to
the room.”

I wasn’t about to refuse. I reached out to touch
Evie’s shoulder, then paused.

“What?” Mike asked.

“May I kiss her first?”

Mike nodded, and I immediately placed both hands on
Evie’s shoulders. Moving quickly, I pressed her up against the wall
and kissed her hard, swallowing a small noise of surprise. After a
moment, she began to kiss me back. Her hands trailed up and down my
back, and mine found her hips. Our rhythm together was perfect.

I pulled away without a word and sank to my knees. I
kept my eyes locked to hers, delighting in her open-mouthed,
half-dazed gasping, and reached for the button on her jeans.

“Oh, God,” Evie said, moaning, as I eased her jeans
and panties down to her ankles. She lifted one foot and planted it
on the floor next to my knee. “Yes.”

I maneuvered her leg over my shoulder, opening her
up to me. She was gorgeous. The kinky, dark hair between her legs
was trimmed neatly and slicked with her juices. I could see pink
labia, swollen and heavy with her arousal. She smelled of soap and
light sweat, and when I pressed my lips to her pussy in a gentle
kiss, she tasted sweeter than I thought possible.

I spread her open with one hand and licked up the
length of her. Her pussy was so soft on my tongue. Moaning, I
sucked her slick, puffy labia into my mouth.

“Does that feel good, darling?”

Mike’s voice cut through my haze, and I remembered
my audience. I felt Evie’s hand tangle in my hair as she answered,
breathless.

“So good.”

“She’s going to make you come,” Mike said.

“Yes.” Evie arched her back and I took advantage of
her shift in position, thrusting my tongue as deep inside of her as
I could go. “Fuck yeah, she’s going to make me come.”

“Doesn’t she taste good, Jude?”

I nodded and mumbled against Evie’s pussy, unwilling
to stop sucking on her for even an instant to answer. Of course she
tasted good. Amazing, even. Evie moaned and tightened her hand in
my hair, keeping my face close.

I wondered how big an audience we had.

Evie’s clit was long, distended, and hot against my
tongue. I circled it with fast, concentrated movements and slid my
free hand up under her shirt to palm one of her breasts. It fit
perfectly in my hand. I wanted her to come so badly it hurt.

As if answering my unspoken desire, Evie’s hips
jerked and she cried out loudly. Leg still hooked over my shoulder,
she shook and quivered as my face grew even wetter with her juices.
I tugged at her nipple roughly as she came, and her noises grew
even louder. Finally, she sagged against the wall and pushed at my
face weakly.

With a grin of triumph, I pulled away. Mike was
holding Evie up as I rose to my feet, and patted me on the shoulder
with her free hand.

“Nice,” Mike said.

“Thanks.” Leaning forward, I gave Evie a quick kiss
on the lips. “I was thinking the same thing.”

“No kidding,” Evie whispered. Her gaze darted to my
right, where all four women who were in the hallway before we came
upstairs were watching us with none too subtle smiles. “Thank
you.”

“Come on,” Mike said, and took Evie by the hand. “We
need a room. Now.”

I shot a sly wink at the women who had been watching
us as I followed them into the last room on the right. It was a
reasonably large bedroom with a number of framed photographs
decorating the walls. Mike closed the door behind us.

“So.” Mike took a step into the room and crossed her
arms. She looked me up and down. “You want to fuck my wife?”

Though I was a little taken aback by the frankness
of the question, I wasn’t going to show it. Evie laughed, a
nervous, excited little noise, and I turned to give her a confident
once-over. She wore only her T-shirt and panties. Mike was holding
her jeans.

“Badly,” I told Mike. “Now that I’ve had a taste, I
need more.”

“Tell you what,” Mike said. “She lets you fuck her,
and then you help us make one of her fantasies come true.”

“What’s that?” I asked Evie. She gave me a shy grin,
cheeks flushed deep pink. Absolutely adorable. I had a feeling I’d
do anything for her.

“Both of you at the same time,” Evie said. “You can
have my pussy. Mike gets my ass.”

My clit jumped at the mental image. “Deal.”

“How do you want me?” Evie raised her arms in a
submissive pose. “If you’re half as good with that cock as you are
with your tongue, I have a feeling I’ll like whatever you’re
thinking.”

