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Introduction

My	name	is	Rebecca	Bernard,	I	was	bisexual,	I	am	an	Empath,	my	father	was
one,	as	well.	Maybe	that	was	the	reason	he	was	so	connected	with	me	and	why	I
was	 his	 favorite.	 (My	 siblings	would	 kill	me	 for	 that	 statement,	 but	 it	 is	 the
truth.)	I	knew	that	I	was	special	as	soon	as	I	started	walking	at	seven-months
old.	A	few	months	ago,	I	was	in	a	Polyamorous	relationship	with	a	narcissistic
couple.	Being	in	a	relationship	can	be	exciting	if	you’re	both	going	about	it	the
right	 way.	 However,	 if	 you	 are	 an	 Empath,	 and	 in	 a	 relationship	 with	 a
narcissistic	person,	you	are	in	for	a	hard	time.	It	was	one	of	the	most	grueling
parts	of	my	life.	It	left	me	with	emotional	scars,	but	later	helped	me	to	find	my
true	 self.	 I	 didn’t	 know	 I	 was	 an	 Empath	 until	 I	 hit	 rock	 bottom	 with	 the
narcissistic	couple.	It	was	an	exceedingly	painful	time	that	still	shakes	me	as	I
write	this.

Despite	 finding	 out	who	 I	was,	 a	 relationship	with	 a	 narcissistic	 person	does
more	damage	than	good.	Before	I	begin,	I	think	it’s	wise	to	define	the	concepts
of	‘Narcissist’	and	‘Empath.’	The	understanding	of	these	important	concepts	is
key	to	understanding	what	I’ve	been	through.

A	narcissistic	person	 is	 someone	who	has	 the	disorder	of	an	 inflated	 sense	of
self-importance.	Although	treatment	can	help,	it	can’t	be	cured.	A	narcissistic
person	 can	 be	 identified	 by	 their	 arrogant	 thoughts	 and	 behaviors.	 In	 the
majority	 of	 cases,	 these	 people	 have	 little-to-no	 empathy	 and	 find	 it	 hard	 to
consider	 other	 people,	 at	 all,	when	 they’re	 dealing	with	 issues.	 In	 fact,	 these
people	have	an	uncanny	desire	to	be	admired.	Sometimes,	people	refer	to	them
as	cocky,	manipulative,	 selfish,	patronizing,	and	demanding.	They	are	energy
vampires	who	get	off	on	causing	others	pain.

Empaths,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 have	 the	 capacity	 to	 clearly	 understand,	 and
internally	 experience,	 the	 same	 feelings	 as	 others.	 Empath	 are	 givers	 and
instinctive	detectives	for	finding	the	truth.	They	care	deeply,	are	always	there	if
you	need	them,	and	are	great	listeners.	They	take	on	other	people’s	problems
as	 their	own.	They	only	have	a	 few	close	 friends.	Doctors	often	mis-diagnose
Empaths	with	Autism.	Empaths	are	very	sensitive,	feel	invisible	to	others,	are
mostly	 introverts,	and	feel	ungrounded	with	no	real	place	 to	call	home.	They
are	 easily	 attack	 by	 emotional	 vampires.	 They	 hate	 being	 in	 crowded	 places



because	they	feel	drained	by	all	of	the	energies	around	them.	They	need	to	be
alone,	or	out	in	nature,	to	recharge.	They	see	right	through	hypocrisy	and	lies.
They	 are	 highly	 intuitive	 and	 it	 is	 important	 for	 them	 to	 listen	 to	 their	 gut
feelings.	Sometimes	they	will	overeat	to	cope	with	emotional	stress.	They	have
a	 hard	 time	 saying	 “no.”	 They	 commonly	 experience	 digestive	 disorders,
chronic	fatigue,	and	back	pain	(often	since	childhood).	They	are	creative,	very
smart,	and	they	bore	easily.

I	was	hesitant	about	 sharing	my	story.	 In	 fact,	 I	know	I’m	not	perfect,	but	 I
must	make	sure	that	the	next	girl	knows	what	she	is	getting	herself	into.

I	was	on	a	 flight	 to	California	when	I	received	a	 text	message	 from	Bethany,
my	narcissistic	ex-girlfriend,	and	knew	that	 I	had	 to	 tell	my	story	before	she
found	a	new	girlfriend.	Before	any	girl	said	“yes”	to	that	beautiful	couple	(her
and	David)	on	Plenty	of	Fish,	or	on	Tinder,	she	needs	to	read	this.



CHAPTER	1

Relationship	 scan	 be	messy.	 Life	 is	 hard.	When	 you	 love	 someone,	 you	 will	 do
anything	for	the	other	person	(and	that’s	precisely	the	reason	you	must	be	careful).
Love	 is	dangerous.	 I	was	 in	 a	messy,	 abusive	 relationship.	At	 that	 time,	 I	was	an
unaware	 that	 I	was	an	Empath.	Well,	 I	didn’t	know	until	 I	hit	 rock	bottom	with	a
narcissistic	couple.

Since	 I	 was	 a	 little	 girl,	 I	 have	 always	 been	 a	 giver,	 a	 pleaser,	 and	 a	 natural
healer.	When	 I	 first	met	David	and	Bethany,	 I	was	head	over	heels.	 I	 thought	 I’d
found	the	ones.	I	loved	them	so	deeply	and	always	wanted	to	make	them	happy.	I
hated	seeing	them	hurt,	I	did	whatever	it	took	to	make	them	feel	good.	They	wanted
the	relationship	too,	all	right,	but	what	they	really	wanted	was	for	me	to	invest	my
love,	my	time,	my	energy,	and	to	be	in	their	complete	control.

She	was	the	second	female	I	had	ever	been	with.	I	am	strong.	I	suffered	a	lot.
Until	today,	I	still	don’t	know	how	the	hell	I	survived.

