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Baby Got Black: A Cuckold Humiliation Story
Megan was way out of my league. 
Everyone said it; even my mom! I knew it was true, too. I wasn’t hideous or anything – not even ugly – just… average. Megan on the other hand was magazine cover beautiful. She had of course been pretty when we met back in high school, but in our junior year of college she was breath-taking. 
Her big emerald eyes were captivating and her wide smile contagious. Her dark hair flowed like silk over her alabaster, impossibly alluring skin and her body was unbelievable; slim and nubile from years of ballet lessons, with curves concaving her hips and ample, pert breasts. 
More than that, though, she was a great person; enthusiastic, outgoing, intelligent, fun and caring. She really was the whole package and I loved her more than anything in this world. When my dad told me seriously once, ‘son—you better keep a hold of that girl; she’s a keeper,’ I was already imagining us spending the rest of our lives together. 
People had often asked me how I got so lucky. The answer was just that. Luck. 
Megan transferred to my school when her family moved into town, mid way through the final year. She ended up sitting next to me in her first two classes and she asked me to show her around. We got to know each other and became close friends until one summer night we became more than friends. 
The rest, as they say, is history. 
As I considered all of this, looking across our tiny dinner table in our small apartment, I knew – as I had known – that she was the one. 
She caught me looking and smiled warmly. 
“What?” she asked, embarrassed. 
“Nothing,” I smiled back, “I love you.” 
“I love you too,” she said, with a twinkle in her eye. She drained the last of her wine and pushed her chair away from the table, standing a couple of feet away from me. “I got you something,” she said, coyly. 
“Meg!” I said, surprised. We had a rule, that was her idea, that we didn’t get gifts for anniversaries or valentines day. Instead, we always took the day for ourselves and watched movies, went for walks or bike rides, or whatever we felt like doing. 
“I know the rule,” she said, “but I think you’ll like it.” 
She slipped her shoulders out of her dress and allowed it to fall to the floor, revealing that underneath she was wearing new wine red lingerie, accentuating her effortlessly sexy figure and instantly hardening my cock. 
“But if you want it,” she purred, swinging her hips as she walked to the bedroom, “you’ll have to come and get it.” 
I didn’t need any encouragement, jumping from my seat and chasing her, giggling, into the bedroom. Megan leapt onto the bed and I went right after her, pulling my clothes off as our lips locked, kissing one another deeply. 
She broke our kiss as she helped me out of my jeans, stroking my engorged cock as I moved my lips down her body, kissing my way to her delectable sex and caressing her pussy with my tongue through the crotch-less panties. 
Meagan lay back and softly undulated her hips as she stroked my hair and I lapped at her pussy, kissing her clit and driving exploring her with my tongue until she was moaning and sighing in pleasure and slick with arousal. 
I moved back up to kiss her and her hand returned to my cock, stroking more rapidly now as I tried to line myself up to enter her. 
“Wait!” she whispered, “are you wearing a condom?” she reminded me. 
“Shit. Hang on,” I muttered, having forgotten. Sometimes I got too caught up in the moment, but Megan always remembered, which was lucky I guessed. 
“Here,” she said, fishing around in her bedside table and tearing a packet open then sliding the condom onto me and allowing me to penetrate her. 
As soon as I entered her, Megan pulled my hips to hers, backing against me and encouraging my thrusts and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold on for long. 
I slowed my pace, trying to delay my orgasm and extend our lovemaking, but Megan was just too much. She grabbed my ass and pushed herself up against me, riding my cock from beneath me until I shuddered and felt myself coming into the condom. 
“Wow,” I said, breathing heavily. 
“You came?” Megan said, more than a little disappointed. 
“Yeah,” I replied, “I’m sorry, babe; you’re just so hot and you feel amazing,” I started. 
Megan sat up and covered herself with the sheets, staring at the ceiling. 
“I can’t do this anymore,” she said quietly, “I just can’t.” 
“What do you mean?” I asked, panic stricken. 
“I mean I can’t just keep pretending that I’m satisfied,” she said with a crushing amount of conviction. 
“I know I finish a little quickly sometimes,” I said meekly, “but, I mean, there’s other stuff we can do,” I tried. 
“Every time,” she said sadly, “Adam, it’s every time. You always come within seconds— minutes if I’m lucky. Besides,” she said,” I don’t want to do other stuff. It’s good and all, but I want to be fucked like you mean it.” 
I was dumbfounded. Sure, I had suspected that she wasn’t always finished when I was, but if I tried to go down on her or use my hands, she would pull away. I just kind of guessed that she was done. Megan was my first lover and I was hers. I didn’t know any different. 
“Maybe we can use some of those desensitizing condoms,” I suggested, “they’re supposed to help you last longer.” 
“That  a desensitizing condom,” she laughed bitterly at the irony. 
“Oh,” I said dismayed, “but that doesn’t mean that there’s nothing else,” I said, desperately, “we can fix it. We can’t throw everything away over this.” 
“I don’t want to,” she said regretfully, “I love you so much. I wish that this wasn’t a big deal for me, but I want more,” she said, “I just… I just feel like I’m missing out,” she confessed, “like I’m in college! I should be having fun!” 
It was hard to hear and even harder to accept that the woman I loved wasn’t completely happy. What was worse was that she had obviously tried to spare my feelings and come up with a solution; but that hadn’t worked and now her only option – the only solution she could see – was to leave. 
She was just being honest. I couldn’t hold it against her, but I also couldn’t just stand by and watch her walk out of my life. 
“There has to be another way,” I said, more resolutely than I thought possible, given the circumstances. 
“I’m sorry, Adam,” Megan said, genuinely, “I just don’t think there is. I need… more.” 
We sat in silence for a moment. Both thinking and beginning the process of mourning the end of our relationship. The one I thought would last forever, with the most amazing girl I’d ever met. I couldn’t get my head around the prospect. There had to be some way to keep her. 
One thought occurred to me, but I buried it. ‘Not if there’s another way,’ I thought. It’s too much 
“What if we got you some new toys and used them more?” I suggested, “maybe that would help?” 