“On your hands and knees.” I pointed to the bed.
“Take off your clothes.”

Mike took a seat in a recliner at the far side of
the room and crossed her legs. She raised an eyebrow at me, then
nodded at Evie. Blushing, Evie began to undress.

Her skin was pale, flawless. Her shoulders and chest
were smattered with freckles, and her breasts were topped with
light pink nipples. The hair between her legs was a shade darker
than that on her head. When she got on the bed and faced away from
me, she set her knees apart and exposed deep pink folds, heavy with
arousal and slick with wetness.

I groaned.

“She’s perfect, isn’t she?” Mike murmured. Her voice
was hushed, reverent. “Evie, you’re beautiful.”

“Yes, you are,” I echoed. I undressed quickly,
desperate to be inside of her. “Thank you both for inviting me up
here.”

“Our pleasure,” Evie said. She smiled back at me
over her shoulder, then dropped her gaze to the cock I had strapped
between my thighs. “Oh, my.”

I stepped up to the foot of the bed and raised an
eyebrow at Mike. “What do you think?” I asked her. “Can your wife
handle this?” I stroked the shaft of the toy.

“Yes.” Mike’s nostrils flared. “Just work it in nice
and slow, and she’ll be just fine.”

Evie groaned as I climbed onto the bed. I leaned
over her, so that my breasts brushed against her back, and
whispered into her ear. “I’ve been wanting you all night.”

“So take me.”

I sat up on my knees and placed my hands on her
buttocks. I had to take a deep breath as I spread her open. Her
smell made me dizzy. I kept one hand on her ass and used the other
one to guide my cock into her pussy.

I’d worn a big one tonight, and Evie was a small
woman. I rubbed the head around her opening, then pressed inside,
drawing a deep moan from her throat. I could see it stretching her
open and I stopped once I had about an inch inside, then
withdrew.

“Did that feel good?”

“Yes,” Evie moaned. “Please don’t stop.”

I pressed inside again. Once more it stretched her,
so much that the skin of her opening turned white around the cock.
I gritted my teeth and slid into her, shooting Mike a look of pure
pleasure as Evie took the whole length of me inside. Not once did
Evie stop moaning.

Mike licked her lips. “Feel good, baby?”

“Incredible,” Evie whimpered. She reached back with
one hand and patted my thigh. “Fuck me. Please.”

“Yeah, Jude,” Mike said. She met my gaze with dark
eyes full of desire. “Fuck her.”

I started slow. I withrew nearly the full length,
then pushed back inside to the hilt. When I was fully sheathed
within her, my aching hard clit pressed into the base of the dildo
and sent a shock of pleasure straight down to my toes. I repeated
the motion, groaning when my hips bumped against her. Reaching one
hand up to play with her hair,

I threaded red strands around my fingers and exhaled through my
nose.

I was never going to last.

“Please, Jude, faster,” Evie said. “Harder. I want
you to come inside of me.”

Lacking all willpower, I obeyed. I tried to hold off
as long as possible, but soon I was slamming that cock into her,
fucking her as hard as I dared. Any initial fear I had about taking
her so roughly was quelled by the way her noises of pleasure grew
louder and more unrestrained as I increased the speed and depth of
my thrusts. And when I pulled her hair lightly, she arched her back
and let loose a throaty cry.

“That’s right,” I grunted, pounding into her. “Take
that cock. You’re going to make me come, you know that?”

“Yeah,” Evie whimpered. She pushed backward into me,
helping me impale her on the cock. “I want it so bad. Give it to
me.”

I let go of her hair and put both hands on her hips,
pulling her into me. Turning my head, I watched Mike’s reaction as
I fucked her girl. Mike was clearly aroused, licking her lips and
sitting forward in the chair.

“Your wife is an amazing fuck,” I told her.

“I know.”

“Can I come inside of her?”

Mike gave me a little smirk, but I could see that
she was pleased that I was asking permission. “Go for it.”

