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Throbbing EDM music filled my ears as the scent of vapid CBD oils and overpriced hard seltzer filled my nostrils. I pondered how different a place like this would have smelled back in the days when tobacco and beer were the drugs of the day. I turned to Leah and squinted at her skeptically. 

“Here?” I asked.

“Do you know a better place to pick up men?” She replied adjusting the spaghetti strap on her red body contour dress. Her blonde curls bounced slightly behind her head as she did this in a manner so cute that I could barely resist the urge to reach over and bat playfully at her hair.

I pondered her words and found myself forced to agree that we had few other options. Still, my confidence felt sky high as I reviewed her carefully. To her credit, she had indeed dressed to impress men with her body. Round, gorgeous breasts mounded up over the low, square-cut neckline of her dress. A dangerous slit cut wickedly up from her already thigh-high hem revealing vulnerable glimpses of her soft, delicious thighs while teasing a tantalizing view of her crotch with her every step. A glittering silver necklace sparkled with her every movement, same as the flashing earrings. I tried to remember if I had bought her that jewelry but couldn't quite place it in my mind. The missing memory disturbed me slightly, but she snapped me out of my mind as she spoke.

“I'm going over to the bar and ordering a water.” She said.

“Huh?” I asked.

“It's an invitation for a man to buy me a real drink.” She answered with a roll of her eyes and a patronizing tone in her voice. 

“But you're not going to…” I trailed off gesturing about the bar.

She scoffed saying, “what? Just walk around to various men and ask if they want to fuck?” 

“Why not?” I asked and her eyes went wide in terror as she replied, “are you nuts? I can't do that. They'll think I'm a slut or a whore.” 

“I just find sometimes in life the best approach is the direct approach.” I said. She shivered and replied, “I'm going to the bar.” She gestured towards herself saying “I'm just praying to god I don't see anyone here I recognize. You have no idea how scary it is to be wearing this dress in public. My sister got me this thing as a gag gift back when I was in college. I never thought I would wear it outside of Halloween.” 

“You look gorgeous.”

She rolled her eyes and replied, “of course a man would think that.”

“You look great even without my balls.” I spoke firmly. 

She looked at me closely and I placed a hand on her bare shoulder to feel that she was shivering. 

“What if this is a bad idea, Jason?”

“But it's what you-“

“Yes, I know it's what I asked for, but now I'm remembering how scary dating is. God, what if the guy is a psycho?” 

“Relax, we'll talk with him a bit. You know, vet him in first.”

“I'm not good at judging the character of men.” She replied sadly.

“Well, you dated me so-“ 

Her glare told me everything I needed to hear.

“I'm going to the bar.”

“I'm going to go get us a man.” 

“Yeah, good luck with that.” She said, sarcastically. 

“’good luck’ are you kidding? We're talking about men here. Picking up a man is going to be like shooting fish in a barrel.” I scoffed at her as she turned to leave. She gave me a sweet sashay of her hips as she trailed her fingers along her hips seductively. I smiled. With that one sexual motion, she had reassured me that, despite our disagreement, we were still good in our relationship, and she was completely on board with the plan. 

I smiled. 

That incredible woman deserves great sex. 

“You just watch, Leah. I'm going to get Jason fucking Momoa to bang your pussy all night long. You'll be walking bow-legged by this time tomorrow. I promise, you're going to love every second of the experience and every delicious inch of his powerful cock.”

As I turned to review the bar, I squinted into the crowd. Already a problem presented itself as most men were either in a group of other men or already had girlfriends/wives with them. I twisted my lips and spied a burly looking guy with pepper grey hair who seemed alone as he sipped on whiskey. 

"Would you like to get laid tonight?" I asked him instantly realizing the horrible mistake I had just made as he glared up at me from the table. "What did you say?" 

"Urh… you… um… want to get laid tonight?"

"Do I look like a faggot to you?" He growled back at me as his hand tightened threateningly around his shot glass. I put up my hands defensively and said "no, not me." I pointed to Leah at the bar and said "her."

He visibly relaxed and snorted out "oh, your advertising. Fuck off, pimp. Before I call the cops on you and your cheap little whore's ass." 

I left him rattled and rethinking my approach. I realized the very real possibility of getting my ass kicked for being assumed as gay flirtation existed side by side with the very real possibility of getting arrested for prostitution. I needed to find a better way to word the request and fast as the number of single-looking eligible men seemed like slim pickings at best. 

I sidled up next to a pale skinned man in a black hoodie. He had an ill-favored, nervous look to him, and I opened with "Hey, guy, my girl and I are in a bit of an open relationship situation and-"

"Do you like blood?" He asked through missing teeth. I looked at his face and noticed he had only canines as all other teeth in his mouth were missing. A broad, psychotic grin spread across his face as he continued "I got the stuff you need, man. Derrick back in the alley here gave me the good shit and now I can hear blood." He lowered his voice as he shivered with anticipation staring at me with eyes wide and dilated continuing, "your blood sounds amazing. Sounds like Rammstein played on a harp orchestra."

I 'nope'd the fuck right out of that conversation mumbling 'sorry' under my breath practically leaping away to leave him staring up at the bar lights. As I quickly stepped away I heard him explaining the geopolitical sciences involved with the lizard people who run the illuminati to the lamp shades. 

"Okay, I successfully identified the drug-addled psycho in the bar. Surely there will only be one. Now I can move on." 

As I turned around, I saw Leah staring at a stocky, muscular man who looked like he lived in a gym. His biceps nearly bulged out from under his unbuttoned, floral Hawaiian shirt. His smooth, shaved chest rippled with muscles as well as his bald head glistened under the lights. A sad look rested on Leah's face as he walked away from her. It seemed he was stepping away from whatever conversation she may have attempted. Seemed I wasn't the only one striking out. Surprisingly, the hardest part of being a polyamorous couple turns out be the 'poly' part, as picking up sexual partners isn't as straightforward as one would think. Still, I would be hard-pressed to imagine any man who would turn Leah down especially dressed as she was. 

Leah turned and gave me those eyes of hers. Something between a wet kitten begging to come in out of the rain and a puppy dog begging for a treat glistened on her face. She had indeed met the cock she wanted, and he had turned her down. I suppose there comes a time in every relationship where a man has to do what a man has to do and now, I had the onerous task of seducing a gym-bro that had already turned down my girlfriend. 

“Hey.” I called after him as he settled down at a table near the back of the bar. He looked up at me and a faint smile crossed his face as he said, “Hi, do I know you?”

“Uh, not yet… do you mind if I join you?” I asked gesturing towards the seat next to him. He nodded and I stuck out a hand towards him as I took a seat, “Jason.” 

“Marcus” he replied wrapping his powerful clench around my fingers which I had foolishly offered up instead of a full, manly handshake. He stared into my eyes intimately and I felt a sickeningly sweet vulnerability as I sensed he could crush my fingers easily. He smiled as he held my hand firmly but did not hurt me as he gave it a gentle shake before letting it go. 

“What brings you to this part of town, Jason?” He asked. 

I chuckled and replied, “you wouldn't believe me if I told you.” I took a seat next to him instantly regretting this decision as the chairs were placed uncomfortably close together. I tried to skooch the seat to a more respectful distance but found it bolted to the floor. Marcus twisted his lips thoughtfully at my awkward theatrics and said, “How about you try me? I pride myself on an open mind.”

I swallowed hard feeling the heat of his body so close to my own. I forgot all my plans and blurted out, “I'm looking for a man.” 

Marcus's eyebrows went up briefly in surprise before a cat-like smile spread across his face as he continued, “looks like you found one.” 

“Oh. Not for me.” I countered. Visible traces of pain crossed his face and I gestured towards Leah who did her best to not look at us as I continued “for her.”

Marcus grimaced and said, “oh, her.” He snorted lightly and took a drink. I started to sense his disdain, so I continued, “well. Mostly for her. My girlfriend and I are looking to…uh… let's say spice up our relationship and invite a third person to it.” 

Marcus's face brightened at this as he said, “oh, you're looking for a unicorn.” 

“Uh, no, I mean we're looking for a man to…”

“You're new to this, aren't you?” Marcus asked. 

“Yes” I admitted.

“A unicorn is someone really good at sex invited by a couple who are…” Marcus shrugged and continued, “...well… bored with their sex-life. Traditionally it's a hot chick, or a good-looking man, someone definitely out of the couple's league individually speaking but they can attract by working together. So, you're looking for a unicorn.” 

“I suppose I am.”

“You should have worn a pineapple shirt.”

“A what?”

“Jesus fucking Christ, you are a noob? Pineapple, means swingers, you know, an open relationship type.”

