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He Sampled Her Boyfriend

I’m not into guys, really. I’ve never been into them. Anna never believes me about that, she’s always making sly jokes or hinting at stuff, but I’m not gay. Maybe I’m not quite as straight as I thought either though.

When Anna came over for our regular Beer and Pizza night on Friday I didn’t think anything about it. We’ve been friends since college and this has been our routine ever since then. Unless Anna is in one of her obsessive phases where she can’t stop humping her boyfriend long enough to come over. Fortunately none of her boyfriends last that long. I swear she’s working her way through the entire male population of the city.

Usually though every Friday she comes over to my place with beers and a movie. I supply the pizza and we both get buzzed and laugh at shit. It’s a great way to let off steam after a long week of doing nothing worthwhile at work. The  movies Anna brings are usually crap but after a few beers it doesn’t matter. We heckle and laugh and just chill.

No, it’s not sexual. We did kiss once, years ago, but Anna clearly wasn’t into it so that’s as far as it’s ever gone. Soon I’ll be the only straight guy in the city who hasn’t gotten in her vag. I guess that makes me special? Yay lucky me!

This weeks movie was some shitty rom-com thing that couldn’t even afford recognizable actors. God knows why she picked it, Anna has to be about the least romantic person I know.  She’s more interested in what’s in a guy’s pants than what is in his heart. It was short too and we still have a couple of beers and some pizza left to finish.

“So what we gonna watch now?” I asked taking another swig of beer and savoring the bitter liquid. Anna shrugged, then grinned.

“Porn?” She asked. That was her favorite suggestion. I swear Anna watches more porn than most guys do. Normally I say no. Tonight I was drunker than usual and well, honestly, I hadn’t gotten any in ages. I was horny okay?

“Sure.” I said, taking another swig of the beer. Anna looked surprised but she didn’t hesitate, pulling out her phone and swiping through to find something, then casting it onto the tv. Figures she’d have a porn stash on her phone, can’t go without for fifteen minutes!

She wasn’t messing around either, this was some hardcore shit. It started with a woman on all fours and taking a giant cock in her pussy. I leaned back, shocked more by the abruptness than the content. I guess I’ve always been a little vanilla in my tastes, but it’s not like I haven’t seen this stuff before. Anna laughed at my reaction

“We haven’t even gotten to the good part yet.” She said.

I either had to look at her and acknowledge we were both sitting her watching porn, or just keep staring at the screen, so I stared at the screen. It’s awkward watching porn with friends. Your body doesn’t care of course, it just reacts, but your brain is screaming the whole time “don’t get hard, don’t get hard!”

I sprung.

Anna looked straight at it of course. She just smirked though and didn’t say anything. So I sat there and pretended it wasn’t happening. If in doubt, deny!

The porn was certainly attention grabbing, the big titted blonde was still on her hands and knees but now she was working on a cock with her mouth as well as taking it from behind. If the first one had been huge, this one was off the scale massive. I stared in awe as she somehow swallowed the whole thing.

“Impressive isn’t it?” Anna grinned at me and I nodded non-committally, swiftly returning to watching as the blonde bobbed her head up and down, taking that huge cock into her throat.

It was just so big. Far bigger than me certainly, bigger than I’d really thought a cock could be. And the man who owned it had a swagger to him that said he knew he had more than most. Were there other guys like that out there.

“Can’t take your eyes of it.” Anna teased. “Wishing you were there?”

“I’m not gay Anna.” I sighed, her constant innuendo was getting old.

“But you’re spending more time staring at that guy’s cock than you are at those big tits. Don’t you like tits any more Sean?”

“Give it a rest Anna. I’ve seen the way you stare at women in porn but I don’t go calling you a lesbo!”

“That’s because I’m not.” Anna, shrugged. “I tried it, back in college, it’s fun but it’s missing something. That thing!” She laughed pointing at the huge cock which was now spurting all over the blonde’s face and neck.

“Wait, what, when?” That bit of news caught me by surprise. I thought Anna told me about all of her sexual encounters.

“Oh back in college mostly,  and occasionally… you know. We’re not all as repressed as you Sean. Some of us can be honest about our desires.”

“Yeah everyone knows how much you love cock.” I shot back, but you can’t shame Anna when it comes to sex.

“And what about you? You’re not into guys okay. Are you into cock? Or do you want cock to get into you?” She snorted with laughter but she had hit on a nerve and I didn’t have a good comeback line.

See my dirty little secret is that I do look at the guy’s cocks when I watch porn. I’m really not into guys at all, but there is something about the shape of a cock as it slides into a mouth or pussy. I don’t know, it’s just… exciting.

The video had finished and Anna was staring at me now, she knew she was onto something. I should have denied her accusation, but I’d left it too long.

“It’s okay Sean. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.” She said, her voice soft and soothing. “Seriously that thing was beautiful. Who wouldn’t want it?”

I looked down at my hands, deeply uncomfortable and not trusting myself to speak. I needed to change the subject, but I didn’t know how or to what. Anna had found a weakness though and she wasn’t about to let go.

“Have a told you about Miguel?” She asked. “My current FWB”

“FWB?” I didn’t look up.

“Friend with benefits.” She said and I could hear the laughter in her voice. “Mostly one, big, benefit.”

“How big?” I couldn’t help myself, I looked up as I asked the question. Curiosity will get you every time. Anna’s eyes captured mine and she smiled lewdly.

“Bigger than the one you just watched.” She said. “He’s a mouthful and then some.”

“You can…” I paused trying to frame the question, but Anna knew exactly what I was asking.

“Took a little practice, but yes.” She said. “You have to kind of build up to it, you know?” She paused glancing at my crotch and the obvious bulge there. “I don’t mind if you jerk off.” She said. “It’s porn, that’s what it’s for.”

I stared back at her, unable to look away now. This was my friend for years. My platonic friend, and she’d just told me to masturbate right in front of her. How fucking weird was that?

“Actually it’s kinda hot to watch a guy stroke.” She continued. “It’s okay, I know you’re not as big as Miguel.”

Ouch, that hurt. Though I had no doubt it was true. Still… I unbuttoned my jeans and slipped my hand inside. My cock was hot and hard to the touch.

“Still so modest.” Anna smirked. “Let me tell you more about Miguel’s cock. It’s not the longest I’ve ever had but it’s thick, that makes it hard to fit in my mouth.”

I let out a soft moan, squeezing my shaft tighter as she spoke. I could picture her leaning over this Miguel and slowly taking his big cock in her mouth, its thickness pushing her lips apart.

“Like I said you’ve got to build up to it. I lick it first. Long, slow strokes along the shaft. Miguel really likes that. Gets him so hard. And then I work up the shaft to the tip and I run my tongue around it, just teasing you know? Flicking the tip and making him twitch.”

My cock pulsed, I closed my eyes. It was easier than looking at Anna and I could picture her tongue on that big cock. My hand pushed deeper into my pants, stroking and squeezing my dick.

“Then, when I’ve got it good and wet, I take the head in my mouth. No teeth, that’s important, though some guys like it. Just the head, sucking, swirling my tongue around it. I use my hand on his shaft, kinda like you are right now.” She giggled gently.

I moved my legs apart, my jeans were pushed down now as I sought easier access to my cock. Too far gone to think clearly I pulled it free from my boxers so my hand could move easily up and down.

“That’s better isn’t it?” Anna encouraged me. “Mmmm…  nice. Stroke it, just like I stroke Miguel.”

My only answer was a groan.

“Of course Miguel always wants more.” She continued. “So I work his cock into my mouth, bobbing down taking more each time. It’s so big I can’t take it all without throating him. That takes practice, or you’ll throw up. You’ve got to kind of relax and go with it. Miguel, he gets carried away sometimes, if I don’t take him deep enough he may grab my head and push, but I know what I’m doing. I keep sucking and tonguing his cock as it goes deeper. It feels amazing to have that hot, thick shaft in my mouth. I know you’d like it.”

I grunted again, my hand slick with my pre-cum as it moved up and down my cock, my mind fixated on Anna’s every word.

“Miguel has stamina, I love that about him, but nobody can take that for very long.” Anna whispered, her voice low and throaty now as her own excitement came out. “I can tell when he’s about to cum. It’s the way his cock twitches and throbs in my mouth. Sometimes I swallow, sometimes he likes to cum all over my face. Which would you like to do Sean?”

She stopped talking, waiting for an answer to her question perhaps, but I had no answer. I was lost in my own fantasies now. The thought of that huge cock with lips wrapped around it blotted everything else out. My hand squeezed and stroked, a blur as I worked myself towards my own orgasm.

Anna watched silently, perhaps not wanting to disturb me when I was so close. And I was close. With another moan I thrust my hips up and cum spurted from my cock to land on my stomach and t-shirt.

“Mmmm…. I think you needed that.” Anna said when I was done.

I looked at her, now deeply embarrassed by my performance.

“Dude, I keep telling you, it’s okay to want cock!” She grinned. “Time for me to go, see ya!”

*     *     *     *

Sleep well?

The text from Anna popped up on my phone the next morning. As usually she packed a lot of innuendo into a few words. I wasn’t rising to the bait.

Yeah

I responded, keeping it short so I wouldn’t get drawn in.

So… you want to see it?

That made me pause. It was early still and maybe my brain wasn’t awake, but I couldn’t think what it was. Then, it dawned on me. She was offering to show me Miguel’s cock. The one she had described so lovingly the night before. The one I had jerked off thinking about.

I was glad I was on my own at home and not out in public, because I can’t imagine what my reaction would have looked like to strangers. The smart move here was to say no and maybe Anna would drop it. Okay, she probably wouldn’t drop it, but no doubt Miguel would be history in a couple of weeks.

Sure.

Yeah, that’s not what I was going to type, not until I started pressing the letters. Thing is, I really was curious if this cock lived up to the hype. I mean, bigger than the one from last night’s porn? Nah. Couldn’t be.

Except it was. I mean it’s hard to judge scale on a screen the size of a phone but I knew the size of Anna’s hands and it sure like it was her delicate fingers wrapped around that massive shaft. As promised not only was Miguel pretty long, he was fat. It seemed like Anna’s, admittedly dainty, hands could barely wrap themselves around his thickness.

What would it feel like I wondered, to touch a cock like that. The warmth, the soft yet hard feeling and the ridges just beneath the skin. Miguel wasn’t cut, but the foreskin was pulled back to expose the glistening purple head of his cock and it was easy to imagine myself jacking him, moving the foreskin across that head.

You hard?

No.

But I was. My cock was rigid in my boxers and my mind was, again, full of images of Miguel’s cock.

Sure.

Anna was certain she’d got me figured out and the frustrating thing was she was right. I just didn’t want to have to admit it to her. She wasn’t going to give up though. Another picture arrived, this one even more graphic than before.

Anna’s hands were still wrapped around the shaft, but I could see I her tongue as well touching the head of Miguel’s cock and what could only be cum was dribbling down his shaft and over her fingers.

Don’t spend all day in bed.

I waited for another text, another picture, but there wasn’t one. Anna was done with her teasing for the moment. She was right, I was in bed. I like to sleep in on Saturdays. I like to lay in bed and jerk off. I stared at the photos on my phone my hand wrapped comfortably around my cock. It just felt right. I didn’t make a conscious decision, I just started stroking again.

At least Anna wasn’t here this time, although she obviously figured this was what I’d do when she sent the photos. She knows me too well. Part of me wanted to get up just to spite her. But most of me just wanted to cum.  So I flipped between the pictures again as my hand began its familiar Saturday morning routine. Up and down, squeezing. Thumb spreading the pre-cum over the head of my cock.  Unlike last night where the goal was to cum and cum quickly, this morning I was going to tease myself.

Damn, that cock was huge. And the way her tongue just licked at the purple head of it. That cum, dripping down over her fingers. I could picture a hand moving up and down the shaft, milking every drop from his cock. Just like I was doing to mine.

*     *     *     *

I wasn’t expecting any visitors that evening, but when I answered the buzzer it was Anna, so of course I let her up. Opening the door to her I was surprised to see a large, well built man standing next to her.

“Hey Sean, this is Miguel.” Anna waved her hand in Miguel’s direction, her eyes full of mischief. “I thought it was time you met.”

“Uh… hey Miguel. Come in.” I waved them both into the apartment and then closed the door behind them. “So… uh. Nice to meet you.” I floundered. “Anna’s said’ good things about you.”

Anna snorted and hurriedly covered her face with her hand. I glared at her. Miguel didn’t seem flustered or concerned about the byplay. He seemed like the sort of guy who was always laid back and confident. Something I’d never been.

“Have a seat.” I said, gesturing towards the living room. Anna lead Miguel to the sofa and they sat down next to each other, her hand on his thigh. I glared at her again, but she just raised her eyebrows in pretend confusion. “So can I get you anything?” I asked.

“A beer would be nice.” Miguel said. I nodded and headed to the kitchen to grab some from the fridge. Whatever Anna was up to this time, I could probably do with some alcohol in my system. When I came back, Anna’s hand had moved from Miguel’s leg and was now blatantly resting on his crotch.

She glanced over at me as I entered the room, but made no effort to move her hand. I handed Miguel a beer and then offered another bottle to Anna, she indicated to put it on the floor so I bent down and placed it next to her feet, an action which brought me much closer to Miguel’s crotch than I wanted to be. Close enough to see that under Anna’s hand was a substantial bulge. She really wasn’t kidding about how big he was. I immediately flashed back to the photos from this morning.

When I stood up again Anna was watching me, a sly smirk on her face. I felt my cheeks heat slightly, but couldn’t say anything without cluing Miguel in on what was going on. So instead I sat down and tried to start up some casual conversation. It was the usual stuff about weather and work and sports, but it was hard to concentrate because the whole time Anna’s hand was moving.

She did it slowly and subtly enough that at first I thought I was mistaken, but soon it became clear that she was massaging Miguel’s dick right in front of me. Miguel didn’t say anything, but he also made no effort to stop what she was doing. Instead she spread his legs wider apart, lounging on my sofa.

I tried not to stare, but it’s one of those things that’s hard to ignore. I’m sure it must have been obvious that I wasn’t really listening. More than once I found myself expected to answer a question and not being sure what I’d been asked. The bulge in Miguel’s jeans just kept growing. Anna continued to run her hands along the now obviously erect cock and I found my eyes being drawn to it again and again.

“Sean is really curious about your big cock.” Anna said suddenly. I almost jumped out of my seat in shock at her words and opened my mouth to deny it, but she just kept going. “Why don’t we let him see it?”

“Sure.” Miguel shrugged, like it was no big deal. Anna’s hands deftly unzipped him then worked on the belt and buttons.

“People are always curious about Miguel’s dick.” She explained. “He’s used to it.”

I just sat their like an idiot as she moved his jeans and briefs down enough to pull his cock free. It was massive and hard and right in front of me. I stared silently as Anna wrapped her hand around that thick shaft and slowly jacked Miguel’s cock. Her eyes were on me the whole time.

“It really is big isn’t it Sean?” She said, her hand moving up and down, the motion mesmerizing. I nodded. “So did you cum this morning? Did you jerk off to the pics I sent you.”

I didn’t answer her, but my flushed face and the fact I couldn’t pull my eyes away from Miguel’s cock for more than a few seconds was the only response she really needed. Her hand kept it’s slow and steady pace, teasing Miguel’s dick, keeping him hard but not getting him too worked up. Her fingers looked tiny wrapped around him.

“What did you think about Sean? