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Homewrecker. That’s the word they
use for girls like me.

 


The home was already wrecked long before I made my
move though.

 


My best friend married Callum when she was halfway
through her freshman year of college, and, at least at first, it
really seemed like he had finally made her mend her cheating ways.
You see, Gina always seemed to get bored with relationships within
a few months. And when she got bored, she’d be off searching for a
new dick to climb on. She had left a trail of broken hearts through
high school and into college before meeting Callum.

 


Callum was the first one that lasted, and when you
got a look at him, it’s easy to see why. Tall and buff, with bright
blue eyes and sandy blond hair, he looked like an underwear model.
And if the moans I heard coming from their room were any
indication, his dick was pretty amazing too.

 


Callum wasn’t a student either. We both met him as
students, but Callum was a few years older. A bit of a loner, he
worked tending bar at a dive at the edge of town. Money never
seemed to concern him, and he certainly had more than a job
slinging cheap beer at a forgettable student bar could account
for.

 


At first, I'd thought that Gina was hooking up with
him for the free drinks, but she really seemed to care about him
and Callum was crazy about her.

 


Needless to say, I was pretty surprised when I came
to visit them during spring break in our senior year of college to
find her on her knees in her living room, sucking the cock of I guy
I'd never seen before.

 


“GINA!” I shrieked, dropping my
bags in shock. “What the fuck?!?! What about Callum?”

 


Yet another thing that made Callum so different than
all Gina’s other hookups. Instead of treating me like an annoyance
and a third wheel like the rest of them, Callum actually spent time
with me and talked to me like an equal and we had become great
friends.

 


Of course, that was something that pissed Gina off
to no end.

 


Gina lifted up her head, wiped her mouth and glared
at me. “What Callum doesn’t know won’t hurt him. You know I get
bored of the same old thing.”

 


Snorting in disgust, I grabbed my bags and headed up
to the guest room. I’d been planning to move in with them after
graduation, and I’d already walked into the most awkward situation
ever. I wondered if she would follow me upstairs and at least make
some attempt at explaining herself, but I didn’t expect it. A
moment later, I heard a loud, masculine groan from the living
room.

 


I shook my head. People really never do change.

 


Closing my bedroom door behind me, I dropped my bags
to the floor and sank down on my bed. I may have been young myself,
but I knew the difference between a good relationship and a bad
one. And every relationship that ever involved Gina was a bad
one.

 


Poor Callum. I sighed. I didn’t understand how
anyone could cheat on him. He was such an amazing person. And he
was so fucking hot!

 


I shivered, feeling the familiar tingle between my
legs when I thought about Callum. Seeing all my best friend's
fucked up attempts at relationships had made me want to run away
from any kind of intimacy which meant as a senior in college I was
still a virgin.

 


The truth was, I desperately wanted to have sex, but
the only person who seemed to get my panties wet was Callum.

 


Of course, if Gina was stepping out on him, this
might finally be my chance to make him mine!

 


Gina barged in, her clothes
disheveled and her mouth swollen. “I’m going over to John’s for the
weekend. Your precious Callum
is on some buying trip for the bar until Sunday
night, so if he calls just tell him I’m at the mall. He’ll believe
that.” She ruffled my hair for a moment and then she was gone,
leaving me alone in the house.

 


The moment I heard her car pull away, I was grabbing
my phone and firing off a text to Callum.

 


Any chance of you coming home tonight? Missed
you!

 


Only a few seconds passed before his reply popped
up.

 


Sure thing! Everything important is over and the
next three days are just an excuse to run up expense accounts. Be
home in a few hours!

 


I had to plan!

 


***

 


I might be a virgin, but I’m far from being naïve. I
know the mechanics of sex, but the idea of seducing anyone,
especially my best friend’s husband, seemed an impossible task.

 


Instead, I hopped in the shower, soaping up my tight
young body with strawberry scented body wash and shaving my pussy
bare. When I stepped out of the shower I couldn’t help staring at
how different I looked with my soft pink pussy lips on display. The
wetness already glistening on them had nothing to do with the
shower.

 


If I had my way, I wouldn’t be a virgin when I woke
up tomorrow.

 


I heard Callum’s voice calling out as the front door
opened, and I pulled on a skimpy white thong before sliding a white
slipdress up over my hips. My hard nipples poked through the filmy
fabric of the dress. I’d caught Callum checking out my perky little
tits in tops like this before, so I knew he’d like it. I slipped my
feet into a pair of flats and then ran downstairs.

 


“Freya!” Callum said, lifting me up and twirling me
around before setting me back onto my feet. I saw his eyes dip down
and stare at my nipples for a moment before meeting my eyes
again.

 


Callum looked so happy to see me that I almost hated
to tell him the ugly truth about his wife, but he deserved to know.
And if me telling the truth meant that I got to have him all to
myself? That just made it even better.

 


I took Callum’s hand and lead him to the couch,
sitting down next to him. My thigh brushed against his as I turned
to face him and I couldn’t help shivering.