A waitress walked by, and Marcus shouted to her "oy, Jenny." She turned to us and gave Marcus a wary look before giving a pitiful glare to me.

“Another one, Marcus?” She asked, wearily.

“Get a drink for my… friend, Jason here. Jason, what would you like, man?”

“Wasn't it Bill last week?” Jenny asked while snapping her chewing gum loudly in irritation. 

“Hey, sometimes things don't work out.”

“I don't know. To me it looked like the two of you were making out quite a bit.” She replied darkly.

Marcus glared at her, and she rolled her head in annoyance before saying to me “what do you want, Sugar?”

I looked between her and Marcus realizing I had little choice than to place an order.

“Can you get me a Guinness? And I'll cover it so don't worry…”

Marcus clapped a friendly hand on my shoulder as Jenny scoffed, “take the drink, honey, about all you gonna get from Don Juan here.” 

Marcus looked up at her and snapped, “don't you have kids to be taking care of.” 

She snorted with a scowl before spinning around in a fluster of knees and elbows as she stalked back to the bar. 

“Umm…” I said but Marcus patted my shoulder saying “Don't mind old Jenny there. She's just in a bitchy mood this week.” 

“She… knows you?”

“Yeah, of course. I'm a regular.”

“And you're with a man named Bill?”

Marcus took his hand off my shoulder and drained a long swig of his drink before saying, “I… was… I suppose… let’s just say I'm bad at love.” 

He sighed in a dejected manner before I offered up, “I've made some mistakes in the past too.”

Marcus gestured towards the bar saying, “don't look like you're having any trouble now. That little woman of yours is pretty good looking, for a girl.” 

“Yeah. She's the one I hurt. I suppose I'm trying to make it up to her, in a way.”

“With the unicorn?”

“Yeah.”

Jenny stomped up to us and plunked my beer down in front of me with a sad look of pity to me and an angry scowl to Marcus before she stormed away again.

I looked at the beer and said, “I really should pay for this.”

“No. It's my treat.” 

“No, no… I uh…” I collected my thoughts and continued “I should have specified that I'm looking for a man to help pleasure a woman. It's unfair to you for me to be taking your money.” 

I continued more sadly “...or wasting your time.” 

“Talking with a man as cute as you is never a waste of time.”

I cringed and replied, “it kind of is, in this case.”

“Straight?” 

I nodded.

Marcus chuckled continuing, “so is concrete until it gets hard.”

He continued, “Is it you've never thought about having sex with a man or never had the opportunity?”

“Never thought about it… well… until…”

“Until when?”

“Recently.”

“Recently?”

“Very recently.”

Marcus smiled at this and took a drink. “You should probably know that your girlfriend over there being a girl isn't exactly a deal breaker for me. I really do enjoy sex with women, it's just that whole 'I gave you sex and now you owe me' type entitled attitude they have which I can't stand. An orgasm is an orgasm, but I would rather wake up beside a man in the morning who will cook pancakes with me and giggle over the fun we had the night rather than a resentful woman who treats me like I'm some horrible bastard who robbed her of her dignity.”

“Oh, Leah won't do that.” I countered. He shrugged and grunted replying darkly “says you.”

I took this in quietly and asked, “have you ever woken up with a man and a woman?”

Marcus took a drink and replied thoughtfully, “can't say I've ever had the pleasure of both at the same time. Could be interesting. Couple of questions though.”

“Shoot” I replied.

“Either of you got any diseases I should know about?”

“No. You?” 

“No. I may be horny, but I'm not stupid. Your girlfriend over there on birth control?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. God knows the only thing worse than getting The Clap is a paternity lawsuit.” 

“Not happening.”

Marcus tipped his head towards Leah saying “well, let's go talk to your girl then.”

Leah's face went pale as her eyes widened submissively as I approached. At first, I wondered why she had such an odd face but remembered Marcus strolled along right behind me. Her face went from pale to blush as I gestured towards him saying, “Leah, this is Marcus. Marcus, this is Leah.” 

Leah stuck out a smooth, pale hand which Marcus wrapped his massive paw around. Her lip trembled lightly as he shook her hand. “Uh…hi.” Her voice broke and squeaked nervously. “Nice to meet you.” I felt a meaty hand slap in a friendly manner on my back as he continued, “your boy, Jason, here was just telling me you two like to… party.”

“That could be one word for it.” Leah replied as a coy smile spread across her lips. 

“Mind if I sit?” He asked. 

“Please do” She replied. We took up spots on either side of her. She faced towards Marcus, and he said “so, do you do this often?” 

“No. First time” She replied.

“And a gorgeous girl like you just happens to be willing to have sex with a random stranger?”

Leah gritted her teeth and said “well, I mean…not...normally.”

He nodded and took a drink before saying darkly “Leah, have you ever had something so unbelievable happen to you that smelled like a trap?” 

Leah dropped her head, but I protested saying “that's not what this is.” Leah sighed and said “forget it, Jason. It was sweet of you to offer, but there's no way we're going to get a third person to join us.”

“Whoa, I didn't say I wasn't interested. I just asked if you've ever had something unbelievable happen to you.” He gestured towards me and her saying, “stuff like this doesn't happen in real life. A gorgeous young couple like you two taking an interest in a guy like me. Kinda makes me want to ask where the hidden camera is.”

“No camera.” I assured.

“You think we're gorgeous?” Leah asked.

Marcus threw a friendly, warm arm over my shoulder saying, “Jason here has a smile that can light up a room.” He nodded towards Leah saying, “And you're pretty good looking… you know… for a girl.” 

Leah blushed and I proffered up, “Marcus goes…uh… both ways.” Leah pursed her lips and Marcus turned to me saying, “see, there's that face, man. She's already pissed off. This is why I prefer men. They don’t get angry at you over sex.” 

Leah replied “I'm not angry. I'm just thinking about how… well… I saw you and thought you were good looking and…well… your gay because…” Leah rolled her eyes and continued “...of course you are. I always fall for the gay man at the bar.” 

Marcus gave her a wide smile and reached out to pat her shoulder reassuringly as he said, “I'm actually bi.”

“How hard was it for sweet Jason here to convince you to bring on a third, though? God knows if a guy this cute asked me to do something I would have a hard time saying 'no.'” 

Leah gritted her teeth and said, “It was actually my idea… kind of.”

“Really?” Marcus asked with raised eyebrows.

Leah hugged herself and I could see her confidence flagging. I seemed to have wholly succeeded in picking up a man, unfortunately just for myself. 

“That's surprisingly assertive of you. I like that. So many women treat sex like it's an unnecessary chore, something forced upon them by men, but you…” Marcus pulled his arm off my shoulder and stepped in closer to her as a warm smile spread across his face “you knew what you wanted and had the guts to go out and get it. I like bravery in a woman. I find it sexy.” 

Leah's face turned crimson, and Marcus leaned up against the bar beside her. His large, powerful body seemed to overshadow hers and I could tell he was making her nervous in the way that women enjoy being made nervous around a man. She brushed a strand of hair back from her face and a light nervous giggle. My heart leapt with joy. She said “well, I'm not totally brave. My boyfriend was the first to talk to you.”

Marcus chuckled “good thing he did, too. I must say I'm jealous of you getting to take this hottie home with you every night.” I chuckled sheepishly as he wrapped an arm around me. “So do you guys want to get to know me better over a few drinks or do you want to go somewhere more private?” 

Leah gave me the same look a child gives their mother when they’re standing in a toy store in front of their favorite display. “How about my place?” I offered up. Marcus downed the remainder of his beer and said “sounds delicious. Let me use the can really quick and we'll get out of here.”

The moment he left ear shot, Leah grabbed the sides of her head and gushed “oh, my god, Jason!”

“You okay with this?”

“Okay? I’m more than okay. Did you not see those muscles and the bulge in his pants? I feel like teenager about to slip into a boy’s bed for the first time. I tried flirting with him earlier, but he wouldn’t even give me the time of day. How did you convince him?” 

I chuckled and replied, “man secret.”
 

“Are you okay with this?” Leah asked with a cringe on her face. She continued “I still feel a bit dirty doing this. Like I’m the one cheating on you this time.” I waved her off saying “none of that now. We already discussed it. We’re doing this together as a couple.”

Alternating strips of sodium orange and darkness cut across our faces as we drove back to, of everywhere we could have gone, my place. I drove and Marcus and I chatted in the front while Leah rode in the back. To be honest, this is the part of swinging sexy time that nobody really prepares you for. It’s not all just grunting and penetration. A big chunk of it is getting to meet a new person, a total stranger, and chatting with them about their life.

“So, you work in construction?” I asked.

Marcus nodded and replied “it pays the bills. Also, it’s kind of nice to do something with my hands, you know. You?”