It	 all	 started	 when	 I	 moved	 to	 New	 York	 with	 no	 job	 (after	 getting	 my	 RN
License	in	Florida).	I	was	stayed	with	Charlotte,	a	childhood	friend,	paying	her	just
$200	a	month.	 I	 tell	you,	 I	am	one	blessed	 lucky	bastard.	 I	 thank	God	every	day,
moving	to	another	state	with	no	job,	still	able	 to	pay	rent,	afford	food	that	I	 love,
still	 able	 to	 shop	 for	 clothes,	 shoes,	 get	 my	 lashes	 done.	 (I	 even	 got	 a	 massage
once.)	I	have	always	loved	helping	others,	especially	those	less	fortunate.	I	believe
that	when	 you	 do	 good	 deeds,	 you	will	 always	 have	 good	 karma.	 There	 is	more
happiness	in	giving	than	receiving.

But	then,	boredom	set	in.	At	first,	all	I	needed	was	a	girl	or	two	to	play	with.	I
was	sure	the	boredom	would	lift	immediately	after	I	started	chatting,	so	I	logged	on
to	POF,	a	dating	site	that	seemed	to	have	all	of	the	options	I	was	looking	for.

Being	a	bisexual	made	 it	 easier.	Sometimes	 I	wanted	 to	 feel	 in	charge	and,	at
other	 times,	 I	 just	wanted	 to	 be	 submissive.	At	 other	 times,	 I	 only	wanted	 to	 be
blown	away	and	that	was	what	happened	with	my	Polyamorous	relationship,	when
a	message	popped	up:

“Hi,	cutie.”
I	 was	 going	 to	 ignore	 it	 and,	 if	 I	 had,	 maybe	 I	 wouldn’t	 have	 been	 the	 one

recounting	what	happened	between	us	 that	 day.	This	might	not	have	happened	 to
someone	who	wouldn’t	have	the	desire	to	save	another	girl.

When	I	saw	the	message	dangling	there,	like	a	monkey	from	a	tree,	I	jumped	at
it.	In	order	to	not	waste	my	time	with	a	girl	I	wouldn’t	want	to	spend	the	rest	of	the



year	with,	 I	clicked	on	her	profile	picture.	And	 there	 she	was.	Staring	at	me.	Her
skin	made	my	heart	skip	a	beat.	I	was	really	intrigued	and	wanted	to	continue	the
conversation.

To	 make	 matters	 worse,	 she	 was	 good	 with	 words.	 Everything	 she	 wrote
aroused	me	and	made	me	want	to	see	her.	I	wanted	to	defy	time	and	suddenly	pop
up	beside	her	through	the	screen.	Her	eyes	and	skin	were	the	only	things	I	needed	to
touch	and	kiss.	They	seemed	perfect	and	probably	would	have	been	if	nothing	had
gone	wrong	between	us.

I	wanted	to	know	all	about	her.	Everything	in	my	body	lusted	her.	Within	a	few
seconds,	I	had	browsed	through	most	of	her	information.	Her	details	were	exciting
and	piqued	my	interest.	It	felt	like	paradise.	(Well,	until	I	saw	that	she	had	a	man	in
her	life.)	A	man?	That	was	a	no-no	for	me.	If	I	were	to	talk	to	a	man,	he’d	have	to
be	single	man.	(The	same	went	for	a	woman:	She	had	to	be	single.)	But	a	woman
engaged	to	someone	else	didn’t	sound	good	for	me.

Saddened,	I	refused	to	reply	to	her	messages.	She	was,	however,	adamant.	She
didn’t	stop	writing	to	me	and,	for	some	reason,	I	kept	crawling	out	of	bed	to	check
her	messages.

“I’ll	find	someone	else,”	I	muttered	as	I	refused	to	reply.	Even	though	I	didn’t
respond,	 I	 couldn’t	help	but	notice	 that	 she	mentioned	her	partner	was	 there	with
her	 and	 that	 he	was	determined	 to	 talk	 to	me.	They	both	wanted	 a	 video	 call	 (or
some	other	means	of	communicating	with	them	outside	of	the	normal	chat	options).

Surfing	 the	 site,	 I	 couldn’t	 find	 anyone	 else	 who	 caught	 my	 fancy.	 They	 all
looked	 the	 same,	making	me	 tired.	Maybe	 if	 I	 haven’t	 seen	Bethany’s	messages,
maybe	 I	 would	 have	 seen	 someone	 that	 would	 have	 caught	 my	 fancy.	 It	 was
depressing.	It	was	like	that	feeling	you	get	when	you	go	to	the	market	looking	for
something	 specific,	 but	 can’t	 find	 anything	 that	 looks	 remotely	 like	 the	 first	 one
you’d	gotten.

“You	 looked	as	 if	 you’ve	 seen	 a	ghost,”	Charlotte	 said	 as	 she	dropped	beside
me.	I	looked	up	and	smiled.	I	didn’t	know	when	she	came	in	or	how	long	she	had
been	staring	at	me	in	my	dilemma.