Megan shook her head. “It’s not the same,” she said, “I use my toys all the time and it’s just not enough. It’s not what I need; if anything it just makes me more frustrated!” She said. “Believe me, Adam—I’ve tried to think of another way. Why do you think I had those condoms to help you last longer?” 
“There has to be something else, though,” I pleaded, “we can’t just throw our life together away! Not if your only problem is with our sex life…” 
“It’s important, Adam!” she cut across me, “I’m 21 years old and I feel like my sex life is dead—no, worse than that, it was never alive!” she said, emphatically, “I’ve only had sex with you and, as much as I do love you, you’ve never satisfied me; I just can’t resign myself to that for the rest of my life!” 
It was clear that this was not a heat of the moment confession. My performance, or lack thereof, tonight had been the final drops into an overflowing pool of resentment that I had never known existed. I also knew that Megan wasn’t impulsive; she would never have said we needed to break up if she hadn’t already considered it at length. 
I had to convince her to stay. 
“I didn’t know,” I said, appropriately contrite, “of course I want you to be completely happy, but babe; I didn’t know! Now that I do, I can do something about it. At least I can try; I can go to the doctors, research, get therapy—something! Please,” I implored, “give me a chance to fix this.” 
Megan’s face softened. She closed her eyes for a moment and I couldn’t tell whether she was fighting back tears or cursing herself for considering staying. I’m not sure which would be worse. 
“Okay,” she said finally, “but I’m just now sure it can be fixed. I can’t go on like this forever,” she warned. 
“I don’t want you to,” I said, suddenly acutely aware and self-conscious of my nakedness. 
I shuffled off of the bed and went to the dresser to put on some shorts. I could feel Megan’s eyes on me as I covered myself, as though she were trying to think of something to say. In a way I was grateful for the silence. 
The silence meant that she wasn’t leaving; wasn’t changing her mind. It also meant she wasn’t confessing anything else; further humiliating me at my lack of ability to satisfy her sexually. She hadn’t meant to make me feel so small and so ashamed, at least I didn’t think so—but the fact remained that I wasn’t capable of meeting her needs, and I didn’t think I would ever forget that feeling. 


***
We didn’t talk about that night again over the next two days—in fact we didn’t really speak much at all, but that wasn’t unusual for the end of the week. We both had classes and she took a ballet class on Thursday nights when I was tending bar off campus. 
I tried to distance myself from that night as much I could in my mind, wanting dearly to erase it from my memory. But that wasn’t an option. If I didn’t face the issue as best I could, I risked losing Megan forever. 
So instead I read everything I could online, listing possible solutions to try and making an appointment with my doctor for the next week. There was no guarantee that it would be enough, but I was hopeful and eager to try. 
When Friday night arrived, I’d been so pre-occupied that I’d completely forgotten about the party we were supposed to be going to. 
Megan called me on her way from class to say she needed to run some errands, so she would meet me there. I was going to suggest that we skipped it, but she told me how much she was looking forward to blowing off some steam and the feeling of being a disappointment, holding her back came flooding back. 
I didn’t want to do anything to convince her that she couldn’t have fun with me. So instead I feigned enthusiasm and agreed. 
When I arrived at the party a little later than intended because of traffic, I pushed my way through the crowds of faces, some familiar and some not, until I found her in the corner of the living room talking with a guy a knew vaguely as being on the college football team, but whose name I couldn’t remember, not myself being a huge sports fan. 
She didn’t notice me at first, not until I was stood only a few inches from her. 
“Adam!” she exclaimed, surprised when she saw me, “you’re here,” recovering quickly from her shock to seem happy to see me. There was a good chance that I was paranoid, but I also thought she’d blushed. 
“Yeah,” I said, brushing it off, “sorry I’m late.” I gave her a hug and she presented her cheek for me to kiss. 
“Do you know Cole?” she asked, looking between me and her friend. 
“Sure,” I lied, pretending that I had any more than a peripheral idea of who he was, “you’re on the football team, right?” I said, holding out my hand. 
“You could say that,” Cole sneered, “all star quarterback, baby,” he said squeezing my hand tightly but smiling at Megan. 
Ignoring his bravado, I pretended to know exactly what he meant and therefore not need to ask any follow up questions. It was probably closer to the truth that I didn’t want to reveal my ignorance to him and have him scoff at me again. 
There was something about that way he smiled at Megan and the way she smiled back, a glimmer in her eyes that I didn’t recognize, that I didn’t appreciate. 
“I didn’t know you were friends,” I said to Megan. 
Megan shook her head, “we just met tonight,” she said, “Dom introduced us,” she looked around appearing momentarily confused, “I’m not sure where he is now,” she said, obviously having been oblivious to Dom leaving her alone with Cole. 
“I’m just sorry I haven’t seen you around before tonight,” Cole said to her, biting his lip and exaggerating looking her up and down luridly. Megan, to my disbelief, didn’t admonish him as expected. Instead she slapped his chest playfully, letting her fingers linger for a second longer than necessary. 
I’d never considered myself to be an angry man— certainly I was never a violent man. But in that moment, I wanted to shove Cole away from Megan and punch him to the ground. 
Of course, I couldn’t do that. Notwithstanding the fact that we were adults at a party, not kids in the playground; I wasn’t physically apt to the task. I’d probably have moved myself trying to push the giant of a man. 
Cole stood a full head taller than me, which made him at least a foot taller than Megan, which just served to make him appear to tower further. At the same time, his dark black muscles made her soft pale skin stand out by contrast. He had the look of a man that had a strict protein and nails diet, and if someone told me that he skipped classes to spend the day in the gym and the college allowed it because it took five guys to take him down on the field, I’d believe it. 
This was not a man to be getting into a fight with; no matter what the appertaining rage. 
Instead, I slipped my hand around Megan’s waist and pulled her closely to me, displaying my dominance more subtly. I felt pretty good about it, too. For all of three seconds. 