“App development.”

“Oh, so you make phones?”

“Eh… not really phones but the programs that go on them.”

“Oh, okay.”

I swallowed hard and shrugged saying, “it pays the bills.”
 

We rode in silence for a while before Leah leaned forward and asked, “Marcus, I hope you don’t mind me asking, when did you first realize you were bi?”

He looked back at her and replied “hard to say. I suppose I always knew but probably when I was a teenager. I just felt attracted to… well… anyone. I just like people, I guess. I’m… not…well… normally like this, by the way.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

He looked at me soberly and replied with a frown “uhm… casual sex… you know.” He blew out a sigh and continued “I’m actually in kind of a dark place.”

I glanced at the rear-view mirror and Leah caught my eye. A hint of concern passed between us and the thought to simply drive back to the bar, drop Marcus off, and go home crossed my mind.

“A dark place?” Leah asked gingerly.

He looked over the seat at her and said, “About three months ago my girlfriend… well… ex… now… she broke up with me.”

“Well, I’m sorry to hear that.” I said, quietly.

“Right after I proposed to her.” He continued.

“Dude! She did that to you?!” I shouted in shock and Leah’s jaw hung open as she reached forward asking in disbelief “you proposed marriage, and she broke up!?”

Marcus nodded solemnly and Leah placed a comforting hand on his shoulder as I stammered in disbelief saying “oh, my God Marcus, that… sounds horrible.”

“Did she say why?” Leah asked.

Marcus rolled his eyes and replied, “said she wanted a real alpha male, someone powerful and manly.”

“Are you kidding? You’re built like a tank. You’re one of the most muscular guys I’ve ever seen.” I said.

“Muscular, yes, but not completely manly. Remember, I’ve had sex with other men.” Marcus replied.

“Surely she knew that about you when you started dating though, right?” Leah asked.

“Yeah, she did.” Marcus replied.

“And it only became a problem when you proposed marriage?” I asked.

“No. Not that, specifically. She said she wanted an alpha male, a man who had power, a career that was going places, the ability to take care of her…”

“money.” I said with a snort.

“Bingo.” Marcus replied sardonically.

Leah leaned back as a sad expression spread across her face.

“You probably don’t want to hear this, but I think you dodged a bullet on this one, Marcus.” I said quietly.

“I keep telling myself that, but then I get to thinking about her. You know, where we were going to live, growing old together, having children…” Marcus muttered as grief entered his voice.

Leah said “she should have told you sooner. Why wait until you had your hopes up like that?” She leaned forward and said, “I’m so sorry for what she did to you.”

He glared quietly at her, and a soft shiver blew through Leah as the ghost of his ex brought a chill to the air of the car. Leah, ever brave, faced the ghost head on asking, “is that it? Are you angry at us…” She put a hand on her chest saying, “women that is… for what she did to you?”

Marcus sighed and looked forward again saying “No. Well, I shouldn’t be. I’ve yet to be hurt by a man so… ah… doesn’t matter. I’m trying very hard not to think about it. How’s that old song go? I don’t want to feel, how I did last night… I’ve been trying to distract myself for months now with cold booze and hot men. God, I haven’t even talked about it with anyone but there’s something about you two… you’re so… I don’t know how to describe it… I feel like I can be open with you.”

He nodded towards Leah saying, “you’re nothing like her, I mean, already you’re fine sharing your boyfriend with me.” I looked in the rearview mirror and Leah and I exchanged a glance. “Mercedes never liked me even being around other men, even at work. But, hell, I work in construction, right? How can I avoid men.”

“Her name was Mercedes?” Leah asked incredulously.

“Spelled like the car company?” I gasped in amazement.

Marcus nodded and gave an eye roll with a grunt.

I glanced over my shoulder at Leah briefly before we both said in unison “you dodged a bullet.”

Leah spoke up saying “Marcus, I won’t lie. We picked you up because, well, I wanted to have sex with another man. But now that I know how you’ve been treated, I want to cheer you up and help you believe that not all women are going to be as spiteful and mean as…” She cringed lightly before continuing “Mercedes.”

Marcus gave her a crooked little smile and she patted his shoulder lightly saying “all I’m trying to say is, you didn’t deserve to be treated that way. I’m looking forward to helping restore your faith in woman-anity.”

“Woman-anity?” I asked in skepticism at her made-up word.

“I know what she means. The woman part of humanity.” Marcus chuckled back at me. “I understand, Leah. Sorry to depress you guys with my sad-sack life story up here.”

“Do you think you can slide back here and… I can… cheer you up?” Leah asked with a slight halt at how she was describing the next steps. Marcus shot me a look and I realized that the look inferred more of a sense that he was cheating on me, the person he really wanted to have sex with, in order to go have fun with Leah. I nodded back to her saying “go ahead, man. We’ve got about another twenty minutes to get back to my place. Might as well have fun on the way.”

Marcus leaned his seat back and I scooched to the left as Marcus pressed his large body awkwardly between the seats of the middle console of my car. He crawled into the back, and I checked up into the rear-view mirror to see Leah taking off her seatbelt she looked up at me and said quietly “just make sure to drive very safe, okay Jason.”

“I will.” I promised.

Marcus plopped down onto the bench seat beside Leah and seemed at a loss as to what to do next for a moment. Leah, however, knew what she wanted to do as she quietly produced a pink scrunchie from her purse. She smiled at Marcus warmly. She lifted her pale, beautiful arms over her head which raised the sensual curves of her breasts and stretched out her upper body in a delicious display. To both Marcus’s and my own delight, she collected up her blonde curls into her hands and began entrapping them inside the pink scrunchie.

Here's a protip to the ladies out there. If any woman ever does read this, if you ever want a man, that’s all you have to do. That’s it. Dump the creams, lotions, makeup, fashion, conditioners, influencer shit…chuck it all in the trash. Just sit down on the bench next to the boy you like and let him watch as you put your hair up in a ponytail. The fact that you’re getting your body ready to suck his cock to paradise is all he needs to know to put a ring on your finger. Leah spoke as she tied back her hair saying “I’m sorry she hurt you. I know this won’t make up for what she did to you, but I want to prove to you that women can do nice things to men too.” She dropped her arms back down and reached them out towards Marcus. He reciprocated and I watched enthralled as my girlfriend pulled the powerful stranger we had just met in for a passionate kiss.

A car horn blared at me as I accidentally cut off a taxi. Had I spoken Arabic, I would have understood exactly what the driver had screamed about my mother as he leaned out his car window glaring at me with road rage.

Leah gasped and released the kiss hissing out “Jason! Be careful! We don’t have belts on back here.”

“Sorry, sorry!” I muttered as I glued my eyes back to the road trying to focus on the concrete, steel, and rubber before me rather than the sensual flesh behind me.

“You like to watch, big-J?” Marcus asked with a pleasured gasp.

“I’m… good. I’m fine. You two have fun.” I stammered out feeling flustered.

“Maybe we should wait until we get to where we’re going.” Leah said in a defeated tone. She pouted and said, “I want to give you a good time, but I don’t want to cause an accident.”

“No, no… I’m okay. I’m driving. Besides…” I glanced in the rearview mirror saying, “we got him for you, dear, go ahead and have some fun.”

Marcus gestured for Leah to draw near to him, and she slid in her pale skin and red dress cutting a glowing silhouette against the darkness of my rear-seat’s cloth. “Okay, just keep your eyes on the road, Jason.” She instructed before leaning in once more to give Marcus a deep kiss.

I did keep my eyes on the road…

…you know.

…mostly.

Even without balls I couldn’t resist watching. Honestly, it was just so fucking beautiful. Her soft hair cascading about within the confines of the scrunchie while she tipped her head slightly to the side as she kissed Marcus deeply. He wrapped firm, powerful hands around her shoulders, and I glanced in time to see his fingers playfully sliding beneath the spaghetti straps of her dress. She broke the kiss and leaned back slightly with a moan whispering to him, “can I see your cock?”

I forced my eyes forward a bit but risked another glance to see him unzip his pants and slide them down slightly across his thighs revealing a firm, meaty cock. Veins striated across its surface as a swollen, purple tip, slightly pointier than my own protruded outward towards her. More impressively was the shear-size of the beast, a good several inches longer than my own even back when I had balls, and I could sense Leah’s soul quivering in anxious anticipation as she wrapped small fingers around the warm, powerful base of his cock. Her hand seemed dwarfed by his monstrous member.

I forced my eyes back to the road as I heard Leah say, “it’s beautiful. May I suck it?”