“Everyone	seems	strangely	repulsive,”	I	grumbled	and	scoffed.
“‘Everyone’…	As	in?”
“Oh!	I’m	on	this	dating	site.	I’m	just	bored	here,”	I	lamented.
“I’m	here	with	you,”	Charlotte	said.
“You	are	‘here	with	me?’”	I	said	and	sat	up.	“You’re	here	with	me?”
“Of	course!”
“Does	that	mean	you’re	available	to	go	out?”
“You…	 I…”	 Charlotte	 stuttered.	 “But	 I	 would	 be	 soon.	 C’mon,	 don’t	 be	 a

prude.	It’s	just	for	a	few	hours.”
I	nodded.	There	was	no	way	she	would	stay	at	home	(or	go	out)	with	me.	Don’t



get	me	wrong!	I	love	being	alone	but,	at	times,	I	want	some	human	contact.	I	was
all	 by	 myself	 and	 would	 remain	 like	 this	 until	 God	 knows	 when.	 So,	 there	 was
nothing	else	to	do	except	read	the	messages	popping	up	from	Bethany.	They	were
intriguing.	Then	they	stopped.	I	felt	bad.	(May	be	I	shouldn’t	have.)	I	wouldn’t	have
been	open	to	the	next	messages	that	came	in.	Being	an	Empath	had	led	to	me	to	see
the	messages	as	the	change	I	never	could	have	imagined.

The	 beeping	 tone	 sounded	 again	 and	 the	 corresponding	 adrenaline	 rush	 took
over	my	fingers	before	I	had	time	to	logically	analyze	my	reaction.	I	felt	like	a	rat
that	knew	it	would	be	given	a	crumb	of	bread	if	it	ran	faster	on	its	wheel.

She	told	me	how	she	and	her	fiancé,	David,	were	really	awed	by	my	body.	That
was	a	normal	compliment	that	I	had	received	from	various	people	before,	but	why	it
sounded	 so	 good	 coming	 from	her	made	me	wonder	 if	 anything	was	wrong.	But
nothing	was	wrong.	 I	was	 soon	engrossed	 in	 replying	back	 to	her	 and	 telling	her
how	I	was	really	delighted	to	chat	with	her.

Soon,	she	allowed	me	to	talk	to	her	fiancé.	It	felt	casual.	I	was	bored	and	would
do	anything	to	keep	someone	on	with	me	in	the	hopes	of	meeting	someone	better.

As	days	went	by,	nobody	new	interested	me,	and	I	soon	found	myself	taking	a
turn	to	talk	to	the	couples.	They	were	lovely	and	would	talk	to	me	most	of	the	day.	I
felt	drawn	to	both	and	soon	felt	I	was	cheating	when	I	was	talking	to	only	one	of
them.

I	can’t	keep	doing	 this,	 I	 told	myself	 one	day	 as	 I	 stared	 into	 the	mirror	 after
taking	a	bath.

So,	I	sent	a	message	to	them,	saying	how	happy	I	was	to	be	talking	to	them,	but
I	needed	to	stay	clear	of	them	because	it	was	a	useless	venture.

“Useless	venture”	came	the	reply	from	Bethany.	“We	want	you	to	come	over	to
make	out	with	us.”

The	moment	I	saw	the	 invitation,	 I	assumed	that	 it	was	one	of	 the	pranks	 that
she	 loved	playing.	So,	 I	 sent	an	emoji	 to	show	her	 I	was	 laughing,	but	she	sent	a
message	with	a	flirty	emoji	 to	show	that	she	was	serious.	Seeing	 it	 raced	nervous
electricity	up-and-down	my	spine.	I	was	excited	to	see	events	unfold,	but	I	couldn’t
take	it.	I’d	never	had	sex	with	a	couple	before.	I	felt	ludicrous.	There	was	no	way	I
was	going	to	try	that	with	them.

I	 felt	 like	 they	 needed	 help	 and	 that	 I	 could	 heal	 their	 soul.	 I	 had	 heard	 of
relationships	 that	 weren’t	 working,	 but	 that	 were	 quickly	 brought	 to	 life	 by	 the
introduction	 of	 a	 third	 party.	 I,	 somehow,	 managed	 to	 shift	 the	 conversation	 to
something	else,	but	they	were	adamant.	And	then	I	saw	this:

“We	would	love	you	to	come	chill	with	us,	and	would	really	want	to	make	out
with	you,	otherwise	we	will	have	to	stop	chatting	with	you	because	you	are	wasting
our	time.”

At	 that	 point,	 I	 became	 a	 vampire	 that	 had	 seen	 the	 night	 again.	 My	 mind



scampered	for	ways	to	avoid	pushing	them	away,	but	it	went	dead	blank.	I	looked
for	every	way	that	I	could	make	them	stay.

The	 house	 was	 dead	 boring.	 I’d	 made	 a	 mistake	 on	 my	 RN	 application	 by
selecting	a	preference	for	New	York,	but	I	was	still	not	working,	and	was	almost	out
of	great	TV	 to	watch.	Without	 their	 regular	chats,	 I	was	at	 risk	of	 sinking	deeply
into	myself	(to	the	point	of	not	even	going	out).	I	realized	that	I	was	indebted	and
attached	to	them.

“Alright,	I	will	see	you.	Just	this	once.”
I	 sent	 the	message.	 That	 was	 the	 best	 I	 could	 do.	 I	 had	 to	 follow	 their	 lead.

Ultimately,	it	was	a	disastrous	decision.	I	wouldn’t	call	it	a	“mistake,”	necessarily,
because	they	helped	me	to	grow	and	to	find	my	true	self,	and	I	had	fun	texting	them
in	the	middle	of	the	night.	They	entertained	me.

