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Here's my girlfriend, Ellen, who's 23, same age as me. We've known each other since we were kids, and I've always had a thing for her. After chasing her for years, I finally won her over, and let me tell you, it was worth the wait.

Ellen’s petite, about 5’3”, with a round, adorable face that screams cute rather than glamorous. Her figure is nicely balanced, with C-cup breasts that I’ve been secretly hoping might grow to a D. I’ve tried sneaking all sorts of “bust-enhancing” foods into her diet, but no luck—just a tiny bit of progress, if I’m being generous. Guess I’ll keep trying.

One of Ellen’s quirky talents is singing children’s songs. Her voice has this soft, almost childlike quality, like she’s barely a teenager herself. When she sings those innocent tunes, it’s like a kid belting them out, which is insanely cute and always makes me smile.

In public, Ellen’s the shy, quiet type—reserved and a little bashful. But when it’s just the two of us, especially in the bedroom, she lets loose. That sweet, childish voice of hers turns into something else entirely when she’s moaning, and it’s honestly one of the hottest things I’ve ever heard.

Now, I’ve got a bit of a confession. I’m kind of hooked on reading spicy online stories—stuff like wife-swapping, group play, or “sharing” girlfriends. I also stumbled across some amateur photos posted by like-minded folks, and I can’t get enough of those either. There’s something about the “selling your girlfriend” or “watching her with others” fantasies that drives me wild. After reading those stories, I’d grab Ellen, and we’d go at it like crazy, my mind replaying those scenarios. The more I thought about it, the hotter it got, and part of me started wondering what it’d be like to make it real.

Funny thing is, after we’re done, that post-nut clarity hits, and I’m like, “Nah, Ellen’s mine. No way I’m sharing her.” But as time went on, the temptation crept back, and I decided to dip my toes into the idea of “sharing” her, just to see how it felt. And let me tell you, it was a rush like nothing else.

It all happened at this chaotic party we went to. We’re not big on meeting new people at these things, but we love the vibe of a lively crowd, so we showed up to soak it in. The party was at a rented-out restaurant, packed to the brim with people—so crowded you could barely move. I was holding Ellen’s hand, chatting in a quieter corner, when I noticed she kept getting bumped into. Her chest was probably getting more “accidental” grazes than either of us realized, but it was a party—some contact’s normal, so I didn’t think much of it.

Then things got interesting. The crowd behind us started growing, and I noticed a group of guys hovering nearby, dancing but not really. Curious, I glanced over and followed their eyes. That’s when it hit me: Ellen had crouched down to talk to a kid, and her outfit was giving everyone a show. We were both dressed casually—Ellen in jeans and a sports tank top, nothing crazy. But those low-rise jeans? When she squatted, her top rode up, exposing her lower back and the top of her butt. She was wearing these pink mesh panties that didn’t leave much to the imagination, and from where those guys were standing, they were getting an eyeful.

I felt this weird mix of shock and excitement. Instead of pulling her up, I crouched down next to her, a bit behind, and joined her conversation with the kid. The guys behind us inched closer, some even half-squatting to get a better view. I could tell they were pretending to chat, but their eyes were locked on Ellen’s barely-covered backside. I didn’t stare directly, just caught glimpses from the corner of my eye, my heart racing.

Then, one guy got bold. I saw his hand slowly reach toward Ellen’s exposed lower back. He brushed it lightly and pulled back quick. Ellen flinched but didn’t stop talking, probably thinking it was an accident. When she didn’t react further, the guy got braver, letting his hand linger on her butt for a few seconds. Ellen tensed, maybe realizing something was off, but instead of pulling away, she glanced at me. I shot her a mischievous grin, my mind buzzing with a strange thrill.

That’s when things escalated. The guy slid his hand inside the back of her jeans, grazing her skin, and Ellen’s subtle squirming only seemed to egg him on. From my angle, I could tell his fingers were getting dangerously close to her most sensitive spots. Her face flushed, her body trembling slightly, and I knew he was probably brushing against her in ways that were driving her wild. My own excitement was undeniable—my jeans were getting tight.

Ellen’s words to the kid trailed off, like she was struggling to focus. Then I noticed two more hands—one on her butt, another on her back. My heart was pounding, and I was fully into it now. After a bit, I figured it was enough for a first time. I shifted, signaling I was about to stand, and the hands vanished instantly. I helped Ellen up, and we moved to some nearby chairs to catch our breath.

She was walking funny, and when she said she needed the bathroom, I smirked, knowing her panties were probably soaked. I followed her to the restroom, which was surprisingly empty. My mind was still buzzing, and with no one around, I got an idea. As she slipped into a stall, I pushed in behind her before she could close the door.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