A smile spread across my face. She might as well as asked if the pope was catholic. I didn’t hear Marcus’s reply to her question, but I did hear his appreciative groans. I looked back to see him sprawled slightly sideways on the bench facing towards her and the side-profile of Leah’s head across his crotch as she slowly bobbed forwards and back with the tip of his cock bulging out the side of her mouth. She brought forth fresh moans of pleasure from Marcus’s mouth with her every delicious motion.

“Good, right?” I asked to Marcus with a knowing smile.

“Incredible.” He gasped back.

“I especially like the thing she does with her tongue.”

“What thing she does with her-”

Marcus never finished his sentence as his speech immediately devolved into a gasp and his head thrust back in ecstasy.

“That thing she does with her tongue.” I chuckled. It was hard to tell with her mouth full of cock, but I swore I could have seen Leah smiling.

“Go ahead and give him the full experience, honey.” I said to Leah. She glanced sideways at me as I continued “cup his balls in your hands to keep them nice and warm for him.”

She did as I instructed, and Marcus shivered in pleasure. He panted for a while as she continued pleasuring his cock with her mouth leaving little bits of red lipstick up and down the length of his shaft. After a bit, he composed himself enough to slide a coarse hand across her cheek to draw her attention “look up here, Leah.” He instructed. I watched as she looked up intimately into his eyes still holding his cock in her mouth.

“Thank you for giving me this experience.” He said to her with the weight of earnest gratitude in his words. Now I know she smiled briefly before she dipped her head swallowing his cock down inch by inch as he groaned “oh, God, Leah, I’m going to cum in your mouth. You okay with that?”

She nodded as she continued drawing him in deeper slurping greedily at his cock before he loudly moaned in shuddering exaltation. Even watching as a third party, a smile spread across my face, and I forced my eyes back to the road to let them enjoy the moment of intimate privacy as Leah used her womanly skills to sweetly convey Marcus to paradise.

“Oh, god, you’re swallowing it down too!?” Marcus shuddered out in amazement as Leah continued suckling his cock as it pulsated sticky cum into her mouth. Marcus shuddered and grabbed onto her shoulders clearly resisting the urge to shove her head down onto his cock rather letting her practice freedom of expression in her method of sucking his cock. His legs shook wildly, and his eyes rolled back in his head all the while she refused to let go all the way up until he incoherently giggled and pushed her back a bit saying “too much, too much, that tickles…” she finally let go and gasped briefly for breath before plunging her head down onto his cock once more. This time she no longer suckled and bobbed rather holding still. Marcus melted both in her mouth and in her hands as she kept his balls firmly in her warm palms and his cock in her mouth.

“yes, yes, just hold it warm and sweet in your mouth.” Marcus muttered as his body slouched down on the bench seat in relaxation. Leah waited patiently until he was truly finished then lifted herself up a bit and gave the tip of his cock one final, sweet, parting kiss to his quivering purple tip. The moment she righted herself Marcus pulled her in eagerly for a hug ignoring his cock which still protruded from his pants as he wrapped an arm across her bare pale shoulders and another across her waist.

“Thank you! Thank you! God, thank you so much!” Marcus repeated near sobs as he leaned his head against her and shuddered. I doubt anything on the planet could have wiped that smug, exultant smile from Leah’s face as she hugged him back. She looked up into the rear-view mirror at me and her eyes glistened partially from the tears earned by deep-throating and partially by the shear emotional excitement of deeply pleasuring a man on such an existential level that she made him melt. Her eyes widened and her smile broadened as she looked at me momentarily before swallowing down what could only be presumed as a sticky, salty load.

“You needed that, didn’t you?” I asked back there.

“Yes.” They both replied in chorus.

Marcus seemed surprised to hear Leah say as such and so he held her back slightly to look at her.

“A nice confidence boost, honey?” I prompted.

“Oh, god yes.” Leah replied staring into Marcus’s face as she continued “It’s been some time since I’ve pleasured a man. I know I can’t undo the damage she did to you, but I hope that I…”

“Oh, you did more than enough.” He cut her off quickly. He continued “that was the best blowjob I’ve ever received from a woman. Most girls give prissy little licks and bitch the entire way through it. They can’t wait to get their faces away from a man’s junk and back onto their phones or whatever. They give a few half-hearted kisses to your tip and then demand to know what you’re going to give them for it. But you…”

Marcus sighed and said “you gave a blowjob like you meant it. No whining, no bitching, no stopping halfway through, no short-shafting or letting go of my cock the moment I start to cum. It felt like you woke up and chose to pleasure this morning. You chose to give me paradise and set about doing that with amazing intentionality. I can never thank you enough for that.”

Leah reached up and rubbed at her sore jaw with her hand saying, “a lot better than the last blowjob I gave.” She gave a knowing glance of sadness to the rearview mirror at me. I mouthed ‘it’s okay’ back to her. Several weeks had passed since our kinky play had turned into a straight up torture session, but my cock had healed quickly from the savage chewing she had imparted upon it. I gave her a reassuring smile and I could tell she enjoyed the attention as Marcus reached up and gently wrapped his fingers around her jaw and began massaging her cheeks saying “best blowjob I ever had by man or woman. Here, I’m the reason your cheeks are sore, I should help you out with stretching them back down.” He massaged her cheeks a bit as she lay there in his arms eventually his hand simply held her face in a smoochy pose and she looked at him expectantly. He leaned in and kissed her warmly before letting go and caressing her cheek intimately saying “you did good, girl. You got paradise inside your mouth there on the tip of that beautiful tongue of yours.” I didn’t need any light to see the glow spreading across Leah’s face in the wake of that compliment.

“We’re here.” I announced.

In years past, Leah and I had problems staggering up the stairs and down the hall to my apartment. I remember drunken evenings drinking deeply from one another’s lips as we would take turns pressing one or the other against the wall to deeply imbibe pleasure before staggering a few more feet towards the door. Now I led the way, a smile on my face, as Leah staggered her way along with Marcus. She giggled as he groped her through her dress suggestively. A loving sigh left my lips. This was going very well, and I could tell she was having an absolute blast with Marcus giving her all the masculine delights I no longer had possession of. Love swelled in my heart, but Marcus must have misinterpreted my expression as he suddenly stopped kissing my girlfriend and slapped a meaty hand down on my shoulder in a friendly way. I looked over my shoulder at him and his face turned serious as Leah hung around his shoulder with a broad, adoring smile on her face. Already one strap had started to slide down as the dress she wore had abandoned all hope of remaining with her body for much longer.

The door swung open to my apartment, and I flicked on the lights. Luckily, Marcus had low standards as he neglected to mention my sparsely decorated bachelor pad or the crummy state of my apartment building. In the wake of my sexual revulsion much of my pin-up art and other distracting bits of misogyny had found themselves stripped from my walls. Only over the past month or so had I endeavored to put up a few tastefully bland paintings just for something to look at other than renter’s beige. Mercifully, I had the foresight to clean up a bit in preparation for the evening as well as stock up on a few necessary components. I’m not sure why but the sight of the kitchen sparked a sense of hospitality in me.

“Would either of you like a drink?” I asked stepping over to the kitchenette area. A half-height wall formed an impromptu bar about it which opened up to the main living room.

Leah squinted at me briefly in disdain before Marcus wrapped an arm about her saying “A drink will be good.” He kissed the side of her head and whispered in her ear “we got all night, big girl, take it easy.”

He dragged her up to the bar where I produced a bottle of red wine from the fridge and uncorked it pouring out first two glasses and setting out a third for Leah before she grumbled “I don’t want a drink.”

I shrugged and recorked the bottle as Marcus sipped his wine and turned to her saying “what’s wrong, impatient?” Her face reddened and she put her hands on her hips indignantly, “holy shit.” Marcus said with a chuckle into his glass. I squinted at him in confusion briefly, but he said “you’re feeling sexual desire right now? Aren’t you?”

Leah swallowed hard and slid her strap back up on her dress with an indignant scowl on her face. Marcus gave a dismissive wave saying, “It’s a pain in the ass, isn’t it. You know how you’re feeling now? Like if you don’t get a cock inside you right now, you’re going to explode.” She pouted lightly but he gave her an encouraging pat on the shoulder saying, “Hey don’t feel bad. We’re all horny here, okay? The way you feel now, that’s the way men feel all the time.” He gestured towards me, himself, and her saying “don’t feel ashamed of how you’re feeling. I think it’s cute when a girl gets horny. Remember what I said before, I like my girls brave and assertive. You’re horny, own it. Say it.”

Leah looked to me as a complex swirl of emotions spread across her face. I prompted saying, “Sorry, I wasn’t thinking through on the drinks. I’ll just set these back in the fridge and…”

“I’m horny.” Leah blurted out.