I	was	 so	 nervous.	 I	 chose	my	 clothes	 carefully	 because	 I	 didn’t	want	 to	 give
them	 any	 ideas.	 I	 told	myself	 to	 put	 on	 a	 pair	 of	 jeans	 and	 a	 sweater.	 I	weighed
135lbs,	my	 stomach	was	 flat,	 I	 was	 in	 shape.	 I	 have	 big	 breasts.	 I	 am	 gorgeous
(yeah,	that’s	right,	you	heard	me!	I	am	very	attractive),	I	am	beautiful,	and	I	have	a
killer	 smile.	 I	knew	I	 shouldn’t	meet	 them.	 I	knew	 it	was	a	mistake,	but	 I	was	at
lost.	 I	 sensed	 they	were	 broken	 and	 I	was	 right.	 (Boy,	was	 I	 right!)	 Sometimes	 I
think	I	should	have	listened	to	my	intuition,	but	I	didn’t.	I	was	unaware	that	I	was
an	Empath.	When	I	was	a	kid,	I	didn’t	like	being	put	on	the	spot	(even	when	I	knew
the	answer	to	the	question	been	asked).	I	wouldn’t	say	it	out	loud,	but	would	say	it
in	my	head.	My	father	knew	I	was	doing	that	and,	one	day,	he	told	me	to	stop.	Now,
I	have	a	 feeling	my	 father	knew	I	 took	on	another	people’s	energy.	What	could	 I
say?	I	 am	my	own	 enemy?	 I	 didn’t	want	 to	 listen	 to	my	 intuition	 at	 the	 time	 and
have	suffered	a	great	deal	for	it.

The	day	that	I	met	Bethany	and	David,	I	had	an	instant	connection	with	them.
We	had	planned	to	meet	at	night	and	they	gave	me	directions,	so	I	took	an	Uber.	At
that	point,	everything	in	me	was	screaming	don’t	go!	But	my	desire	to	get	closer	to
someone	overshadowed	my	intuition.

They	were	waiting	 for	me	outside	 their	 building.	They	were	dressed	 raggedy,
like	we	weren’t	in	the	first	phase	of	dating.	I	was	surprised.	Despite	the	little	ray	of
light	 that	 shone	 on	 him,	 I	 still	 saw	 how	 faded	David’s	 jeans	were.	His	 shirt	was
unbuttoned	down	to	the	third	one.	I	should	have	sensed	something	was	wrong,	but	it
was	already	there.

It	was	something	 I’d	sensed	since	meeting	 them,	but	 I	 thought	 I	could	help.	 I
believed	there	was	a	way	that	they	could	be	saved.	I	was	sure	something	was	wrong
with	their	relationship	and	that	the	only	thing	I	needed	to	do	was	to	show	them	love.

Since	I	wasn’t	there	to	be	coerced	into	sex	or	anything,	I	wasn’t	prepared	for	the
kind	of	reception	that	I	got.

“Bethany?”	I	asked.	If	I	had	been	enthralled	by	her	picture	and	expected	it	to	be



better,	I	was	wrong.	It	was	as	if	I	had	never	seen	her	before.	Everything	about	her
seemed	to	glow.	Even	her	smile	drew	me	to	her.	She	must	have	noticed	because,	as
soon	as	I	mentioned	her	name,	she	rushed	down	to	meet	me.

She	 led	 the	 way	 to	 their	 apartment.	 David	 was	 handsome	 and	 looked
exceptionally	 happy	 to	 see	me.	When	we	 got	 to	 the	 sitting	 room,	 it	was	 really	 a
tempting	time.	All	I	wanted	with	them	was	to	really	understand	what	was	happening
in	their	minds	at	that	time	and	nothing	else.

“It’s	nice	to	meet	you,”	David	said,	as	Bethany	tried	to	uncork	a	bottle	of	wine.	I
could	see	one	more	on	the	table,	which	indicated	that	they	were	collectors.

“So,	have	you	considered	what	we	discussed?”	Bethany	said	after	glancing	at
David.	 (He	 seemed	 to	 have	 prompted	 her	 to	 ask	 the	 question.)	 Well,	 whoever
initiated	the	idea	that	night	was	wrong.

I	couldn’t	look	at	their	faces.	The	world	seemed	to	spin	round-and-round.	They
looked	broken	and	desperate.	 I	needed	to	find	a	way	to	heal	 them	before	I	 finally
backed	out	of	 it.	Moreover,	 I	was	 intrigued	by	 them.	So,	 if	 it	was	 just	pretend	 to
think	about	it,	I	would.

“You	have	to	understand	that…	It’s	not.	I’ve	never	tried...,”	I	muttered	as	they
sat	down	next	to	me.	I	wanted	to	stare	at	Bethany’s	skin	for	a	long	time,	but	I	kept
looking	away	from	its	flawlessness.	I	wanted	to	touch	her,	kiss	it,	munch,	and	caress
it.	 I	 just	wanted	to	catch	a	whiff	of	 it.	She	seemed	to	notice	the	way	I	evaded	her
eyes	and	stared	at	the	floor,	instead.

“You’re…	This	is	your	first	time	meeting	someone	from	online	dating?”	David
asked	as	he	sat	back,	looking	more	relaxed.	His	demeanor	made	me	wish	he	could
be	slouchy,	so	that	I	would	stop	having	the	desire	to	sit	on	him	and	rock	him	‘til	he
cried	for	mercy.

“Yes,	you	guys	are	my	first,”	I	replied,	fiddling	with	the	edge	of	my	sweater.
“Then	you	are	in	the	right	place	to	learn”	she	said.
I	got	the	boldness	to	look	up,	“I	don’t	want	to	learn	how	to	have	a	threesome,	it

seems….	I	was	at	a	loss	for	words	and	opened	my	mouth	to	speak	as	I	racked	my
brain	for	the	right	word.

“Abnormal…”
“Yes.	‘Abnormal,’	but	the	word	I	was	looking	for	was	actually	‘weird,’	I	said	as

I	 sipped	my	wine.	 It	 sent	 a	 feeling	down	my	 spine	 that	 I	 had	never	 felt	 before.	 I
lifted	the	glass	to	look	at	the	wine.