 


“I have something I need to tell you, Callum,” I
said solemnly. “I wish I didn’t have to, but you don’t deserve to
be lied to. You mean too much to me as a friend.” Pausing, I took a
breath and blurted out. “I walked in on Gina blowing another guy
today.”

 


I expected Callum to blow up. To be angry and
disgusted at the slut he had married, but instead, he just looked
sad. He sank back against the couch, letting out a quiet chuckle.
"Well, I knew the kind of person she was when we got married." At
my surprised look, he added, "Freya, it’s so sweet of you to worry,
but things haven’t been right between the two of us for a long
time. I wish I could say I’m shocked that she’d do something like
that to me, but I’m not.” Callum sighed, rubbing his temples like
he had a headache. “I don’t know why she couldn’t just leave me
though. She knows I don’t believe in cheating.”

 


“I can think of a way to get back at her,” I said,
pressing a bit closer to Callum. “I can think of the perfect way to
get back at her.” I shifted so that I was kneeling on the couch
beside Callum, and the short skirt of my dress hiked up with the
movement, revealing my creamy thighs.

 


Callum’s eyes never left me. He stared as I parted
my thighs a bit more, making sure there was no doubt in my meaning
before I reached over and took his hand, bringing it underneath my
skirt. When his fingers brushed the edge of my thong Callum jerked
his hand back as if he’d been burned.

 


“We can’t,” he said, making no move to pull his hand
away from where it hovered an inch above my skin. “Two wrongs don’t
make a right.”

 


“But you want this,” I murmured, rocking my hips
forward enough so that Callum’s hand brushed my mound.

 


“Fuck,” he groaned, letting his fingers trace over
the seam of my pussy, “I can smell how wet you are already."

 


"You've always made me wet." My moans grew louder as
Callum pushed aside the crotch of my panties and pressed inside of
me. "Oh, Callum!"

 


“Freya,” he growled, sinking his finger into my wet
opening slowly. “You’re so tight!” When his finger hit my barrier
he froze, his eyes widening as they met mine. “Are you-”

 


“I’m a virgin,” I finished. “I know it’s silly, but
I never wanted anyone other than you.” Callum’s finger was slowly
sliding in and out of me, the thickness of it stretching me in the
most delicious ways.

 


I glanced down at the crotch of Callum’s pants and
saw the growing bulge there. I wanted to do everything with him. I
wanted to feel his cock in my mouth or even maybe my ass. I wanted
his tongue in my pussy.

 


But first, I wanted him to take care of this pesky
virginity.

 


I pulled my dress over my head in one quick motion,
leaving myself bare except for the tiny scrap of white lace between
my legs.

 


“Freya,” Callum groaned. “Freya, are you sure?”

 


“Yes, Callum,” I said, tightening my muscles around
his finger. “Think of how good my tight pussy will feel around your
cock.” Callum pushed a second finger inside me, and I didn’t even
notice the burn. I only felt the delicious stretch as he readied me
to take his cock.

 


Abruptly, Callum pulled his fingers out of my pussy
and yanked his shirt over his head, tossing it aside before
unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock.

 


It was the first one I’d seen anywhere except for a
computer screen, and it was huge. Easily eight or nine inches, it
curved up against his stomach, the head already shiny with
pre-come.

 


And it was about to go inside me.

 


Without giving Callum a chance to change his mind, I
stood up just long enough to push down my thong and kick it away
before I straddled his lap. I felt the head of his erection butting
up against the opening of my pussy and I slowly sank down.

 


I bit my lip as the head slipped inside. He felt so
huge already, and he was barely inside me. I was dripping wet, but
Callum’s cock was far bigger than his fingers. Determined, I sank
down, even more, taking him in deeper and deeper until he bottomed
out.

 


I bit back a wince as Callum’s girth tore through my
virginity, the sharp pain clearing my head. Fully seated on
Callum’s cock, I held still, letting my body adjust to the huge
organ spearing me. When the pain started to fade, I tentatively
lifted myself up before sliding back down.

 


“OH!” I moaned, shocked at the sparks of pleasure
that were already exploding in me.

 


Callum’s hands tightened on my hips, his strong arms
helping me into a rhythm of slowly rising and falling on his cock.
With every thrust, the pain faded even more into the background and
I forgot all about the soreness and the cheating and everything but
the fantastic sensation of his cock filling me and making me a
woman.

 


One of Callum’s hands left my hip to part the bare
folds of my pussy, seeking the aching button of my clit. Callum’s
touch there had me clenching around him, and he gasped as my pussy
squeezed him.

 


“Freya, I’m not going to last long. You’re just so
tight!” Callum growled, his finger rubbing my clit. “Fuck, I want
to feel you come on my dick!”

 


I moved faster, bouncing up and down on Callum’s
cock while his finger never paused on my clit. When my orgasm hit
me, every part of me tightened up and my pussy squeezed Callum even
tighter, clenching around him like a wet fist.

 


“ASHER!” I cried, feeling his fingers dig into my
hip as he his hips surged upward and I felt a flood of heat inside
me as he coated my bare pussy with his come.
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