Marcus gave her a broad smile and gestured for me to come out from around the bar saying “wonderful. You feel nice and wet between your thighs?”

Leah gasped and her face flushed as she breathlessly replied “yes.”

I stepped around the bar and Marcus patted the stool seat next to him saying “Good, have a seat here, Jason. Do you have a girly hard-on?”

She lowered her head and he continued, “Leah, forget the boy-girl bullshit for a second and see yourself just as a person like Jason and I are. If one of us had a couple of chicks wanting to bang, we would have hard-ons. I mean, I sure as hell would have a hard-on, wouldn’t you Jason?” 

I gritted my teeth. Leah’s eyes went wide as she looked at me and I must have appeared as a deer in a headlights, as I stammered out, “yeah, uh… back in the day... sure.”

Marcus ignored my careful phrasing as he gestured towards Leah saying, “You’re not some depraved criminal engaging in an illegal and immoral act. You’re not some poor little virginal victim reluctantly pleasuring two men because she has no other choice. You are a brave and lucky girl who got herself not just one but two men who are going to have sex with her tonight. Stop thinking about this as losing your value as a woman and start thinking of it as winning at life as a human.”

She looked up at him and he smiled at her encouragingly as he continued, “that’s got to be a bit exciting, right?”

“It is.” She admitted.

“And do you have a cute, little, girly hard-on to show us?” He prompted.

She bit her lower lip and grabbed the hem of her dress hiked it up rapidly, but Marcus grabbed her hands and stopped her saying “Relax girl, you are going to laid tonight. Let’s savor this moment a little bit, okay. We’ll miss it when three of us are all nothing more than a big tangled-up pile of flesh.” Leah glanced at me, and I shrugged as he continued, “Just ripping the clothing off that gorgeous body of yours would be like putting ketchup on filet mignon.”

He turned to me suddenly asking “You got any music in this joint?”

“You’re expecting me to dance for you?!” Leah scoffed.

“Oh, would you like me to go first?” Marcus countered with a broad, jovial smile.

Leah’s face fell and she looked to me.

Marcus chuckled saying, “didn’t anyone tell the two of you it was okay to have fun during sex? Or did you two always just bang missionary-style with your shirts on, lights off, no talking?”

He gestured towards me saying “your boy Jason here was saying you could use a confidence boost, and this is your chance. If you dance even half-as-good as you give head, I’m sure we’re in for a treat.”

Leah twisted her lips thoughtfully and replied, “I’ve never stripped before.” Marcus nodded saying “I’ve never had sex with a man and a woman at the same time before but here we are, all of us stepping out of our comfort zone. Actually, come to think of it, I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman strip before. How about you, Jason?”

“Uhm…” I gritted my teeth and Leah glared daggers at me. Lying would only cause more problems so I spoke truth saying, “I’ve been to a few clubs.” Leah pouted lightly at this, so I continued “but I’ve never seen a woman that I love strip before.”

Leah smiled lightly at this, and Marcus pulled me in with a half-hug which felt disturbingly warm and comforting. I hated to admit it, but I was growing accustomed to the feel of his touch and what started as an unwelcome intrusion had grown into something infinitely more familiar each time, he put his arm over my shoulder or pulled me in close. “Great. You’ll get a chance to see that tonight then. But we got to give the girl here some decent music to strip too. Got any tunes?”

“Uh, yeah, I umm…” I pulled out my phone and looked over at a nearby shelf saying, “I guess I got a wireless speaker we could use.”

I busied myself setting up an impromptu playlist consisting of pop hits with sexy lyrics while Marcus held Leah by her shoulders and gave her a pep talk. I think Marcus missed his calling. The guy could probably sell ice to an Eskimo. I even heard Leah say to him as he held her close, “you know, you could just take my dress off now.” And Marcus replied with a wink “yeah, but what’s the fun in that for either of us.”

An old song, “Earned it” by The Weeknd cued up slowly in the background beating out slow and sultry notes consisting of regular staccato beats against a largely quiet chord set. “Jason! Good thinking, man. This is a great song for stripping.” Marcus called out smiling at me broadly. I don’t know why, but this weirdly warmed my heart. Marcus had gone from stranger, to ‘some cock to give Leah a good time,’ to a person that I desired approval from in record time.

We took seats at the bar as Leah reached up and ran her hands through her hair seemingly unsure of what she should do for her dance. Her eyes flickered up to us and Marcus called out “you’ll do great, just let the beat take over.”

Leah’s toe slowly tapped to the music before she began to shift her hips back and forth rhythmically to the music. She lowered her arms and began to slide them from one side to the other. I recognized the dance she was doing as ‘the hula’ from Hawaii and I nearly laughed but Marcus neatly cut me off calling out “Yeah, now you’re getting it!” She gave a slight smile, and he pulled me in close whispering in my ear “if she asks you what I said later say I said something so demeaning and misogynistic I didn’t want her to hear it. Now, for fuck’s sake dude, say something encouraging to her. The whole point of making her dance is to build up the girl’s confidence. A girl who sucks cock like that deserves to feel good about herself.”

He let me go and we shared a look before I looked back at Leah. The music was right, her moves were ridiculous, but the way her body flexed sensually about in her scandalous little dress made up for the lack of talent. “You look gorgeous!” I called out to her. Her smile broadened and she mercifully changed up her move set lifting her arms wide and shifting her hips in a pantomime of an eastern belly dance. “Ah, hell yeah, shake those beautiful hips of yours, girl!” Marcus called out.

“You look amazing.” I continued. I realized after I said it that my compliments barely applied to her dancing. Marcus shot me a look and I shrugged so he rolled his eyes. The music swelled and, in seeming moment of inspiration, Leah leapt like a ballerina over to my dining table and grabbed one of my wooden chairs from there. I would like to say that it was one of those sexy, small, metal-framed Fosse styled chairs which show-girls strip on top off, but it wasn’t. Rather, it was a plain, wooden, chair that I had gotten on sale from a box department store many years ago. Still, this didn’t prevent Leah from sensually stepping around it and turning it about in her hands before straddling it backwards while reaching her hands forward and pulling them towards her chest in a ‘come-hither’ gesture.

“Oh, god, so sexy. Genius move, grabbing that chair. You’re great at this.” Marcus called out.

“Holy shit.” I muttered as Leah rested one hand on top of the chair and shimmied her chest letting her breasts swing back and forth sensually. She looked at me and, although I screamed no compliments like Marcus, my gape-jawed stare told her exactly how I felt in that moment. Her eyes widened as her own face drew open in surprise. It was one thing to attract a man, rather akin to shooting fish in a barrel, to seduce a eunuch like myself, held even greater power. She lifted her chin and her expression transitioned to the jaded confidence of a professional stripper as she slowly licked her tongue across her upper lip.

“Good job, girl. Now you can start taking clothing off and showing us that hot body of yours underneath.” Marcus cried out. The notes died down on the song as it transitioned to Demi Lovato’s “Cool for the summer.” Despite its overtly lesbian overtones, the beat suited the motion well as Leah reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. She teasingly lowered one strap than the other letting us see the rounded, smooth top of her breasts playfully before she let the top half of her dress fall down revealing her sweet, bulbous breasts. Per my suggestion to up our chances of securing a man for the evening, she wore no bra beneath her dress. Marcus whistled and clapped for her which brought a giggle to her mouth, and I joined in saying “absolutely stunning.”  She turned away from us and jerked her buttocks side to side in a sensual motion before she hooked thumbs under the folds of her dress and slid it down across her wide, deliciously round ass sweetly revealing her ripe cheeks and dark crack as she went. I had not suggested her to avoid panties, but it seemed she had made the executive decision on her own to forgo underwear all together. It dawned on me that she had prepared for a sexual encounter infinitely less formal and significantly more dangerous than the one we enjoyed now as she had dressed for easy access, even perhaps in a back-alley or bathroom. Mercifully, she did not have to resort to such depravity, and she smiled over her shoulder at us as both Marcus and I stared at her ass swinging side to side.

“Like what you see, gentlemen?” She called out to us in a deep and slutty voice.

“Hell yeah.”

“You were dressed to impress, girl.”

“Thank you.”  She said slowly turning around revealing her smooth body as well as her little triangle of neatly trimmed pubic hair nestled within the hidden valley of her crotch. She bit her lip and asked breathily “You wanted to see my girly little hard-on?”

I nodded. Beside me, Marcus practically salivated as he panted “yes.”

She kept shifting her weight slowly left and right as she spread her legs open and reached down. Her thin, beautiful fingers gently plied at the flesh on either side of her pussy, and she pried it open revealing the ripple of pink flesh and triangular folds of her womanhood. In truth, I couldn’t actually see her swollen clit from that distance, but I could see how glistening wet her pussy had grown as a faint trickle dripped down across her inner thigh.