One, two, three more strokes, and my clit couldn’t
take anymore. I threw my head back and cried out sharply as my
pussy spasmed, sending waves of pleasure throughout my entire body.
I kept thrusting into her, grinding my hips in circles against her
ass, drawing out every last bit of my orgasm that I could. Evie
made little whimpering noises of pleasure beneath me, still rocking
backward against the cock, soaking wet and flushed with
arousal.

Before I could even catch my breath, Mike was up and
standing next to the bed. She was somehow naked, suddenly, and had
a slim dildo strapped to her own thighs.

“Okay,” Mike said in a rough voice. “I can’t take it
anymore. I’ve got to have her, too. Jude, get on your back.”

I withdrew from Evie and collapsed onto the bed when
she shifted to make room for me. I sighed in relief, exhausted from
my orgasm and the experience of fucking my dream girl. I didn’t get
to rest for long before Evie was straddling my thighs and guiding
my cock back into her pussy.

“Hello.” I put my hands on her hips and steadied her
as she sank down onto me. “Welcome back.”

Evie exhaled, grinning. “Nice to be here.”

Mike leaned over Evie’s shoulder and gave her a
long, deep kiss. “I’ll go slow,” she said. “Tell me if you need me
to stop.”

“Don’t worry about me,” Evie said. She bent and
traced my bottom lip with her tongue. “You’re incredible, by the
way.”

“Tell your friends,” I joked, then took her mouth in
a deep kiss.

Evie was an amazing kisser. She pressed her tongue
into my mouth, then retreated so I could explore her mouth with
mine. I felt Mike climb onto the bed behind Evie, and sensed that
she had begun to touch her. Evie moaned and started to wiggle
slightly on my hips, rocking back and forth on my cock, buried deep
inside of her pussy. I put my hands on Evie’s back and traced my
fingertips along the smooth skin of her shoulder blades.

“Does that feel okay, baby?” Mike asked.

Evie pulled away from our kiss and murmured in
pleasure, closing her eyes. “Feels good, sweetheart.”

I glanced around Evie’s shoulder and watched the
muscles in Mike’s arm working behind her. Mike raised her eyebrow
at me. “If you think Evie’s pussy is tight, you wouldn’t believe
her ass.”

Evie laughed softly and laid her head on my
shoulder.

“I’ll bet,” I said.

“Her ass is all mine, though,” Mike said. “That’s
something that belongs to only me.”

“I don’t blame you.” I wrapped my arms around Evie’s
back in a light hug.

“Ready, Evie?”

“Yes,” Evie murmured.

“Just relax,” Mike said. She got up on her knees and
leaned forward.

I took my eyes off Mike and focused again on Evie.
Her eyes were blue, I noticed, and hazy with pleasure. As Mike
pressed into her, they dilated slightly, and her mouth dropped open
in a wordless cry. I leaned up and kissed Evie again, occupying her
as Mike undoubtedly eased that cock into her ass. Sweat dripped
from Evie’s forehead onto my face, and I never stopped kissing
her.

“Still good?” Mike said after a few minutes.

I broke my kiss with Evie, and she exhaled loudly.
“Yes.”

I felt Mike pull back, then press forward again. The
movement shifted Evie on my cock and elicited a gasp from her full
lips.

“You want us to fuck you?” Mike asked.

“Please.”

Mike leaned to the side so she could meet my eyes
and gave me a serious nod. Then she began to thrust her hips in
earnest. This caused Evie to move back and forth on my cock in the
most perfect way, so all I had to do was time my minimal
counterthrusts with Mike’s rhythm. Soon we were rocking in synch,
all three of us, driving Evie toward yet another orgasm.

I slipped my hand between our bodies and found
Evie’s clit, hard and hot, and rubbed at her firmly. She hadn’t
stopped whimpering and moaning since we’d started fucking her, but
with that, the sound of her pleasure went up a notch. She threw her
head back and closed her eyes, and I watched Mike lean down to kiss
her shoulder, then scrape her teeth against the pale, freckled
skin.

“Come on, Evie,” Mike groaned. “Come for us,
baby.”

“Yeah, Evie,” I murmured, then found her ear with my
lips. “I know you want to come with a cock in your pussy and
another cock in your ass. So dirty, Evie. This is such a dirty
little fantasy you have. So come for us. Come all over the both of
us.”