“‘Weird’	is	good,”	David	said.
“It’s	exciting,”	Bethany	said.	“It’s	the	real	deal.”
“No	one	is	totally	happy	in	their	boring	lives	and	that’s	what	brought	you	to	us

in	the	first	place.	You	need	something,	and	someone,	weird	and	you	found	us.	We’re
the	weirdness	you	need,”	David	explained.	Time	must	have	collapsed	because	 the
only	thing	I	could	hear	was	his	voice.	No	other	words	could	have	sounded	better.



“He’s	right!	We’re	the	good	weirdness	you	need	in	your	life.”
The	discussion	was	soon	going	in	the	direction	of	the	way	the	couple	loved	to

have	sex	and	how	I	would	fit	into	part	of	this	plan.	It	was	enticing,	but	I	guessed	my
shyness	stayed	their	hands.	After	what	seemed	like	an	eternity,	I	left.	The	meeting
was	short,	but	had	an	impact	on	me	because	soon	I	was	sure	I	needed	to	play	a	part
in	ensuring	that	the	family	wasn’t	as	broken	as	before.

When	I	got	home,	the	only	thing	I	could	do	was	think	about	Bethany’s	beauty
and	David’s	calmness.	These	characteristics	were	so	 imprinted	on	my	mind	 that	 I
couldn’t	ward	it	off.	Like	a	buzzing	bee,	it	kept	humming	in	my	brain	until	I	sent
them	another	message	through	POF.	They	told	me	how	much	this	message	had	felt
like	heaven	to	them	and	that	they	wanted	me	to	come	over	another	time.

This	should	have	been	the	time	to	listen	to	my	intuition,	but	what	could	intuition
do	when	it	was	presented	with	such	an	enticing	offer?	I	couldn’t	help	but	imagine
how	life	with	them	would	end.	They	seemed	to	have	been	the	reality	I	had	always
dreamt	about.

They	made	me	feel	love	at	first	sight.	I	was	over	the	moon.	I	felt	we	could	grow
old	together.	I	felt	an	obligation	to	them,	to	protect	them.	I	felt	responsible	for	their
happiness.	I	cared	for	them.	I	was	in	love	with	them.

The	 next	 time,	 like	 the	 first	 time,	 I	was	 asked	 to	 take	 an	Uber	with	my	 own
money	 (even	 though	 I	wasn’t	working).	While	 I	was	 in	 the	 car,	 I	wondered	 how
ready	 I	 was	 to	 delve	 deep	 into	 the	 relationship	 that	 they	 were	 offering.	 Well,
whatever	 my	 conclusion	 was,	 the	 questions	 ended	 the	 moment	 I	 got	 to	 their
apartment.	It	was	as	deserted	as	before.

“Oh!	It’s	so	nice	to	have	you	here	again,”	Bethany	said	and	touched	my	cheek,
but	she	didn’t	remove	her	hand.	Instead,	it	stayed	there	and	she	kissed	me.	I	wasn’t
expecting	 that	 and	 it	 rattled	me.	Although	 I	 suspected	 something	might	happen,	 I
never	expected	it	to	be	so	soon.

David	seemed	to	be	the	quieter	of	the	two.	She	was	soon	up	and	running,	trying
to	impress	me.	And	truly,	I	was	impressed.

“Have	ever	imagined	how	it	would	be?”	David	asked,	sitting	to	my	right.
Bethany	hopped	on	to	the	other	side	of	me	and	moved	rather	close.	It	was	one

thing	to	be	close	to	a	woman,	it	was	another	to	be	close	to	a	woman	you	had	a	crush
on.	I	felt	myself	blushing	as	she	moved	nearer.	I	was	drawn	in	by	her	perfume	and
longed	for	her	touch.	I	wanted	to	see	the	end	of	her.	I	wanted	her	to	sit	on	my	face.

I	guess	they	saw	this	on	my	face	because	our	next	bit	of	conversation	involved
Bethany	stroking	my	thigh.	Even	through	my	jeans,	I	couldn’t	evade	her	attentions.
It	 felt	 heavenly.	 I	 wriggled	 under	 her	 touch.	 David,	 however,	 wasn’t	 one	 to	 be
pushed	aside.	In	a	few	moments,	his	hands	were	caressing	my	boobs.	I	was	deeply
submerged	in	the	beauty	of	their	loveliness.	I	couldn’t	explain	what	was	happening
to	me.



“We	should	hold	on	a	bit,”	I	said.
“Shh…Enjoy	 the	 moment,”	 David	 said	 into	 my	 ear	 as	 his	 lips	 brushed	 my

earlobes.	I	gasped.
Bethany’s	hands	moved	up	my	body	and	were	soon	pulling	my	 top	above	my

belly.	 I	wasn’t	 sure	what	made	me	gasp	 louder	 and	 finally	 succumbed.	 I	 couldn’t
tell	 if	 it	was	 the	way	Bethany’s	 finger	 dipped	 into	my	navel	 that	made	me	moan
loudly,	or	if	it	was	the	way	David	bit	my	earlobes,	but	I	knew	I	did.	The	moaning
and	 the	groaning	 felt	 good.	Their	 touches	made	me	cringe	 and	made	me,	 sort	 of,
pull	them	nearer	to	me.

I	was	so	sure	that	I	couldn’t	escape	this	forever.	I	knew	some	crazy	strokes	that
would	make	anyone	wild,	but	 I	wasn’t	 ready	 to	unleash	 them	because	part	of	me
wanted	them	to	stop.	I	should	have	listened	to	that	part	of	me.	It’s	like	when	you’re
meant	 to	work	 out	 before	 dawn	 and	you	know	you	need	 it,	 but	 your	 body	won’t
allow	you	to	get	out	of	bed.	Or	those	burgers	you	eat	when	you	know	the	calories
aren’t	good	for	your	health,	but	you	go	ahead	and	eat	the	many	way.