“That’s the most gorgeous hard-on I’ve ever seen.” Marcus said with a broad smile. He gestured towards her to come to him saying “You can stop and come on over here. You did good. Was that scary?” She walked over to us wearing nothing, but her heels, and her face transitioned to something more akin to her normal appearance rather than the jaded glare she wore in her pantomime of a stripper. Her voice sounded high pitched and ecstatic as she giggled lightly like a girl who had just kissed a boy for the first time and now was going to tell her friends about it “Yes, but… was I really that good?”

“Oh, yeah.” I said with a nod. She gave me a sweet smile as Marcus patted the stool next to him. She cringed lightly and looked to me, and I shrugged saying “I cleaned up the place this morning.” She gingerly alighted on the stool facing out alongside Marcus. She shifted uneasily likely due to the feel of the bare, cool leather-padded seat pressed against the wettest and most delicious parts of her body. Marcus wrapped a beefy arm around her shoulders and released his grip around me. I flipped my phone around to turn the music off, but Marcus said.

“your turn, Jason.”

“What?” I asked in shock.

He gestured towards the floor in front of us saying “go on, Jason. Show me and your girlfriend here that beautiful body of yours.”

My eyes bugged out of my head, and I turned to Leah for some semblance of sanity. Instead, I saw Marcus’s hand slide in around under her arm and grasp her right breast massaging it sweetly. She smiled sweetly and I gathered that my proffered dancing had been part of Marcus’s pep-talk to her earlier. She said, “go ahead, Jason. I was scared at first too, but it’s kind of exciting showing off your body to others. I’m sure you’ll do great.”

“But I don’t have…” I started and then gritted my teeth shut hard descending into a cringing hiss. Marcus chuckled saying, “you don’t need a pair of D-cups to turn me on. Remember, I go both ways and I’m sure your girl here would like to see you reveal that sweet, veiny cock of yours and bouncy firm balls.”

I trembled and hugged myself saying “look, Marcus, we really picked you up for her. Just… I mean, you got to have a nice hard-on by now after her show and she’s clearly ready. Why don’t you go ahead and take her back to the bedroom for some fun. I’ll just sit out here and drink wine.” A look of concern crossed Marcus’s face as Leah said reassuringly “No, Jason, it will be fine, really.”

“What’s wrong man?” Marcus asked.

“I’m not a man.”

“You’re trans? Holy shit, I mean, some people go trans, but you transitioned hard. Whoever is managing your hormone supplements understood the assignment. You look great, dude.”
 

“It’s not that I’m a girl. I’m not…fully… a man.”

Marcus twisted his lips in confusion. I continued, “I lost my testicles.”

“I’m sure he doesn’t care about that.” Leah offered up.

“Oh, like you lost them in an industrial accident or something?”

“She cut them off.” I said gesturing towards Leah.

Marcus looked at Leah who smiled at him reassuringly. The hand he had been groping her with flew back to his own chest and he leapt from his seat staring at the gorgeous, naked woman like she was a rabid bear “Aright, I’m out. You’re cute, but not ‘wake up in a bathtub of ice’ cute. You all have a nice life, if you ever feel like contacting me again, don’t.” Marcus said all this in rapid success as he headed for the door.

Leah protested “no, wait, Marcus!”

“Because I asked her too.” I shouted out to him. He turned and squinted at me. I continued “my overactive sex drive was ruining my life. I had lost my love, I was facing multiple sexual harassment lawsuits, I had lost my job, lost everything so I asked my ex-girlfriend to castrate me.”

I gestured towards Leah, and she said, “he had a hard time convincing me to do it. I didn’t believe him at first, but he was completely serious. Don’t be afraid. I would never castrate a man against his will.”

“And… then… after castrating you… she started dating you again?” Marcus asked slowly in confusion.

I nodded.

“You two have a very complicated history.” Marcus said furrowing his brow.

Leah nodded saying, “probably enough to fill out a couple of kinky ebooks.”

I continued, “The reason I don’t want to strip is the same reason you’re here. I love Leah and our relationship is better than it ever has been but… I… I just can’t please her.”

“It’s called fingers and a tongue, man.” Marcus scoffed.

“I know.”

“It’s my fault. I pestered him for the real thing.” Leah said. She dropped her head slightly and said, “Maybe I’m the one who can’t keep their sexual desire in check.”

Marcus sighed and said, “God, the cute to crazy index is high as hell in this room right about now. If you two weren’t so fucking hot, I would be out that door already.” He looked up at me and said, “I understand your life choice. It’s not the route I would go, but I get it. You were in hot water and needed an out. You not having balls isn’t a problem as far as I’m concerned. You’re still a man at heart. You still have that chill swagger and confidence I like in a man. If anything, being castrated makes you a little bit like a trans. I can work with that, especially since sex with a trans is some of the best damn sex on the planet. Those guys girl hard.”

He gingerly stepped back over towards where Leah sat. “You promise not to hurt me?” He asked. Leah replied “Absolutely. Besides…” She gestured across her naked body saying, “it’s not like I have a scalpel in my pocket.”

He sat next to her but still eyed her suspiciously for a few seconds, before she leaned into him and whispered something into his ear. I still don’t know what she said but he visibly relaxed and wrapped an arm around her waist. She leaned across him as his hand dipped down along her abdomen lightly toying with her bellybutton for a moment before diving deeper. She gasped briefly before a soft, languid look flushed across her face as she looked at me dreamily.

“Go ahead, Jason.”

I drained the remainder of my wine glass for courage and reluctantly stepped out onto our impromptu dance floor. Ariana Grande crooning out “Side-to-side” started on my playlist and I sighed muttering “of course it did” under my breath. Nothing says masculine quite like having a girl sing about her sexuality while you strip for your girlfriend and her new lover. That awkward fear welled within my heart for a moment but then I looked into Leah’s eyes as she moaned lightly with Marcus’s caressing massage of her clit. A faint smile crossed my face. Even naked and on the receiving end of a delicious finger, she looked so powerful, so real, so important. I looked to Marcus and my eyes naturally trailed along the bulging muscles of his chest and shoulder down towards his own crotch. Something meek and delicious rose within me at the sight of him casually sexualizing my girlfriend in my presence. Pretty soon, would he be sexualizing me? He left no confusion about his desire for me.

Would I let him have sex with me?

“Don’t get ahead of yourself” I whispered under my breath as I closed my eyes and turned away from them. I followed the tune of the song and swung my hips side-to-side in what must have been the stupidest attempt at a sexy dance. I felt the tails of my grey sports jacket swish against my trousers as I crudely pantomimed a sensual beat with my non-sensual body. I slowly jutted out one arm and then the other before raising my hands up and rolling my shoulders back to slide my jacket down. Despite the ludicrous nature of my dance, the reaction came immediately as Marcus hooted “Nice!” Leah yelped and gave a shuddering “oh, God yes.”

“Keep going man. The more you take off the closer I bring your girl to orgasm. By the time you’re naked I hope to have this girl squirting all over your stool here. I owe her that at least for the nice things she did to me in your car.”

“Slow down, slow down.” Leah panted out in desperation. Then with a bit more control in her voice she continued, “I want to watch Jason strip.”

“You and me both, big girl. You and me both.”

I turned back to face them as the pulsing music throbbed on. I tossed my jacket aside casually, but kept my eyes closed out of sheer embarrassment. I started unbuttoning my shirt revealing more-and-more of my chest as I went all the while gyrating my hips.

“Open your eyes, Jason.” Leah called out. I did as I had been instructed and saw her now spread-eagle on the stool with Marcus’s middle finger stroking her right between the labia. She shuddered and gave me a sex-addled smile as Marcus remarked, “yeah, you’re gorgeous Jason. You’re nailing it, just keep going.”

Marcus drew my attention as I stripped off my shirt and began unbuckling my belt. I felt his eyes across my body as I went. The submissive feeling came over me again and now, I wanted it. I wanted this powerful man to see my soft and useless cock. I wanted him to see how weak and vulnerable I am.

I wanted him…

…to have my body.

I gave up dancing for Leah and began dancing for Marcus. He practically salivated as I slid my belt off and I realized that, for the first time in my life, someone openly expressed their sexual attraction to me. I felt the cold air of my apartment prick at my thighs and buttocks as I slid my pants down slowly. I paused for a moment with the hem of my trousers and underwear, both of which I had hooked under my thumb, came to the very base of my cock. Leah whimpered out and begged “Oh, god! Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!”