And with a strangled cry, she did. Mike didn’t stop
driving into her for a moment, I didn’t stop rubbing, and Evie
quivered and shook and came so hard that she collapsed on top of
me, covered in sweat. She kissed the side of my neck.

The girl of my dreams, no doubt.
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And we sort of fell into this habit, I guess, of
Francesca (whom I still called “Kitt”) and I or Samantha and I
going out and wandering around Madrid on nights when I was free, or
they went out and did stuff or came to hang out in the club and we
became, as weird as it sounds, friends, friends like we hadn’t been
in years.

I can’t say there wasn’t some tension, because in
all honesty, either one of them near me made me vibrate like a live
wire, and any time I was with both of them for more than a few
seconds I had to stay at least three feet away from whoever was
nearest because it felt like… Truth to tell, there really wasn’t a
single moment, not even in the studio, where I could forget what it
was like to love Samantha—the primal intensity of her—or to be
loved by Kitt and her controlled fierceness.

Finally, everyone had two days off—it was a
holiday—and in their respective travels around Madrid, Samantha and
Kitt had each happened upon a spot that everyone talked about as
the perfect place. I’d never been to it because it was famous for
two things: the food and the very specific atmosphere. People went
there for important dates, to propose to their intendeds, to
celebrate twenty-five-year anniversaries and to begin or consummate
secret, undying trysts.

So of course, that’s where we went, and it was
perfectly nice and perfectly weird, because it was a really
romantic, candlelit spot where we had duck breast with something
and way too much spiced red wine—and ordered some to take home.
What the fuck, right?

After dinner, we took a walk in El Parque de Retiro,
or the “Park of Retreat” (and for the smallest bit of history,
because, hey, it’s Spain, not some mundane part of Staten Island’s
dump or something), which is what Felipe IV had built it
for—retreat.

The park came alive at dusk and rocked through the
night—artists and vendors lined the walkways, selling everything
from “authentic” bullfighting ad posters to castanets, and then
there were the food vendors, too, and here and there, the
occasional games of chance, such as darts and balloons, the shell
game, cards. Gypsies offered to read your palm and your cards and
solve your problems—all of them—for the right price.

There were also street performers, individuals
playing their guitars and singing their hearts out or groups doing
complex flamenco patterns. This was Madrid at its most fun, and I
was glad to be able to share it.

We passed the Crystal Palace and the San Jeronimo
Church (which happens to be where the monarchs who’d financed
Christopher Columbus got married), imposing structures that looked
a heck of a lot different in real life than they did in a small
two-by-two picture in a textbook, and finally, we came to the lake
path.

I guess I was feeling pretty expansive and just
generally good about everything, because we’d gotten to the point
where it felt like we were all just so very comfortable with each
other that I could occasionally hold Samantha’s hand or Kitt’s as
we walked along.

I linked my arm through Samantha’s on one side, then
Kitt’s on the other. “So, ” I said as we walked along the edge of
the lake, moving from patch of light to patch of light and watching
as the rowboats slid by with their lantern-lit bows, “what are you
guys actually doing here? I mean, okay, we’re all working for the
label in effect, but why both of you? Not that I mind, of course,”
I added, giving them each a smile.

We stopped walking.

Kitt stuck a hand in her pocket and turned her face
from me to look at the water. Samantha closed her eyes and took a
deep breath.

“Well, Graham asked for Ann R Key specifically and
he told the new head that I know you both…so they thought it would
be better all around if—”

“Um, would you believe me if I said, we’re courting
you?” Samantha interrupted, looking at me directly, her face
inscrutable in the half-light.

What? Was she serious? I shrugged myself free of
both of them and took a step forward so I could see them both a bit
better.

“You’re not serious?” I asked.

“Yeah.” She grinned crookedly. “Pick one.”

“Jesus, Sam…” Kitt breathed out, giving her an
annoyed look. She shook her head.

Jesus was right. And Mary, and Joseph, and anyone
else you could name. What the hell was I supposed to do with that?
How in the hell was I supposed to do that? It’s not like I was
trying to decide between two new pairs of boots or something. And
besides, if I was? I usually got both anyway. Eesh…what was I
supposed to do with this?