“Comin’ through,” another voice said behind me. We turned to see another mildly familiar black guy carrying three plastic cups. Megan pulled away from me and closer to Cole to allow the other man past. 
He passed a cup each to Megan and Cole and looked at me with suspicion. He wasn’t as monolithic as Cole, but could easily also be a football player. Maybe he was. I stared right back at him, asserting my right to be there. 
I was invited to this party and Megan was my girlfriend. I could care less whether these two jerks wanted me there or not. 
“This here’s my boy CJ,” Cole said, swinging his arm around Megan’s shoulders, “and this is Adam—Megan’s friend.” 
CJ nodded in my direction slightly but didn’t say anything. I felt like it was implicit that both of these man wanted to fuck Megan and to say that it was awkward would be a massive understatement. Maybe I was just imagining it, though. What I did know what that I needed a drink. Bad. 
“Babe,” I said to Megan, being sure to make it clear that we were together, “I’m gonna get a drink. Do you want one?” I asked, hoping she picked up on my hint to come with me. 
“I’m good,” she smiled back to me, holding up the drink that CJ had brought her. 
My plan had backfired. Even though I really did want a drink, I didn’t want to leave Megan alone with these assholes. But if I didn’t go for a drink now, they’d know that I was insecure and jealous. 
I reasoned that I was being foolish and there was nothing to worry about. Megan was a sociable person; it wasn’t a new thing for her to make friends with people she’d never met before. I was probably just reading too much into it. 
Armed with this statement, which I repeated to myself like a prayer, I went in search of booze. 
On the way to the kitchen I ran into a friend from class and we chatted for a few seconds before I apologized and said Megan was waiting for me to grab a drink, eager to get back to the circle of new friends that she was a part of now. 
‘You’re reading too much into it,’ I thought. 
I grabbed a beer and downed it in one, to the celebratory cheering of most of the kitchen, then cracked a second and headed back to Megan and the others. As I approached and the beer started to loosen my mind, I felt more comfortable. It really was nothing, I was just over-sensitive in the context of the other night’s discussion. 
Thinking about it, as much as it was it was obvious that Cole wanted to fuck Megan, he was actually friendly to me. He was a jerk about it, sure; but maybe that was just his confidence and ego shining through. It was reasonable to suppose that someone as outgoing as him and as easily likable as Megan could get along well after only a short time and there to be nothing more to it. 
This newfound relief lasted until I made it back to the living room and saw the two of them dancing together. Cole’s big hands firmly holding Megan’s hips as she faced away from him, grinding her ass against up against him as they danced. 
I faltered mid-step and almost stumbled when I saw it. Rage and jealousy coursed through me as I stormed over to them, not sure what exactly I was going to do. 
I grabbed Megan by the wrist and pulled her aside to talk, noticing CJ standing from where he had been leaning against the wall and watching me, as though he wasn’t sure whether I was going to throw a punch at Cole and he was ready to step in. I locked eyes with him for a second as Megan and I moved away. The threat was clear. 
“What the Hell, Megan?” I asked, testily when we were out of hearing range of Cole and CJ. 
“What?” she asked right back, seeming not to understand why I was upset. 
“You!” I said, as forcefully as I could without causing a scene, “grinding all over that fucking asshole!” 
Megan laughed, “come on, Adam,” she said, patronizingly, “we were dancing. That’s it! It’s a party. You need to relax.” 
“I am relaxed,” I lied, “I just didn’t expect to go for a drink and come back to see some other guy with his hands all over my girlfriend!” 
Again, she laughed; seeming to find the whole thing entirely amusing. “Oh my God,” she giggled, “you’re so cute. You’re jealous of Cole?” 
“Do I have to be jealous to not want to see you rubbing up against someone?” I asked. 
“Look, I was just having some fun,” she said, losing her patience, “I needed to let off some steam and you were late, so I made friends. What? You would have preferred I stood in the corner by myself telling people ‘sorry, I can’t talk to you until my boyfriend gets here’? This is what I’m talking about!” 
I didn’t know what to say. I tried to think whether I’d have been so mad if I’d seen her dancing with someone else before the other night, before I knew the love of my life wasn’t satisfied with me and thought she needed to break things off with me to enjoy her life. 
Dancing like that I felt pretty sure the answer would have been ‘yes’. But I couldn’t say for certain anymore. What did seem certain, though, was that if I pushed her any more, we’d be breaking up right here and now. 
“Okay,” I sighed, “look, I’m sorry I overreacted. It was just a shock is all,” I said, not sure whether I meant what I was saying, “I think I just need a couple of drinks and some air to clear my head. I’ve just been stressed out, I guess.” 
Megan held her hand against my cheek, trying to comfort me. She looked sympathetic. 
“Do you wanna leave so we can talk?” She said, seeming disappointed. 
“No,” I shook my head, “you should stay and have fun. I think I’ll go, though. I’m not really feeling it tonight. I’ll see you at home?” 
“Sure,” she said, “I won’t be out late. Text me?” 
“Absolutely,” I said, kissing her on the cheek and waving as I walked towards the door. 
I didn’t really want to leave her alone with those vultures, but I didn’t want to seem like I didn't trust her, or like I wanted to keep my eye on her and regulate her fun, either. Besides, she had never given me any reason to doubt her. 
‘Maybe she's right’ I thought as I rested against the wall on the porch outside, ‘maybe I do need to just need to chill out and not think so much. Maybe I'm just projecting.’ 
I bummed a smoke off a guy outside and called my dad to check in back home as I finished my beer. 
“Hey, boy,” he answered brightly, “your mom was just saying today that we haven't heard from you in a while. How's my money doing?” he joked. 
“Hey dad,” I laughed, “your investment’s fine— I've not dropped out and I'm studying hard. How's everyone doing?” 
“That's good. Make sure you keep it up—we want to retire in style,” he said, “everyone's fine here. I'm actually just on my way out to pick your mom up, so I don't have long. Everything okay?” 
“Yeah, I'm just calling to say ‘hi’ and see how everyone was doing,” I said. 