I licked my lips as I slid my pants over my cock and let them fall around my ankles. Leah screamed and gasped with her mouth wide open as Marcus furiously strummed away at her clit. She bucked and nearly fell off the stool. She would have except he grabbed her in close and held onto her as she screamed and thrust against his fingers. Nothing of the powerful, cool, collected woman remained within her in that moment as she succumbed herself to animalistic pleasure as her body leaked womanly juices across the stool.

As she finished her ecstatic climax, she hung limp as a ragdoll in Marcus’s arms with occasional twitches of after-shocks of sexual pleasure shuddering through her body as her eyes remained crossed and unfocused and her mouth hung open limply.

“Damn, Jason, and you say you can’t pleasure a woman.” Marcus chuckled. I gritted my teeth feeling conspicuously naked in his presence and said, “you did most the work.”

“Yeah, but she was looking at you. You got your brain turned off now big girl?”

Leah only moaned in response.

Marcus smiled “Good girl.” He tipped her back up and said, “give me a kiss, good girl.” Leah planted a sloppy, open-faced kiss on his lips which he returned relishing the delicious taste of her womanly desire. “Do you need a little rest, big girl?”

Leah took in a deep breath and said, “no.” A Cheshire cat like smile spread across her face as she said “Marcus, please, I want to give you a hug so bad.”

“You’re hugging me now.”
 

“I mean I want to hug your cock…

…with my pussy.”

“You got a bed in this joint?” Marcus asked me.

I lead the way as Marcus carried Leah, scooped up in a fireman’s style carry, over to my meager bedroom. She giggled and smiled as he carried her leaning it to give him kisses. I shrugged and started to pick my clothes up off the ground. “You come too, sweet guy.” Marcus said to me as he stepped past holding Leah. Leah tipped her head back over Marcus’s elbow and smiled at me upside down saying “yes, come on too, Jason. You helped pick Marcus up, you get to take part in the spoils of romance.” I followed along quietly, not sure what I should actually do in terms of sexual pleasure. My cock twitched very lightly but little else occurred for me.

A surreal feeling overcame me as I followed Marcus and Leah into the very same bedroom where she had removed my sexuality not too long ago. He set her feet down on the floor and gave her one more kiss before instructing her “take my clothes off, good girl.” Leah’s hands set about in a frenzy as she started tugging at the belt on his pants. To my surprise, Marcus pulled me in to him and tipped his head to the side I didn’t have time to react before I felt his lips on my own. I started to struggle but I felt a meaty, warm arm wrap around my shoulder as he kept his hips pointed forward for Leah to tug his pants off. In that moment, that now familiar, strange, warmly submissive feeling overtook me once more as Marcus drank from my lips and ran his hands adoringly across my body. I could sense how much he desired me, and the strange revelation overtook me so much that it felt like my soft little cock had grown warm and wet.

My eyes fluttered open slightly to see Leah kneeling before us. In her right hand she held onto Marcus’s massive meat-monster gripping it at the base and tipping it up, but her mouth had wrapped around my now small and soft cock in a deliciously sweet suckling kiss. Her eyes opened and she gave a parting kiss before withdrawing her head back. She kissed her fingertips and gently pressed them against my now empty scrotum like a pilgrim paying homage as she said, “gone but not forgotten.”

She rose to her feet and Marcus released his hold on my putting his hands up to let her strip his shirt off revealing his muscular, barrel-chested frame. A soft scattering of chest-hair covered him and terminated into a thin, winding treasure trail which descended from his belly button to his cock.

“Good girl.” Marcus said as he swung Leah up and over onto the bed. She giggled as he manhandled her easily using his powerful grip. Within moments she lay spread-eagle open and ready to receive him. I watched and smiled as he lined up his hips between her beautiful, open legs and pressed his cock deep inside her slowly descending inch by delicious inch. She groaned passionately and said “oh, god, yes, that’s what I needed.” I internally breathed a sigh of relief. We had succeeded. I had gotten her cock and my heart felt overwhelmed with happiness for her.

“Jason, come down here.” Leah called out and I squinted in confusion. She gestured behind Marcus’s back, and I hesitantly slid in down on the bed beside her. I looked up at Marcus who looked back at me in confusion as he slowly thrust balls deep inside my girlfriend. It seemed even he didn’t know what Leah wanted me to do. “Oh, god, Jason, thank you so much for this. Marcus, you’re amazing.”

“You feel pretty damn good yourself, big girl. Nice and tight. I can tell you been missing this.”

“I have.” She whispered as she grabbed my face and turned it towards her kissing me deep and passionately. I felt her thigh pressed across my hips pulse and spread pushing against me in tempo to Marcus’s thrusts. “Oh, my god, having two men at once really is paradise.” She gasped releasing the kiss briefly before drawing me in for another kiss. I grew brave and reached across her chest fondling her breast feeling the hot, sizzling sensation of her flesh and Marcus’s press against me as I pinched her small nipple between my fingers bringing a yelp of pain to her mouth which soon devolved into a groan of pleasure as Marcus continued thrusting against her his tempo growing faster and more frantic as he went.

“Oh, god, yes, cum inside me.” She pleaded as Marcus groaned loudly giving a shuddering orgasm. I backed away just in time for him to collapse across her lying hot and heavy across her lithe, beautiful body. She gasped and shuddered herself turning her face to look at me with a far-away stare of paradise. “Thank you” she breathily whispered to me. She then brought up a small hand and caressed sweetly against Marcus’s cheek with it as he lay panting across her chest.

“God, that little girl who threw your heart away was a fucking idiot. You’re amazing.” He didn’t move but a smile spread across his face, and I think I saw his eyes begin to glisten at her words. He righted himself and kissed her sweetly across the lips before slowly pulling his body back. I watched as his powerful cock plopped wetly out from her pussy. Despite the pleasure he had just received, his veiny cock was just as hard as ever. He lay down on the bed on the opposite side of Leah.

“Have a seat, big girl. That pussy of yours is lonely and needs to be fed more than once.” Leah looked at me with that same, juvenile glance of permission and I nodded, as if I would have said ‘no’ now. She held out a hand and I took it helping her up and helping her balance as she spread her legs straddling across Marcus’s thighs reverse cowgirl style. I held her hands and we looked down at his veiny cock which would soon penetrate her body. Leah bit her lip and looked at me asking “are you doing okay with all this?”

“Of course.”

“Good. Hold his cock up for me.” She said. I gingerly reached down and grabbed the base of the veiny, sloppy-wet rod. That strange, surreal sensation of holding another man’s cock made me grit my teeth but Leah whispered to me “good, Jason, thank you so much for getting this cock for me.” She lowered her body down onto his cock tipping her head back and sighing as she went. “God, it feels so amazing inside me.” She licked her lips and said, “would you make me cum all over it, I want you to make me orgasm like a good girl and squirt all my dirty juices over his rock-hard powerful cock.”

“My pleasure.” I replied kissing her lips as I massaged her breasts. I kissed down her cheek and across her neck bringing fresh moans to her mouth as her body began instinctually thrusting back and forth on Marcus’s cock all of its own accord. Pale, smooth flesh filled my vision as I straddled across Marcus’s hairy knees kissing Leah’s pink areolas and suckling her nipples feeling the delicious, warm bit of flesh fill between my teeth. I bent lower and kissed my way across her abdomen as she whimpered “oh, Jason, yes, I love you torture me with teasing.” I stuck my tongue into her fleshy little belly button briefly making her squeeze her hips together and bringing a groan of pleasure from Marcus’s mouth behind her. As I finally came to her crotch, I had a bit of a quandary. Sure, I had gone down on a woman before but never with a man’s balls right there. Her delicious pussy hole lay skewered open and I compromised on what I would do by placing my hand on top of Marcus’s ripe, furry nut-sack feeling his balls shift and flex beneath my fingers as I licked at her clitoris bringing near instantaneous whimpers of pleasure to the mouth of the woman who had already been driven nearly mad with desire.

“Oh, Jason, that feels amazing.” The low voice grumbled, and I realized that Marcus enjoyed what I was doing as well. He spread his knees open letting me bite down my trepidation and slide my body in between the legs of the man who was fucking my girlfriend. I continued licking her feeling both hairy man legs and smooth woman legs press across either side of my body. I don’t know why, but a strange desire overcame me, and I removed my hand from his testicles. Two, ripe, warm, fleshy eggs of manhood, the very things I used to have but now had forsaken, presented themselves to me. I knew what I would like if I was him and a part of me wanted to see what it would be like, sort of a bucket-list thing I suppose. I gingerly kissed one testicle feeling the warm flesh with my lips and drawing forth a pleasured groan from Marcus. I then worked up my courage to open wide and bring the entire egg into my mouth feeling hot, sweety manhood between my jaws pulsating with pleasure as Leah now rhythmically raised and lowered herself on his cock “Oh, god, you two are fucking amazing!” Marcus moaned out. I released his testicle with my mouth and then sucked in his other one strumming my thumb across Leah’s clit as she desperately pressed her hands into my back for support. I could tell she was close, so I released my hold of his balls and returned to give her a final lick. Her shrieks and howls of pleasure filled the air as wetness trickled down across Marcus’s manhood and she gripped onto my shoulders shivering with pleasure.