“Well, what if I don’t want to?” I asked. I mean,
hey, ask an easy question, you get an easy answer, right?

A look passed between them and Kitt returned her
gaze to the water.

“You could have us both,” Samantha said softly and
shrugged.

Kitt looked back at me again. “If you wanted,” she
added quietly.

I picked a rock up off the ground and tried to skip
it across the water. What the hell did that mean? Pick one, the
other, or both? How was that supposed to work, anyway? One hop,
two, three, and the rock sank with a splashy “splunk.”

I touched the charms that hung from my neck and
faced Kitt and Samantha again after I knew that rock was on its way
down. “What do you mean?” I asked, looking from one still face to
the other. “I already have you both.”

Nobody said much of anything on the way back to the
apartment, although there was this kinda loose agreement, or at
least an understanding, that this was something we should probably
discuss a bit more—and probably more than just a bit.

My head was spinning with the weight of what
Samantha and Kitt offered because it wasn’t something that was even
remotely close to anything I had even—well, okay, that wasn’t
entirely true. There had been those few encounters that I’d had,
but…that was just sex, you know? I hadn’t really cared about them,
or even myself if I was honest about it, and it was still something
I felt so disconnected from.

But Kitt, who was my lion, the pride of my heart…if
I really took time to let myself feel it, I adored her. I couldn’t
get around it, past it, through it, or over it. The best I could do
was ignore it, and I did that badly.

And Samantha? Samantha was under my skin in ways
that I still can’t describe, the beacon that called me like the
sound the ferries made through the fog at night—constant, low, and
wistfully mournful for a home that might never be reached again and
remains forever missed.

I didn’t know what to think as I sat between them on
the sofa with a movie playing on the TV that none of us was really
watching while we finished first one, then another, pitcher of the
sangria we’d made from the wine we’d brought back from dinner—those
bottles went pretty fast.

Somewhere in the back of my head, this one thought
persisted. Maybe, just maybe, still, even now, this had nothing to
do with me—this was something between Kitt and Samantha, a dance of
approach and avoidance that they couldn’t resolve, and in some ways
they were using me to translate between them.

Ironically, that didn’t bother me, at least not in
the way you might think, because in a very real way, I actually
thought Sammie and Kitt were good for each other. I mean, look,
they’d been friends for such a long time, had remained close even
through all the things they’d been through—and there had been a
time when they’d actively admitted to being attracted to one
another. Maybe they still were and just couldn’t deal with it,
which is kinda silly, but, hey, people are, right?

That was about the limit of what my brain could come
up with for the day—it was the wall I’d hit and couldn’t get past
right now. This was more about them than it was about me.

I probably shouldn’t have done it—but I did.

“This is not a choice,” I warned Samantha as I
turned to her. She stared at me a moment, her eyes almost
translucent in the flickering light of the television. I took her
hand from her lap and held it in mine and softly pressed my lips to
hers, and the raw sensuality of her response made my breath catch
into a knot in my throat where it flooded back down into my chest,
making my heartbeat ragged, painful. When I let her go, I kept her
hand on my leg and turned to Kitt, who had been studiously focused
on the television. I cupped her face gently and turned her eyes to
mine. “This is not a choice,” I repeated, and her eyes widened when
I leaned in to kiss her, those perfect lips, that perfect mouth
again on mine, and my heartbeat, still ragged from Samantha, sang
at the reliving of memory.

When I finally let her go, I had Kitt’s hand in one
of mine, Samantha’s in the other.

“I don’t think this is about me,” I told Samantha
and kissed her cheek. “I think this is about you and her,” I said
to Kitt and kissed her briefly as well.

I let go of both their hands and stood up, then
turned to face them. They both stared at me.

“You guys have to work this out.” I smiled at them,
and they looked at each other, puzzled, before looking back at
me.

“Nina,” Samantha asked quietly, “what do you
mean?”

I smiled softly at her. “I mean that there’s
something between you, between the two of you”—and I shared that
smile with Kitt—“that you have to figure out.”

Kitt shook her head lightly, like she didn’t
understand. That was okay.

“Well,” I announced, because I’d probably done all
the damage I could for one lifetime, “I’m going to bed. You guys…do
what you need to do, I guess.”