“Well, I'll be sure to let you know if anyone dies,” he chuckled, “how's Megan? It’s been a while since we’ve seen her” 
“Yeah, she’s good,” I said, a little embarrassed, “we actually had a fight the other day,” I said, not sure why. 
“I'm sorry to hear that, boy,” he said, “but listen, I may not have gone to college, but I've been around for a while and I can tell you this—everyone fights from time to time. Your mom’s usually right and it's normally not that important, but I don't always know that at the time. We can't always control what causes a fight, but we can control how we respond to it. She's a good girl; worth the effort. So, take my advice, think about what you can do to make it right and fix things. You’ll be glad you did,” he said, sagely, “besides, we want some grandkids before we’re too old to enjoy them—and you don't want them looking like you or me, son!” 
We both laughed and, strangely, I felt better. 
He told me he had to run and thanked me for calling. I promised I'd make the trip back home soon, and that I’d bring Megan with me. Then I finished my drink and decided to head back into the party to apologize to her, resolving that we would have a good night and spend the weekend reconnecting. 
I headed back through to the living room, but I couldn't see Megan anywhere amidst the sea of faces. I asked a couple of people we both knew if they'd seen her, but nobody had, so I kept looking, wondering if she had decided to leave and find me, but missed me in the relative dark outside. 
I headed upstairs to pee, but the line for the bathroom was long, so I hung back and called her cell. As it rang another guy from the football team I’d met before, Deacon, pushed me aside so he could get to the door I was standing in front of. 
As the door opened, I heard a cell phone ringing. 
Confused I tried to follow Deacon into the room but he stopped me with his hand, holding the door ajar. 
“Occupied, bro,” he smirked. 
Through the gap, I could see the dress Megan was wearing crumpled on the corner of a bed. 
My mind went blank. I didn't understand, but at the same time I knew that there was only one explanation. I didn't care how much bigger or stronger than me Deacon was, I was getting into that room. 
I shoved Deacon and shouldered my way inside. I heard the door slam in the same instant he threw me to the ground, kicking me harshly in the ribs as I fell, but I didn't care. 
When I looked up from the floor my world fell apart. 
Cole and CJ were sat on the edge of the bed with their pants around their ankles. Gripping a cock in each hand and staring at me open mouthed and in shock was Megan. 
The beautiful girl I loved, who I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, who I treasured above all else was on her knees, her dress discarded and her tits pulled out of her bra between two huge and hard cocks, still, almost imperceptibly stroking their thick lengths as though she were unable to stop. 
I stared, aghast, trying desperately to come up with some explanation for what I saw, taking in every detail that I wish I had never seen. 
Cole and CJ’s cocks glistened with moisture, as did Megan’s lips. Her hair, that had been down the last time I saw her was now tied up in a ponytail. Her eyes were wide and stunned as she stared back at me, but even in her surprise at seeing me clutching my ribs on the floor, they were filled with lust. Not regret, not shame, not even embarrassment, just carnal longing. 
In my shocked state, I found that I was somehow grateful to Deacon. He had at least tried to save me from this pain, even if he didn't know it. It was ironic, especially given that he’d presumably done so, so that he could get involved in this little party to which I wasn't invited and at which the entertainment was my girlfriend. 
“Adam…” she said, finally—softly. 
“What?!” I spat, “it's not what it looks like?! It just happened?! What the fuck is this?!” 
“Take it easy, Bro,” Deacon warned. 
“Fuck you! I’ll…” I started, before he kicked me again. 
“Stop it!” Megan cried in my defense as CJ laughed, “he's just upset.” 
“Can you blame me!” I said, starting to feel the impact of both kicks. 
“Yes,” she said flatly, her hands still gripping Cole and CJ’s cocks, “I told you I needed more,” she said, coldly, “but you couldn't even make it one night before trying to stifle me. So, yes. I can and do blame you.” 
“So this is my fault?” I asked, indignant. 
“In a way,” she shrugged. 
“So that's it. We’re done? After all these years?” I said. 
Again she shrugged in response. “That's up to you,” she said, “but I'm getting what I need tonight, whether you stay or not. Do you really want to throw away our life together, just because you can't satisfy me? 
So, you can go and pack a bag, or go and wait for me at home,” she said, matter of factly, “or you can stay and watch me finally getting the fucking I need.” 
With that she turned her attention back to Cole and CJ, an apologetic smile on her lips as she stroked their cocks. 
“Mm, baby” Cole said, acting like I wasn't in the room, "me and my boys got what you need." 
"Yes. You. Do," she murmured with a giggle. 
“But you gotta earn it,” Cole snickered, lying back. 
I was still lying on the floor, staggered. Megan graced me with the briefest of glances and a wicked smile before opening her mouth and sliding lips around Cole’s cock. 
I tried to look away as the pain in my ribs was overtaken by the tearing of my heart. But it was no use. 
“Oh my god! I heard Megan moan, “I can barely get my mouth around it,” she giggled, sounding both impressed and gleeful. 
As much as I hated myself, I couldn’t resist looking back. 
Megan was jerking Cole and CJ’s cocks, holding Cole’s against her tongue which she flicked all around the head, licking it like a lollipop. When she tried to take him into her mouth again she gagged and moaned, bobbing her head as she tried to take more of him into her already stuffed mouth. 
When she relented to come up for air, she spluttered and moaned as her face lit up. It was painfully obvious that she was enjoying struggling to suck such a big cock. 
Deacon moved beside me and stepped in front of my view, unbuckling his pants and dropping them as he walked over to Megan, waiting his turn. 
I know I should have left. But I was compelled to stay, more than that I felt like I needed to see. I shuffled and crawled on my hands and knees to a better position where I could see my gorgeous girlfriend, now surrounded by three huge cocks, again. 
Megan heard me and flashed her eyes in my direction in amusement. Keeping her attention on the challenge of sucking Cole’s cock. 
She took and deep breath and plunged it into her mouth once again, wincing and closing her eyes as she forced herself further down the thick length until, with a squeal of pleasure, she managed to take him into her throat. 