That	was	the	situation.
“You’re	a	hot	bitch,”	Bethany	said	and	climbed	the	chair	with	her	ass	jutting	out

in	such	a	way	that	I	had	no	other	option	but	to	grab	it.	And	truth	be	told,	it	wasn’t
much,	but	 it	 called	 to	me.	 I	didn’t	hesitate.	Bethany	 fiddled	with	my	navel,	using
her	tongue	this	time.	I	gasped.	It	was	fun.	It	was	hot.	I	wanted	more	and	I	grabbed
the	more.

“Let’s	get	inside,”	Bethany	said.
It	sounded	like	a	good	idea.	If	I	didn’t	have	the	intention	of	staying	with	them

last	 time,	 I	 did	 this	 time.	 I	 was	 so	 enthralled	 at	 the	 thought	 of	 what	 I	 would	 be
enjoying.	I	allowed	David	to	lead	the	way	while	Bethany	followed	us	with	the	three
glasses	and	a	bottle	of	wine.	I	knew	it	was	going	to	be	fun,	though.

They	 had	 a	 queen-sized	 bed.	 The	 sheets	were	 an	 unappealing	 brown.	 I	 don’t
really	like	brown,	it	is	kind	of	depressing.	But	what	could	I	do?	I	was	torn	between
my	desire	and	my	values.	And	I	went	with	desires.

Bethany	placed	a	firm	hand	on	my	shoulder	and	I	must	have	shuddered	because
her	hand	remained	there.	David,	who	appeared	to	be	 the	calm	one,	began	to	yank
his	clothes	off	as	if	he	was	on	fire.

“We	are	so	happy	you’re	here,”	David	grumbled.
Of	course,	you	are,	fuckers.	Look	at	your	living	area,	I	thought.	As	soon	as	we

landed	on	the	bed,	we	started	 touching	each	other,	kissing	and	caressing.	Bethany
wasn’t	 a	 good	 kisser,	 but	 David	 was.	 She	 would	 give	 it	 all	 in	 the	 kiss,	 after	 I
finished	eating	her	out.	I	was	sort	of	the	middleman.	I	tried	to	balance	everything	as
we	kept	at	it.

I	gently	laid	Bethany	down	as	I	feathered	my	fingers	across	her	gorgeous	body.
David	was	squeezing	my	boobs	and	touching	me	in	the	wildest	way	ever.	I	wanted



his	 fingers	 in	my	 pussy.	 I	 guided	 his	 hand	 there	 and	moaned	while	 I	 kept	 gently
inserting	my	fingers	into	hers.	She	moaned	loudly	and	I	was	aroused.

My	mind	kept	moving	to	the	project:	I	was	supposed	to	make	them	both	enjoy
me	 and	 I	 felt	 a	 connection.	 So,	 I	 turned	 to	 David	 and	 grabbed	 his	 cock.	 He
murmured	something	and	I	was	up	for	it.	As	soon	I	put	it	into	my	mouth,	Bethany’s
body	 was	 resting	 on	 my	 back.	 Her	 fingers	 began	 to	 trace	 the	 lines	 between	 my
thighs.	The	feeling	made	me	grope	David’s	cock	more	as	I	blew	him.	It	was	a	crazy
feeling,	but	I	just	wanted	to	pour	my	desire	into	it	without	wasting	anyone’s	time.

Spittle	 landed	on	my	back	and	 I	 imagined	 the	 two	of	 them	kissing	across	my
back.	That	was	the	goal:	to	have	them	connected	and	I	achieved	that.	Then,	Bethany
and	 I	 took	 turns	 sucking	 his	 cock.	 He	 kept	 smacking	 our	 asses.	 Bethany	 kept
shaking	her	ass	in	such	an	aggressive	manner	that	I	couldn’t	help	seeing	out	of	the
corner	of	my	eye.	I	was	awed	by	her	energy.

When	we	were	tired	of	servicing	him,	we	took	turn	seating	Bethany	out.	David
kept	at	her	as	 if	he	had	been	deprived	of	such	experiences	for	a	 long	while.	 I	 felt
bad	for	him.	Who	knew?	Their	relationship	might	have	even	been	strained	because
of	this	until	they	owned	up	to	their	desire.

“Lay	back,”	David	ordered.
I	stared	into	his	eyes	as	Bethany	also	rose	from	her	sitting	position.	I	had	a	swell

time.	It	was	kind	of	too	early	to	know	what	the	request	would	be,	but	the	heat	in	the
room	and	the	sweat	on	our	bodies,	were	enough	to	make	me	ready	for	anything.	I
grabbed	 the	 bed	 sheet	 and	waited.	The	 experience	was	 too	much	 for	 one	 person.
Having	 Bethany	 touch	me	made	me	 crave	 her	 body	 even	more.	 I	 jumped	 at	 the
prospect	of	seeing	her	touch	me.	I	was	so	desperate	for	her	body.

“Enjoy	it,”	Bethany	said	and	pushed	me	back	to	the	bed	as	I	was	trying	to	rise	to
reciprocate	the	desire.	I	knew	it	was	something	I	wouldn’t	finish	enjoying	for	a	long
while.	David	spread	my	legs	and	I	was	sure	I	might	die	if	I	didn’t	hold	my	breath
because	he	ate	me	out	like	he	was	starving.	I	moaned.	Bethany	was	sitting	on	my
face.	She	was	screaming.	I	ate	her	out	like	it	was	my	last	meal.	She	moaned	so	loud,
I’m	sure	the	neighbors	heard	us.

They	were	 gasping	 after	 I	 grabbed	David’s	 head	 to	 stop	 him	 from	 doing	 just
what	I	wanted.	After	the	break,	we	had	our	first	threesome.

“Give	 it	 to	me	baby,”	Bethany	 shouted	as	David	began	 to	pound	her.	He	was
vicious	 and	 I	 would	 have	 seen	 the	 signs	 as	 something	 else,	 except	 that	 it	 was	 a
normal	thing	for	men	when	they	were	in	bed.	So,	I	didn’t	put	any	value	on	it.	After
a	while,	he	stopped	pounding	her	and	turned	on	me.

Bethany	was	panting	hard	and	 resting	on	 the	bed.	She	climbed	down	 to	get	 a
dildo.	She	began	to	lick	it	and,	then,	to	suck	it.	The	way	she	did	it	resonated	with	all
of	my	ideas	about	sex.	I	wanted	her	to	push	the	muscular	object	into	me.	I	waited,
but	she	didn’t.



Instead,	she	stood	there	and	made	me	hunger	for	it.	I	was	pining	for	her	and	she
knew	 it,	 but	 she	 wasn’t	 ready.	 David	 had	 inserted	 his	 cock	 between	 my	 huge
breasts.	I	held	them	together	as	he	groaned	and	kept	fucking	them.

As	I	was	concentrating	on	him,	she	inserted	it.	I	gave	a	prolonged	moan	as	it	felt
so	good.	The	painful	excitement	was	enough	to	hold	me	in	place	for	some	seconds.
I	lost	my	breath	in	those	moments.	I	was	stunned.	I	was	hopeful.	She	began	to	push
it	with	a	force	that	I	couldn’t	explain.	I	felt	like	holding	her	there	for	life.

But	I	didn’t	cum	at	first.	We	all	laid	back,	panting	and	tired.	I	was	sure	I	would
soon	give	in	to	my	desire	to	surrender	to	David	for	another	round.	Luckily	for	me,
he	 also	 had	 the	 same	 desire	 because,	 soon	 enough,	 his	 hand	 flew	 to	 one	 of	 my
breasts	 and	 began	 to	 stroke	 it.	 By	 this	 time,	 Bethany	 was	 wheezing	 from
exhaustion.	I	suspected	she	was	asleep,	so	I	tried	not	to	shout.

Shortly	thereafter,	we	were	all	asleep	naked.	David	decided	to	penetrate	me	in
the	 spoon	 position.	Oh,	boy!	 That	 is	my	 favorite	 position.	He	 started	 putting	 his
penis	inside	me	and	I	started	gasping	without	making	any	noise.	I	took	him	with	all
my	heart.	The	hunger	for	his	dick	at	that	point	was	enough.	He	groped	my	breast	so
hard	that	ecstasy	took	charge	through	me.	I	exhaled	loudly.

“You’re	perfect,”	he	whispered	into	my	ears.	The	word	spread	through	my	body
like	wildfire.	 I	 encouraged	 it.	My	hand	was	on	my	breast	 as	 he	kept	 thrusting.	 It
took	all	the	effort	in	the	world	for	me	not	to	scream.	I	couldn’t	resist	the	desire	any
longer.	I	embraced	it.	I	couldn’t	be	quiet	any	longer.

Bethany	was	roused	and	seemed	delighted	as	she	drew	nearer	to	kiss	me.	David
was	 loud	 now,	 too.	We	were	 both	 yelling	 this	 time,	 especially	 now	 that	 she	was
kissing	my	 neck.	My	 hands	 were	 frantically	 fingering	 her.	 The	 three	 of	 us	 were
loud.	We	came	so	hard	 that	 I	was	screaming	 inside	at	 the	 top	of	my	lungs.	David
and	I	came	together.	I	loved	every	minute	of	it.	That	was	exactly	what	I	needed.

“Wine?”	Bethany	asked,	as	she	served	us.	I	didn’t	wait	a	minute	after	drinking
from	 the	 glass	 before	 I	 fell	 asleep.	 (I	 slept	 like	 a	 baby	 that	 night.)	We	woke	 up
around	6:30	am	with	an	alarm	blaring	“Radioactive.”	I	couldn’t	complain	because	I
loved	that	song.

Bethany	 dropped	me	 at	 home	 on	 her	way	 to	work.	When	 I	 got	 there,	 I	went
straight	to	bed.	As	much	as	I	tried,	though,	I	couldn’t	sleep	much.	How	could	I	after
such	wild	experience?	Since	it	was	my	first,	I	couldn’t	take	my	mind	off	of	it.	The
images	repeated	themselves	in	my	mind	and	I	was	so	desirous	to	let	it	play	over	and
over.	This	wasn’t	something	one	got	the	chance	to	enjoy	as	before.	There	might	be
numerous	ones	later	but,	 for	now,	it	was	advisable	 to	enjoy	this	one	in	every	way
one	could.	The	thought	of	the	experience	kept	me	turning	in	my	bed.	Nothing	had
ever	been	as	exhilarating	as	what	I	had	just	experienced.	I	knew	for	sure	that	things
would	get	to	where	I	wanted	them	and	could	enjoy	even	more.

“Damn!	What	the	fuck	just	happened?”	I	muttered.



The	urge	to	tell	someone	suddenly	became	so	important	that	I	wanted	to	shout	it
from	the	rooftops.	Scanning	through	my	mind,	I	knew	the	only	person	I	could	talk
to	was	my	ex-best	friend,	who	is	now	with	my	ex-husband.	(Well,	that’s	a	story	for
another	day.)	She	was	the	only	one	who	could	understand	how	it	felt	to	be	bisexual
because	she	was	herself.	In	fact,	she	was	the	first	female	I	had	ever	been	with.

“Angela,	 it	was	a	swell	 time,”	I	exclaimed,	after	I	finished	narrating	what	had
happened.

“Go,	girl!	You’re	the	dream	thing,”	she	shouted,	and	I	could	feel	her	happiness
or,	maybe,	her	hypocrisy.	“How	was	it?”