I leaned down and gave them each another hug and
kiss good night. “Let me know what conclusions you come to, okay?”
I said as I made my way out of the room, leaving them there staring
at each other.

I flipped on the low light on my nightstand, got
undressed, and slipped into my bed. I was tired, buzzed and
strangely happy—because I trusted my Sammie and my Kitt to work
this out and I loved them both so much that the thought of them
together in any way had a beautiful feel to it.

I roused slightly as the bed shifted behind me and I
recognized the warm fit of Kitt as she wrapped herself around my
back, her skin so velvety against mine. I stretched a bit, enjoying
the remembered feel of her against me, and turned my head to enjoy
the press of her lips against my throat as her hands traced the
contours of my ribs, my waist, gripped and pulled gently on my
hip.

“Missed you…so much,” she murmured hotly against my
jaw and brought her hand up to touch my face in the way that was
hers and hers alone.

I turned in her arms and cupped her face in my
hands, then tangled my fingers in her hair as I brought my lips to
hers. I lost myself in the welcome of her mouth, in the elegant
play of her tongue against mine and the strength of her hands as
they retraced my body again and again.

It was no shock, no surprise really, when the heat
that I always knew as Samantha warmed my back again and her hands
joined Kitt’s, cupping my breast, rolling the nipple between her
slender fingers until it was hard and I groaned with the sensation.
I arched my back into Samantha, which forced my hips forward, my
pussy against my beautiful lion, hers pushing back against me.

I let go of her hair and reached back and over my
head for Samantha, bringing her face to mine, kissing her with the
desperate hunger she raised in me, and Kitt licked my throat,
biting gently, then pulling on the tendon with her teeth. Her hand
slipped down, scraping lightly between Samantha’s fingers before it
traveled farther, back to my hip, wrapping around me, grabbing my
ass in such a way that she shifted the aching lips of my cunt, and
as I sucked on Samantha’s tongue I tasted Kitt.

Fire. I was liquid fire, flowing between the diamond
that was my Sammie and the contained strength that was my Kitt. I
loved Francesca, I was in love with Samantha. I wanted them, needed
them, both, here, now, and I slipped my hand away from Sammie’s
head and between us, behind me, gripping along the tightened
muscles of her stomach until I found the treasure I’d been seeking,
the fine, light hairs of her amazing cunt, the hard prominence that
spoke of her desire, and I gratefully slipped my fingers between
her wet lips, never more at home than I was when I was there,
stroking the length of her, waiting to enter.

Samantha gasped and tore her mouth from mine. “I
love you, Nina,” she breathed into my ear, then treated me to the
most amazing sight I’d ever seen.

Her head arced over me to meet Kitt’s and she kissed
her. It was heart-piercingly beautiful, the way their lips met and
moved together; I was filled with an awestruck joy at their joined
perfection. I had never felt so completely safe in my life.

My lion pressed harder against me, her hand gripping
insistently as Samantha’s hand scratched lightly down between us
until she cupped my pussy in her hand, squeezing, teasing,
promising…everything. Her hips surged behind me.

Ah, but my beloved Samantha was gorgeously wet, and
when Kitt gently pushed me so that I was almost half on top of
Samantha, my fingers found their mark and I slid into her cunt,
tucking my thumb under my palm so I could play with her clit.

Samantha bit my neck as Kitt crawled down my body,
nipping with her lips, light little licks with the tip of her
tongue, memory and experience merging as she mapped me. She stopped
and kissed Samantha’s hand as it lay on me, then parted my lips
with her tongue.

“Oh God, Kitt…” I gasped as she sucked me into her
and grabbed my free hand, twining her fingers with mine as I curled
my other hand deeper into Samantha, who shuddered behind me and
slipped an arm around my chest, anchoring me to her. She laved my
neck with open-mouth kisses, scraping her lips and tongue along the
column of my neck.

“I adore you, I fucking adore you,” she ground out
between sensual attacks and her cunt sucked my fingers, fitting on
me as if I’d been made for her.

I cried out when Kitt’s tongue slid inside me, and
Samantha crushed me to her, trapping me, holding me still when I
tried to arch my back.