Cole groaned with approval as Megan inched further still, spluttering as she slid her lips further down his cock until she couldn’t fit any more. 
I was amazed that she had managed. Though it pained me to realize it, Megan had only, to my knowledge, sucked my cock, which must have been at most a quarter of the size of Cole’s and she didn’t even like to blow me very often. 
She took to the task like a porn star, though. Increasing her tolerance to the size of the new cock in her mouth and swallowing it with increasing ease, until she was stroking Cole’s cock with her throat and mouth, freeing her hand to jerk Deacon and CJ’s cocks beside her. 
“Damn, baby,” Cole laughed, “you’re a real quick learner.” 
“Don’t forget about me,” CJ said. 
Megan didn’t need reminding again of the equally large cock in her right hand. She pulled Cole’s cock from her mouth with a loud ‘pop’ and immediately replaced it with CJ’s, putting her new experience into practice as she sucked CJ’s thick black cock while jerking it with her hand, abandoning Deacon to keep pleasuring Cole with her fist. 
CJ was rougher with her than Cole, grabbing hold of her hair and pulling her head down onto his cock as he pushed his hips up, pressing himself further into her throat as she coughed, bracing herself with one hand and stroking Cole’s cock with the other. 
When CJ released her though, Megan simply shuddered and moaned, opening her mouth and sticking her tongue out, encouraging CJ to do it again. 
He jerked his meaty cock onto her tongue, then pulled her head back down, thrusting into her mouth and causing her to gag and rub herself through her panties. I could never have imagined that being treated like this would have turned her on so much, even if I were capable of doing it. 
Deacon was losing patience and moved next to CJ, sticking his dick in Megan’s face. She quickly grabbed it with the hand she had been touching herself with and pumped it a few times, before pulling away from CJ and sucking Deacon’s cock just as fervently. 
The three men were all sighing and groaning in pleasure as Megan alternated between them, giving each cock a few seconds of her oral talents as she used her hands on the others, showing more of a preference for Cole. 
Watching my girlfriend energetically devour these three gigantic ebony cocks with such enthusiasm and delight made me feel like my soul was being purged from my body. But it also turned me on more than I dreamed possible. My cock was already straining in my jeans, harder than I had ever been before. 
Megan moaned as she bobbed her head up and down Cole’s cock, sucking him deeply mouth and throat. When she took her mouth off of him to move back to CJ, Cole grunted with displeasure. 
“Keep up, honey,” Deacon said, playfully. 
Megan pulled away from CJ and looked from each cock to the next, absently jerking each in alternation, until she turned to me. 
“Good,” she said, brightly, “you’re staying.” 
I was about to protest, but there was no denying it. If I were going to leave, I would have already gone. I was transfixed. 
“Do you love me, baby?” she asked, soppily. 
All three of the football players laughed. I didn’t. Looking on at my petite girlfriend who I thought of as an angel, almost naked on her knees in front of three jerks, their big, black cocks having all been in her mouth and her eyeliner running down her saliva and pre-cum covered face and being asked if I loved her was not my idea of a joke. 
But I couldn’t lie. 
“More than anything,” I said, sadly. 
Megan smiled and reached behind her to unhook her bra and drop it to the floor. 
“I love you too,” she said, “and I’m glad you’re here. I want you to see how much I enjoy these magnificent cocks,” she said, her eyes twinkling, “but I’m also glad, because I need your help.” 
I was confused. 
“What do you mean?” I asked. 
“My jaw is killing me,” she exclaimed, “but I don’t want any of these guys to feel left out. I mean, they’re helping us out, after all—now we’ve found a solution that lets us stay together. Plus, I need them to stay hard.” 
Her explanation only confused my more. Not only did I not necessarily agree that these assholes were knights in shining armor, although I couldn’t think of an argument, but she seemed to think she had answered my question. 
“So, I need you to help me,” she reiterated when it was clear I wasn’t following. 
Megan returned her attention to the three cocks once again, as though she were proving her point, before turning back to me as an unthinkable suspicion crept into my mind. 
“Help you, how?” I asked, cautiously. 
“Help me keep them hard for me,” Megan said, as though the answer was obvious. 
Again, all three of the footballers thought this was a great joke. 
“No way!” I blurted, “they can keep themselves hard!” I said, suddenly aware that I wasn’t arguing that they shouldn’t need to be hard, because they should be fucking my girlfriend! 
“Baby,” Megan said, sounding disappointed, “I thought you said you loved me. Don’t you want me to be happy?” 
“Of course I do,” I stuttered, “but that’s… no,” I struggled, unable to finish my sentence. 
“Please,” she whined, “for me.” 
I wasn't even sure that I was okay with letting her get fucked by one other guy, let alone three musclebound jerks. There was no way I was going to actually encourage it, especially not by stroking their cocks so they would remain hard enough to fuck her without pause. 
“No!” I pleaded, “please don't make me do that.” 
“The other night you said you would do anything to make it work,” she pouted, as Cole sat up and pawed at her perfect breasts, “this is what it's going to take. Don't you want to see me have fun? Don't you want me to be satisfied?” 
“Okay,” I said, finally, “if it shows you how much I love you—how committed I am to making us work, I’ll do it.” 
The three steps from my place on the floor to the foot of the bed was one of he longest journeys I'd ever taken. I wasn't thinking straight. I was clouded by confusion and, as much as I wished I could deny it, arousal. 
She looked so inconceivably hot, longing to be taken by three cocks after such a long time of frustration, tiny and pale in comparison to their big black cocks, eagerly waiting to pound her sweet little pussy. The pussy that I thought I would be the only one to ever enjoy. 
“It looks like you're more into this than you're admitting,” Megan giggled, pointing to my tented jeans constraining my now throbbing erection. 
My face flushed and burned with humiliation as I dropped to my knees beside my beautiful girlfriend, knowing I’d been caught out and mere inches from three hard cocks. Again, all three of the well hung studs laughed openly. 
Megan kissed my lips, leaving the lingering salty taste of the cocks she has sucked moments before, then turned back to Cole. 
“Sorry, big boy,” she moaned, “where was I?” 
“You were earning my dick,” Cole said, bluntly, laying back down and holding his cock to Megan’s face. 
Megan giggled and sunk his cock into her mouth right next to me. I could hear the wet sounds of her sucking him with a vengeance as she tried to ‘earn his dick’. 
“Baby!” she chided when she looked and saw that I was just watching her devour Cole’s thick black cock. 
I swallowed hard and reached tentatively for Deacon’s softening cock. He pulled away and laughed. 
“No way, dude,” he said, “I'm not letting another guy touch my junk.” 
He stepped past me and into Megan’s reach. She giggled, muffled by Cole’s cock in her mouth and seized Deacon’s cock, stroking it rhythmically as she bobbed her mouth up and down Cole’s cock. 
I breathed a sigh of relief. If they weren't going to let me stroke their cocks, then I wouldn't have to be so degraded. 
Unfortunately for me, CJ wasn't so shy. He seemed to be enjoying my humiliation almost as much as my girlfriend’s naked body and mouth. 
“Here, you little bitch,” he spat at me, waving his still hard cock in my direction. 
Cole and Deacon laughing I was starting to expect. What really wounded me, though, was hearing Megan’s laugh, stifled by Cole’s cock. This night might allow me to ‘keep’ Megan, whatever that meant at this point, but it wasn't going to be easy for me. 
I reached out and slowly, carefully took CJs cock in my hand. It was the first time I'd ever touched another person’s cock, the first time I'd touched anyone sexually except Megan. It could barely close my fist around its thickness. 
Unsure of what to do, I stroked his meaty cock up and down. It felt at once hard and soft. I could feel his pulse as I jerked him, wishing I was anywhere else but here. 
“Baby, you gotta get your cuck in line,” CJ said, “a brother can't go from that fine little mouth to a lazy ass hand!” 
Megan pulled Cole’s cock from her mouth, playfully licking Deacon’s with a smile as she lifted her head; ensuring that she kept pleasuring them both with her hands. When she turned to me she was frowning. 
“Adam!” she hissed, “don't ruin this for me! Use your mouth!” 
“What?!” I choked in disbelief, “no! I can't!” 
“Sure you can,” she urged, “I'll show you.” 
She slid over to me and licked her hand, pumping CJ’s cock and coating it in her saliva, then opening her mouth wide and plunging his dick into it, rapidly bobbing her head as she slid her lips up and down his impossibly thick cock. After a few seconds, she took CJ from her mouth and pointed his now slick cock at my face. 
“You try,” she said, like she was teaching me to ice a cake. 
I resisted, not wanting that thing anywhere near my mouth. When she saw that I wasn't going to be a willing participant and, in her mind, somehow risked her chances of being fucked by all three cocks, she grabbed me roughly by the hair and pulled my head down, making me howl in pain and the footballers howl with laughter. 
‘What choice do I have?’ I thought. I opened my mouth and allowed Megan to skip CJs cock between my lips, as she pushed my head down until he had filled my mouth. 
I'd gone from my first time touching another guy’s dick to sucking a cock in minute or less. The warm, pulsating sensation of the cock in my mouth was not as immediately apparent as the taste. The faintly salty, briny hint left on my lips by Megan’s kiss was now stronger from the source. 
With Megan’s hand on the back of my head, I bobbed up and down, sucking CJ’s cock as best I could. Taking more and more of it into my mouth as I tried to keep my girlfriend’s studs – one of them, at least – satisfied as he waited to fuck her. 
Megan took her hands away and returned to Cole and Deacon. In less than a second I could hear the wet sucking sounds and straining breathing of the two men. She wasn’t wasting any time now, she was going to get what she wanted. 
I slowed the movement of my lips and opened my eyes to look as she expertly sucked Deacon’s cock at the same time she was jerking Cole’s against her perfect tits. It was impossible to deny that she looked amazingly sexy, so eagerly enjoying two big back cocks, belonging to ripped and muscular men at least twice the size of her. 
Despite the fact that there was a throbbing cock in my mouth and I had no interest in men, my own cock was straining uncomfortably in my pants, harder than I’d thought possible. I stared after her longingly, wanting to take her in a manly way and somehow reclaim her as my own. 
But at the same time, I wanted to watch her be taken by these men, who were so much bigger than me, with more stamina to go with it; seeing how Megan had been sucking and jerking their cocks, with such intent, I don’t think I’d have been able to hold on. 
I watched as she alternated her mouth between the two men, allowing them to thrust into her mouth and throat, slamming their cocks into her willing mouth and making her choke and gag and their thick cocks. But this just made Megan giggle and moan with lust. 
I was starting to wonder which of us had the most anticipation for her getting fucked by the huge dicks. 
My attention had shifted and I was so caught up in watching Megan enjoy the other two black cocks in the room that I’d not been focusing on the third. CJ gripped my head and thrust his hips, tired of my lack of enthusiasm. 
He viciously fucked himself into my throat without compassion for my gagging and coughing. I felt sure I was going to vomit as I fought back tears and heard all four of them, Megan included, laughing at my treatment. 
When CJ finally relented, I fell to the ground. My throat was raw, my face was covered in spit and pre-cum and I had become nothing but a toy to amuse my girlfriend’s lovers as they waited to fuck her in front of me, and she waited to be fucked. Just as I waited to see it. 
Even after the CJ’s assault with his cock, I still wanted to see him, and the others fuck Megan. I needed to. 
“Come on, cuck,” CJ taunted, stroking his cock menacingly as he stood over me, “your girl told you to keep us happy,” he sneered. 
“Sorry,” I heard myself saying, followed by a fresh wave of shame at what I had become. 
I got back to my knees and resumed my efforts, trying to get the best angle I could to see Megan, while still sucking and stroking CJ’s cock. After the brutal face fucking he had given me, it didn’t seem so bad to take his cock more deeply into my mouth- at least I was controlling the pace and depth to some degree. 