“I’m	still	trying	to	wrap	my	head	around	the	experience.	To	hell	with	my	fear!
I’m	done	with	it.	From	now	on,	I	will	grab	them	with	both	hands.	I’m	not	celibate
anymore.	No,	I	chose	them.	I	choose	this	fucking	hot	couple.”

“You	 get	 them!	 I	 feel	 like	 you	want	 to	 have	more	 than	 this	 sex	with	 them,”
Angela	said.

“Of	course,	girl.	I’m	going	all	in.	My	teeth	are	lashed	to	them	and	I	will	give	in
to	the	fucking	hot	freaking	sex,”	I	told	her.

We	talked	on	for	a	while	before	I	finally	gave	in	to	sleep.	I	needed	to	rest	(and
that	 I	 did).	 Around	 11:11	 AM,	 I	 got	 a	 call	 from	 David.	 I	 wasn’t	 in	 the	 least
surprised.

“Last	night	was	‘wow’,”	David	said.	I	giggled.	“Great	pussy,	I	cum	so	hard.	You
won’t	understand…”

“What?”
“It’s	been	ages	since	I	had	such	an	experience.	I	have	never	felt	myself	offload

with	such	ecstasy.	It	was	a	desire	fulfilled.	I	felt…	Oh!	That	crispy	feeling…”
“Well,	I’ve	not	had	much	experience	in	my	life.”
“Like	hell,	you	haven’t.	You	acted	like	a	pro	last	night.	In	fact,	 it	 took	a	great

effort	to	keep	up	with	you.”
“Nah!	 I	 only	 allowed	myself	 to	 explore	 this	 new	 experience	without	 holding

back	a	bit.”
“It	took	Bethany	by	surprise,	too.	She	had	been	sending	me	messages	about	how

much	you	made	her	feel.	But	I’m	not	sure	it	can	be	compared	to	the	way	you	made
me	feel.	I	felt	like	a	man.	It	was	hot	and	good	and…”

I	giggled.
“I	want	to	spend	my	life	staring	at	your	great	body.	It’s	so	exciting	to	have	such

a	body	rock	one’s	mind,	see,	how	you	do	me	now.	I	can’t	stop	thinking	of	touching
you.”

“Oh,	David!	I	also	long	to	be	around	you	again.”
I	giggled	and	moaned	as	I	remembered	the	way	he	touched	my	boobs.
He	inhaled	loudly	and	held	the	breath	for	some	seconds	before	releasing	it.
“What	are	the	rules?	I	mean,	with	the	two	of	you.	Do	I	get	to	talk	to	both	of	you



at	once,	or	what?”
“To	hell	with	rules.	Oh,	I’m	one	freaking	rule	breaker!”
I	laughed.
“I	just	want	to	cum	on	your	face.	I	became	horny	as	soon	as	I	started	talking	to

you.	Any	chance	of	getting	another	opportunity?”
“Of	course,	you	can	get	that	chance,”	I	replied.
“Oh,	great	babe!	That’s	just	perfect.	When	can	I	see	you	then?”
“Since	 I’m	 in	 a	 new	 city,	 not	working,	 and	my	 friend	 is	 usually	 at	 school	 or

working,	I	have	a	lot	of	free	time	on	my	hands.”
“Rad!”	he	said.	“Tomorrow	would	be	perfect.”
“Tomorrow	it	 is.”	I	giggled.	 I	couldn’t	explain	why,	but	all	 I	knew	was	 that	 it

would	be	another	exciting	meeting	(and	I	was	sure	it	would	help	their	relationship).
If	 getting	 closer	 to	 me	 would	 help	 them,	 I	 would	 give	 them	 the	 chance.	 They
seemed	to	want	to	get	closer	to	one	another.	Although	I	didn’t	know	much	of	their
history,	I	was	certain	there	was	a	strain	that	hadn’t	been	resolved.	Like	it	does	in	a
movie	on	fast-forward,	I	felt	like	time	was	speeding	up.

The	knock	on	the	door	was	enough	to	tell	me	that	he	was	available.	Unlike	the
previous	times,	I	wore	something	that	hugged	me	more	and	accentuated	my	bust.	I
hurried	to	meet	him	at	the	door.	The	plan	was	to	go	for	a	walk.	However,	when	he
saw	me,	he	couldn’t	stop	staring.

“Wow…	 You’re…	 Damn!”	 He	 said	 and	 gave	 me	 a	 hug.	 The	 hug	 was	 so
prolonged	 that	 I	 could	 tell	 he	 was	 trying	 to	 give	 himself	 an	 orgasm	 from	 just
touching	me	right	there	in	the	street.	When	he	released	me,	his	face	seemed	a	little
flush.	We	took	a	walk	and	talked.	After	a	while,	he	whipped	out	his	phone	to	record
a	video.

“This	is	for	Bethany,”	he	said.
We	made	the	video	and	I	couldn’t	help	wondering	what	kind	of	man	he	was.	He

smelt	 of	 weed	 or	 something	 I	 couldn’t	 quite	 put	 my	 finger	 on.	 I	 was	 getting
attracted	to	this	man	and	his	fiancée.	The	little	time	in	his	car	on	the	drive	back	to
my	apartment	made	me	long	for	him	every	moment.	Was	I	being	irrational	(or	was
I	 truly	 falling	 in	 love	with	 this	couple)?	How	could	someone	control	 the	desire	 to
have	 a	 stronger	 relationship	with	 two	 people	 at	 the	 same	 time?	 I	 knew	 I	was	 in
serious	trouble.	Yet,	this	was	the	type	of	trouble	I	loved.	David	and	Bethany	were
ready	to	go	to	extremes	to	convince	me	that	our	love	was	unbreakable	and	eternal,
just	for	the	sake	of	achieving	their	own	goals.
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