“I got you…” she assured me and her fingers slipped
around my clit while Kitt’s mouth worked me relentlessly, driving
me on and up. Her free hand wrapped loosely around the hand that
drove into Samantha, moving with me, around me, a light tickle that
urged me on, harder, faster.

Samantha shifted, sliding her leg across mine,
trapping it between hers, opening herself further to me, spreading
me wider, and pushing my thigh against my hand, my thrust in her
that much harder as I moved under Kitt.

“Damn, I love you, Samantha,” I whispered, craning
desperately to kiss her as the two most beautiful women I would
ever know or be this close to in this lifetime loved me and each
other, pushing me to the edge, the power behind this building,
towering over me.

Her lips were instant relief to my thirsty soul. “I
want you inside me,” I told her, “I want you both inside me.”

Kitt heard me and raised her head from me. I caught
my breath, gulping at the loss, and Samantha responded instantly,
sliding into me so I wouldn’t feel it for too long.

“Te adoro,” she whispered, speaking the
language of my childhood as she moved gently within me and my cunt
slid along her length, welcoming her home to me, “te amo, te
adoro.”

Kitt climbed up my body, straddling my leg, and her
cunt was deliciously hot and wet as it slid along the hard muscle
of my thigh.

Her perfect, perfect mouth kissed me and once again,
for the last time, I enjoyed the taste of my cunt on her
tongue.

“I love you, Francesca Kitt DiTomassa,” I told her,
melting into her golden eyes. “I will always love you.”

I grasped her hip with my hand as she rode my thigh,
her leg pressing between us, driving Samantha further into me. Kitt
slipped her hand between us, cupping Samantha’s hand under hers,
and I could feel her fingertips waiting to enter me.

“Baby,” she murmured, kissing me gently, “this is
going to hurt you—I want to do what you want, but I don’t want to
hurt you.”

She was right, I knew she was right, because even
Samantha inside me hurt a bit.

“You are really tight, love,” Samantha whispered,
then caught her breath when I shifted my hip slightly, causing my
fingers to reach deeper. Her hips jerked against me and honestly, I
couldn’t care less if my arm broke, I wanted this, wanted to be in
her, wanted her to come.

Kitt leaned across me and kissed Samantha deeply as
she shuddered against me, and my hand traveled from Kitt’s hip to
her ass and I pressed my fingers along the length of her cunt. She
groaned into Samantha’s mouth and I felt Samantha shiver as she
tasted me for the first time on Kitt’s lips.

“Kitt, baby,” I rasped out, losing my voice, my
breath, my mind between them, “I don’t care if it hurts, I want
you.”

She buried her head into my neck, between me and
Samantha.

“Okay…okay…” she groaned as I pushed her over the
edge, slipping my fingers inside her, letting her crush down upon
me.

I felt Samantha ease out of me a bit and then…God.
The world was going to fall apart and take me with it because it
hurt, it fucking hurt but it didn’t matter because it was so
fucking intense, so fucking good it spiked through me, and trapped
as I was between them, my body heaved anyway, light and pain and
pleasure and God, if it only happened once in this life, then it
was enough to remember it always, the sweat-slick intensity as
Kitt’s head pushed into my shoulder and her free hand pulled,
Samantha’s arm wrapped around me, fingers digging across my
collarbone as I buried my face against her chest, her heart
pounding into my ear, the straining, painful push of bone and
muscle of my arm trapped to my side now so I could press my fingers
into Samantha’s cunt, the bruising push of Kitt’s hip between my
legs, driving, always driving their combined thrust while I loved
her, deep and hard.

“God yesss…” Kitt hissed against my throat as she
shifted on me, her pussy pulling and gliding and loving me. When
she bit at the bone in my shoulder, the sensation sent a chill
through me, and I heard Samantha’s breath catch as she surged
against me.

My body relaxed, totally relaxed, and I felt their
combined push become something deep and discrete—Kitt steady and
deep, Samantha more of an urgent thrust in my cunt as she got ready
to come—I could feel it, in her body, in mine.

I twisted my head and kissed the skin above her
heart. “Come, love,” I begged her, “come deep.”

Her leg
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