“Damn baby,” I heard Cole say, “you suck cock like a real slut. Now let’s see what else you do like a slut.” 
Megan looked over to me briefly, beaming at what she had obviously taken as a compliment and, I guessed, looking for my approval. I strained my eyes to look at her while sucking CJ’s cock for her as she kept eye contact with me while climbing onto the bed and straddling Cole’s monster cock. 
My heart pounded and tore as she lined the head up with her pretty, little pussy; smiling wickedly at me before sinking down and impaling herself on his cock as she pumped Deacon’s with her hand. 
Megan gasped and shivered as she sank further down onto Cole’s prick until she couldn’t take any more. She bit her lip tightly and slowly at first, carefully, began to rock her hips, building up a rhythm as she grew accustomed to the cock, much bigger than anything she had taken before, now inside of her. 
Inside of her, I realized, without a condom. 
“Fuck… fuck… fuck,” was all Megan could manage to say, and this she breathed as she undulated her hips only slightly, until after only seconds of penetration by Cole and with Deacon in her hand, she collapsed onto Cole and moaned a long, shrill cry of pure ecstasy that I had never heard before. 
“I think she likes it,” Cole laughed. 
“Ohmygod, yes!” Megan rasped, “give it to me!” she urged. 
Deacon maneuvered to fill her open and gasping mouth with his cock, thrusting himself into her throat as Cole grabbed her hips tightly and rapidly thrust into her pussy, fucking her hard and fast and making her squeal and moan around Deacon’s cock. 
CJ pushed me away roughly and crawled onto the bed next to Megan. I could still taste the warm salty taste of his cock on my tongue as I leaned forward on the edge of the bed, getting as close to the scene as I could, wanting to see it all. 
Cole lifted Megan like she was weightless and spun her around, turning her onto her back without ever leaving her pussy. Deacon and CJ rounded on her like vultures, waving their hard cocks in her face. 
Megan moaned with glee and took a cock in each hand, licking them in turn and jerking them rapidly as he full, round breasts bounced with the force of Cole’s fucking. 
My previously faithful, innocently beautiful girlfriend, who I wanted to grow old with, was surrounded by big, hard cocks and she was insatiable, allowing each of CJ and Deacon to fuck her mouth while Cole rammed himself into her at jackhammer pace and she jerked the other; being thoroughly used and enjoying every second of it. 
It became that I could no longer tell when the multiple mini-orgasms were flowing through her, only the big ones where she needed to pull her mouth off of the cock she was currently sucking and throw her head back as her whole body contracted. 
After countless climaxes from Megan, Cole withdrew from her, switching places with CJ. CJ wasted no time in slamming his cock deeply into Megan’s sweet pussy and pounding into her roughly, squeezing her tits and fucking her hard. 
Megan writhed and moaned around Cole and Deacon’s cocks as CJ relentlessly fucked her, until abruptly he stopped and pulled out of her. Megan moaned resentfully at the loss and Deacon moved to take his place, sliding his cock into her to the hilt. 
CJ turned to me with a shit eating grin on his lips and laughed at me. He leaned over and held his cock, hard and slick with Megan’s juices, out to me. 
“Clean my cock up, bitch,” he spat, “taste your slut girlfriend on my dick.” 
I heard Megan giggle and moan at this, though I couldn’t see her with CJ kneeling in from of me. I swallowed hard and opened my mouth, sliding my lips over CJ’s head and doing as he said. Taking his deeply into my mouth and running my tongue over his cock, tasting the combination of pre-cum, sweat and Megan’s sweet arousal. 
When he was satisfied that I had sufficiently cleaned him up, he moved back to Megan, laughing with Cole. Megan took his cock in her hand and resumed alternating between him and Cole, being fucked by a cock in her pussy and mouth at any given time. 
When Deacon gave up his position, Cole pulled Megan to him again, laying back down so that she could be on top again. Megan eagerly positioned herself so that Cole could thrust into her as CJ moved behind her. 
I knew what they were planning and so did Megan, for the only time that I’d seen in this room, her face registered something other than lust. Concern flashed in her eyes as she slowed her movements to allow CJ to press the head of his cock against her tight asshole. 
We had never done anything anal; not even a finger. I understood why Megan might have been worried. 
She closed her eyes tightly and gasped silently, contorting her face as CJ pushed inside of her, slowly and gradually as Cole gently slid his cock in and out of her and Deacon stroked and played with her breasts. 
“It’s too big!” Megan eventually cried, steadily herself against Cole’s chest as CJ finally managed to fit half of his thick cock into her virgin ass. 
“You just need to get used to it,” CJ whispered, “you’ll like it soon,” he promised. 
Megan nodded, willing to give it a try. 
Cole increased the depth and speed of his strokes, sending visible waves of pleasure through Megan, who reached down and rubbed her clit as CJ started to rock his hips and slowly fuck her asshole and Deacon stood on the bed to allow her to suck his cock. 
Before long, they had all resumed their rhythm and Megan was again moaning in pleasure, pushing against Cole and CJ’s cocks as she bounced on them, filling both of her holes. 
I couldn’t resist any longer and unbuttoned my jeans, taking my own cock out and stroking it as slowly as I could manage. Megan and the football players were all so caught up in their tryst that they were barely aware I was in the room and I stared, slack jawed at the live gang bang with my girlfriend as the star in front of me. 
Cole and CJ pistoned in and out of Megan’s pussy and ass in tandem, until CJ grunted and gripped her waist tightly, holding her steady as his thrusts became shallower and faster and I knew he was going to come. 
He pulled himself out of her ass and stood, rapidly jerking his cock and breathing heavily. Megan tilted her head, pushing her chest towards CJ as she bounced on Cole’s cock, squeezing her tits together until CJ exploded streams of cum onto her, splashing over her tits and across her cheeks. 
When he was spent, CJ hopped off of the bed and Megan giggled, amazed and covered in cum. Deacon took up CJ’s place and slid into her now stretched asshole with ease, causing Megan to inhale sharply as she giggled. 
Cole wasn’t long behind CJ, his thrusts became harder and he moaned gutturally, until he pushed Megan off of him, making Deacon pull out of her ass. Cole quickly positioned Megan on her hands and knees on the bed, like a posable doll and then holding her shoulders fucked himself into her pussy at breakneck speed, sending ripples through Megan’s muscles. 
After only seconds of this, Cole pushed himself fully into Megan, who cried out in a shrill orgasm. When Cole regained his breath and moved away, I knew that he had pumped his load deep into my girlfriend’s pussy; something that I had never been allowed to do. 
But Megan didn’t freak out—she had known it was coming, she must have. Instead, she slumped forward, gasping for breath with her ass still in the air as her hand slipped between her legs and her fingers furiously rubbed her clit. 
Deacon re-took his place, plunging his cock back into Megan’s ass and thrusting roughly into her as though he were racing to finish, too. 
After probably less than a minute, he too grunted and started to move away, but Megan grabbed at his thighs, pulling him back into her, urging him to unload in her ass. Deacon obliged. Grabbing her waist and thrusting faster still until Megan shuddered and his pace slowed before he pulled himself out of her, letting cum fall from her asshole, running from her ass and pussy down her leg. 
The football players gave each other high fives and shook hands, laughing with one another as Megan lay, breathing heavily with her ass still in the air, on the bed. 
“Adam,” she said breathlessly, as though just remembering my existence. She was looking at me, her head resting on the sheets, her hair and make-up disheveled and her face wet with cum and saliva. She looked drunk with lust, even now. 
“Fuck me, Adam,” she said, sultrily. 
I was surprised, but painfully aroused. Without question or hesitation, I stood, dropping my pants to the floor and crawled onto the bed behind her, ignoring the football players’ taunts and laughs. I could see their various hand prints on Megan’s ass, waist, back and shoulders and the cum dribbling down her legs from her well used holes. 
But she had never been so sexy to me. 
I drove my cock into her pussy, which felt unfamiliar; still stretched from the big cocks that had fucked her not long ago and filled with another man’s warm cum. I thrust as roughly as I’d seen the football players do, ramming myself into her forcefully. 
But there wasn’t the same effect- slight moans of recognition rather than shocked gasps and cries at being filled and fucked. Megan reached behind her and slid her fingers into her asshole, fucking herself with them as she backed up against me, clearly wanting more. 
I fucked her as hard and as fast as I was capable of, until after only a few seconds I felt myself unable to hold on and exploded, filling her pussy with my load for the first time. 
“Mmmm,” Megan moaned, disappointed, “at least it was longer than usual. But I need to get off one more time!” she said, pleading. 
She flung herself onto her back and slid down the bed towards me. She didn’t need to tell me what she wanted. 
I moved down and lapped at her clit, tasting the combination of her sweet, fragrant juices, my own cum and at least Cole’s, possibly Deacon and CJs. 
“That’s it, baby,” she sighed, “did you like watching that?” she asked, her eyes closed as though she were re-playing the event in her mind. 
“I did,” I admitted as I kissed and sucked on her engorged clit. 
“Good,” she smiled, “it felt so amazing,” she said, wrapping her hands and legs around the back of my head and pulled my mouth further into her, lifting her hips and pressing her used pussy into my mouth, “I just need to come one more time from your tongue.” 
As my tongue entered her pussy a flood of cum poured from it and into my mouth. I gagged, but Megan’s hands and legs were pressing me tightly into her pussy. I had no choice but to swallow the warm, acrid, salty cum. 
Again, I thought I was going to vomit as I felt the slimy fluid moving down my throat and into my stomach; but I managed to avoid it by staying focused on fucking Megan with my tongue, licking and darting my tongue the way I knew she liked, as she rubbed her clit until she contracted and bucked against my face before releasing me and throwing her arms back against the bed, panting. 
When I looked around, I saw that Cole, CJ and Deacon had all gone. It was just us now. 
“So,” I said, unsure what was coming next, “that was something.” 
“It sure was!” Megan replied, brightly, “I don’t know if I can walk!” 
It wasn’t the response I was expecting. 
“Don’t you think we should talk about it?” I asked. 
“Maybe when we get home,” she said, “and only when you’re going down on me—I don’t think I can take any more right now.” 
“That’s not what I meant,” I said, “I mean the fact that you just cheated on me with three guys and made me suck one of their cocks! I mean, how did this even happen?” 
“Oh,” Megan said, sounding confused, “no, I don’t think we need to talk about that. It’s pretty simple the way I see it. You couldn’t give me the fucking I needed, but I do love you, so when you left and I was dancing with Cole, I accidentally felt his cock and… it was so big, that I couldn’t help myself,” she said. 
“I guess I got carried away with the others,” she admitted, “but I was just so horny and I’ve needed that for so long. I’m just really glad you stayed.” 
“Me too,” I admitted, “I’m actually really happy you enjoyed yourself. But… what happens now?” 
“Now? I need a shower and some dinner,” she said, “after that, we carry on as normal.” 
I was relieved to hear her say that. 
“The only difference is that I need someone else to fuck me,” she said, confirming my fears, “there’s no way I can go back to only having sex with you and just being frustrated all the time. You can be there, if you want; and you can still fuck me, just… after I get what I need.” 
I tried to think of an argument, but I drew a blank. It was the same discussion as the other night, only this time she knew that if she walked she could feel as good as she had with Cole, CJ and Deacon. There was no way I was going to be able to keep her if I didn’t agree. So instead, I just nodded my head in agreement and lay down beside her, resting my head on her stomach. 
I couldn’t really blame her, either. Seeing how fully satisfied she was with those other cocks in her proved that I wasn’t ever going to be enough, but it also showed me how much I actually did love her. 
I wanted her to be happy, no matter what. If that meant that she needed to fuck other guys, then I would be there with her. 
Right now, I couldn’t think of anything hotter, and I couldn’t wait for the next time. 
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