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The harsh relentless screech
from my alarm startled me awake from my fitful slumber. I never
slept well on Sunday nights. Monday mornings always meant a load of
fresh paperwork, fresh reports, and fresh hell waiting for my
attention.

I sighed shutting off my
rude arouser and groped for my phone on my nightstand. Scrolling
through my social media, I noticed a new friend request. My hand
froze and hovered over the screen. I could not believe my eyes. It
had been over fifteen years since I had heard from her, could it
really be? Marie Porter-Smith smiled back at me from her happy
little thumbnail picture. It was definitely her. I would know that
smile anywhere.

Marie and I had been
friends since the first day of Kindergarten. She bounded up to me,
her little blonde pigtails bouncing with every step, and introduced
herself. Marie had always been gregarious, something I envied since
day one. She was outgoing, and I was reserved. Despite our yin-yang
characters, we melded well, tempering each other’s spirits. She
brought me out of my shell, and I grounded her. We were more like
sisters than friends, in fact; people confused us for sisters all
the time. Our blonde locks and blue eyes were identical, as were
our other physical attributes. We shared clothes, advice, and our
deepest secrets as we grew. I was even there when Marie lost her
virginity.

To say we were inseparable
was an understatement. The summer we graduated from high school we
both began dating boys from the neighboring town who were also best
friends. Being naive 18-year-old girls, we daydreamed about how
“perfect” it was that two sets of best friends were dating. We
fantasized about our double weddings, and of course, our double
sets of babies. We sat for hours planning our perfect little lives
under the watchful eyes of our favorite boy bands plastered all
over Marie’s bedroom walls. We had even gone so far as to make a
mock wedding scrapbook that contained all of our favorite wedding
ideas. The words, Marie and Kelsey’s
weddings were emblazoned on the cover in
pink glittery letters. At that tender age, we obviously were more
in love with the idea of love than we were with the boys. Shawn and
Brett were just a means to end at that point.

The night Marie had planned
to sleep with Brett for the first time nearly didn’t happen. I had
been dating Shawn slightly longer than she had Brett, and we had
already done the deed. She called me in a panic begging me to come
with her to the hotel. Marie was nervous to be with Brett and
wanted me there too. In hindsight, I probably should have told her
not to do it, but being young and stupid at the time, I didn’t.
What I did instead was to call Shawn and convinced him and Brett to
a double date. I figured we could all go out and have some fun; she
would loosen up, and be on her way with Brett alone.

The four of us went out to
dinner as the first stop on our double date. The chain restaurant
Brett chose overlooked the hotel he and Marie had planned to check
into for the night. Marie nervously picked at her food, glancing up
at the lights of the hotel between bites. I could tell she was
going to need a pep talk, so I stole her away to the ladies room
for a chat.

“Girl, you have to get it
together. It’s not that big of a deal.” I said, reapplying my
lipgloss in the dimly lit ladies room.

“Shut up Kelsey, it IS a
big deal. This has to go perfectly tonight. Promise me you won't
leave me.” Marie said, grabbing me by the wrist. Her eyes were as
big as saucers as she stared at me. Her fingers dug into my flesh
leaving me no other choice but to agree.

“Ok fine, just stop
freaking out. Don’t you think it's going to be weird all of us
going at it in the same room?” I added, removing her claws from my
wrist.

“No, it will be fine, the
lights will be out, no one will see anything,” Marie said,
nervously pacing back and forth on the bathroom tile. “Let’s just
go and get this over with,” She exclaimed, rushing out of the
bathroom. I followed behind her, starting to feel a little of my
own anxiety start to creep in. I would have to have sex
simultaneously with my best friend merely inches away from me in
the next bed. We had shared a lot over the years but seemed
crazy.

We left the restaurant and
crossed the parking lot toward the hotel. Marie grabbed my hand as
the boys checked into the room. I could feel her hand trembling in
mine which made me even more nervous. Just as I had turned to tell
her that maybe this is a bad idea, our dates were back with the
room key. Marie gave me a nervous smile, and we headed toward the
room.

Room 114 was dark and
still. The only sound in the room was coming from the quiet whirr
of the air conditioner. All four of us stood in the dark for a few
moments, not sure who was supposed to make the first move. Shawn
took me by the waist and led me toward one of the beds. My hand
released Marie’s and grasped a handful of Shawn’s shirt as we
tumbled onto the mattress in the darkness. He wasted no time making
good use of the bed. Shawn’s hands traveled up and down my body,
caressing and kneading as they went. He unbuttoned my top revealing
my lace covered breasts. His mouth nibbled at my taut peaks through
my bra, as I kept focus on my best friend. In the moonlight, I
could see that Brett had coaxed her onto the bed with him, and was
slowly kissing her. Shawn forcefully tugged at my bra snapping my
attention back to him. He finally got the hook free of the lace,
and my creamy orbs tumbled out to his waiting mouth.

Shawn sucked hard on my
nipple as he ground his budding erection into my thigh. I reached
down feeling his hardness which made him suck harder. I moaned from
the sensation, which made Shawn even more excited. I kept sneaking
peeks out the corner of my eye at my best friend, who seemed to be
getting the swing of things. In the near pitch black room, I could
make out their silhouettes which seemed to be naked. Shawn and I
had some catching up to do. I feverishly stripped away the rest of
my clothes and Shawn’s, making him more than happy. Poor Shawn had
no idea I was only spurred on by my attempt to keep pace with
Marie, and not by my desire.

Lying stark naked on the
cool hotel sheets, I waited impatiently for Shawn to put on his
condom. After a few minutes fumbling in the dark with the latex, he
lowered himself between my legs. I felt the familiar push of my
boyfriend’s shaft as I strained to hear the muffled cries from my
best friend. I lay stiff as a board as Shawn pumped away between my
thighs. Marie whimpered in the next bed as Brett entered her for
the first time. She had begged me to be her “wing woman”, but I was
helpless to save her from the inevitable pinch of her first
penetration. I debated whether or not I should say something, or
even toss Shawn off of me and put an end to the whole thing, but
the sounds emanating from the other bed began to change.

Marie’s pained cries
morphed into moans of pleasure. I smiled, thankful that my friend
was finally enjoying herself, and I turned my attention back to the
cock frantically pumping away at my walls. Grabbing Shawn’s ass
with both hands, I pulled him into me hard, filling me entirely
with one sharp thrust.

“Yeah baby, that’s it,” He
whispered in my ear, thrusting hard into my receptive cunt. I tuned
out the rhythmic squeaking of the bed next to us and focused all of
my energy on Shawn. I wrapped my legs around his bucking hips
holding him in a vice-like grip. His pelvis grazed mine rubbing me
in just the right spot. The friction against my clit ignited my
flames of desire. I rocked my hips in time with his, grinding out a
toe-curling orgasm. My body shuddered under Shawn’s as my climax
broke free. His cock thundered home once more before it released
its seed within me. Shawn and I held each other in the darkness
listening to the action coming to a head on the
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