“Hop back, Jason, I got to finish this big girl off.” Marcus said. I slid back and in one deft motion he flipped her over onto the bed with her ass in the air and her face collapsed into the covers. He thrust and pounded against her ass as her eyes rolled back into her head and her mouth hung open slack and pleasured. He grunted loudly as he came within her, and she collapsed into a twitching pile of pleasure.

He panted as he stood back up off the bed and surveyed his accomplishments. She lay face down, sprawled open with cum dripping out from her wide-open pussy. Occasionally her leg would twitch spasmodically as her long, blonde hair clung wetly against her back. Her head lay flopped to the side as her mouth drooled onto my bed covers. Her eyes were dreamy and unfocused.

Marcus patted her round, pale ass cheek with his hand bringing no further response from her beyond a faint whimper as he said “you did good, big girl. You get some rest.”

He turned towards me and grabbed me up into a hug. I felt his warm, powerful body press against my own as he whispered into my ear “thank you, Jason. Your girl was amazing.”

I felt his hand trail down my abdomen and curl around my flaccid cock as he continued “it’s your turn now.”

“Huh?” I muttered back weakly as he massaged me.

“You ready to become like her?” He said nodding his head towards where Leah lay collapsed in a pleasured heap of flesh.

My mind said ‘no’, but my mouth spoke “Yes.”

I’m not sure what happened next. You know, fucking a man stronger than you is kind of like riding a roller coaster. You hop in and submit your body to the trip that the powerful machine is going to take it on. I knew he wasn’t going to hurt me, but the mind-bending physics of what occurred next still took me off guard as he scooped me up and lay me on my back across the bed. For the first time in my life, someone grabbed my ankles and held them up with my legs spread. I felt his cock lay warm underneath my own and I looked to see my small flaccid cock resting atop the head of his meaty tool. He lined up my hips and lowered himself to press against my anus. I puckered up instinctively at the sensation. “Shh… don’t worry. Your girl got me nice and wet. It will slide in sweet and smooth.” I swallowed hard and relaxed my body as a wave of submissive desire flowed over me once more. I felt his hot, wet, warm flesh tip press against me and then, with a little more force, slide firmly inside. I felt my body stretch in ways it had never been stretched before as a sickly-sweet sensation of pleasure emanated from within my body.

“So, this is what it feels like to be fucked as a woman.” My mind contemplated as I gasped painfully as he forced himself deeper inside me. He saw me cringe and he stopped “God you’re so fucking tight.” I felt his cock retract a little bit from me and the pain subsided as he went. It still felt like he was rearranging my intestines with his meaty cock. He lifted my left ankle up onto his shoulder and I nearly giggled at a sight I never expected to experience of my leg sprawled across another man’s chest as he fucked me. He reached down with his hand and massaged my flaccid and useless cock. “Let’s give you a bit of time to relax and open up before I go any deeper.” I felt him thrusting rhythmically inside of me, but he kept shallow for the time being.

“Thank you.” I whispered shuddering at the overwhelming sensations. I felt his warm palm as he lay his hand flat across my abdomen in a reassuring touch. I lay there like that feeling like I was riding on the ocean, in a manner of speaking, riding the rhythmic waves of his thrust. There is something peaceful about being fucked as opposed to being the one doing the fucking. Something deep within me began to twitch alive at the penetrative sensation of his cock and I moaned lightly at the nauseating pleasure of it.

“You never thought you would experience sexual pleasure again after she took your balls off, did you?”

I shook my head and he smiled.

“You’re so beautiful and amazing, that would be a wretched shame for someone so beautiful and amazing to lose their sexuality all together.”

I gasped as he lined my hips up and gripped them tight as he continued “All she did was unlock a new form of sexuality for you. One I’m going to teach you about tonight.” I stared at him panting and wide-eyed as he asked “ready?”

I nodded.

Slowly, inch by delicious inch, his powerful cock penetrated deep into my body. I submitted my will and my core to serving his pleasure and some repressed part of me loved it. My ass ached in pain at the stretch, but my core twitched with pleasure. “Holy shit.” He said as I finally felt my buttocks come to rest against his thighs and I knew his cock now plunged full deep inside me.

He paused for a moment and reached up to caress my cheek as he continued “I’m so glad you spoke to me, Jason. I want you to know that. Sex with the two of you… well…” He gasped and stared off in the distance for a moment before continuing “it healed me. I won’t say it healed me of all the damage she did to me, but some part of me found peace here with you both I never could find anywhere else.” I now knew how Leah felt the moments he paused and got emotionally intimate while they were physically intimate. I abandoned any illusion of masculinity as I reached up and pressed hold of his hand against my cheek nuzzling my face into his warm palm before kissing his fingers.

“Thank you for this, Jason.” He said as he lowered his hands and held onto my shoulders to steady me for what he was about to do inside my ass next. I groaned as he thrust deep inside me back and forth. Shockingly, my cock grew erect as I felt his engorged cock skewering my body deliciously. I grunted and focused on the pleasure I felt from his fuck closing my eyes and biting my lips. Caressing rubs from a smooth-tipped cock played along my prostate letting ridged veins of his meaty shaft stretched my ass destroying any illusion of manhood I might have held onto. I let them go, the way a child releases a balloon, and let Marcus take my anal virginity. With a few more thrusts I felt his cock swell incredibly large within me such that my own body began pulsating and twitching around it when suddenly my own orgasm broke out and my small, weak cock squirted cum all over my abdomen as Marcus howled in pleasure filling my ass with his own cum as we orgasmed together there deliciously. 

I panted with my eyes closed and let my head flop to the side I opened my eyes and saw Leah now propped up against the head of the bed fingering her pussy with her mouth slacked open as she stared at me getting fucked by another man. She bit her lower lip and smiled at me whispering “I love you so much.”

I felt Marcus slide weakly out of me and lay down on the bed next to me panting for a moment before asking “you got a shower in this place, man?”

“yeah.”

“Can I use it?”

“Can I join you?”

“Me too.” Leah piped up.

I would like to write here about all the sexy things that happened in the shower. Truth be told, however, fitting two people in a shower is a pain in the ass, fitting three people in it is god damn fifth-dimensional physics. Other than a few gropes and giggles, little of sexual note happened during the shower. I distributed towels as we piled out from the shower feeling warm, fresh, and clean.

“I know it may be…uh… brazen to ask but… can I spend the night here.” Marcus said. “Of course.” Leah piped up and I gave her a scoffing look before sighing and saying, “yeah you can stay here.”

“Great.” Marcus replied. He stepped in and wrapped an arm around me and another one around Leah pulling us both into a hug. “I can never thank the two of you enough for giving me this experience.” He looked to Leah and said, “for helping me realize not all women are the same.” He looked to me and continued “for having the balls to try something new.” I chuckled and he continued “It’s just a figure of speech. Even if you don’t have them, you were still brave tonight, Jason, and I’m grateful for it.”

He nuzzled his head in between us and I felt his warm, powerful body press against me while Leah pressed against my side as he continued “thank you both.”

He let us go and gestured towards the bed asking “I never slept as a set of three before. Not sure how this works.”

“You can be in the middle.” Leah offered.

I nodded in agreement. He slid in under the covers as I went through my apartment turning off the lights and locking the door. By the time I came back, I saw Leah had taken up a position on her side facing towards him with her head on his shoulder and her small, lithe hand wrapped around the firm shaft of his cock. I suppose another man would have been upset by this, but I was clearly past such feelings. Even more so, when he opened up his other arm inviting me to lay down beside him on the other side. I turned off the bedside lamp and curled up beside him. That submissive desire filled me again and I slid my hand down across his naked frame cupping my palm and fingers around his warm, ripe balls hearing him groan pleasurably at my touch.

“You two really are paradise.” He sighed contentedly.

He turned to me and asked, “you got any flour and eggs in this joint?”

“uhm… yeah.” I replied.

He kissed my forehead and said “great. Tomorrow morning I’m going to make you two the best damn waffles you’ve ever had.”

“I look forward to it.” Leah murmured in the dark from beside him.

“Me too.” I said as his organs, the very ones I no longer possessed, relaxed lovingly down into the palm of my hand.
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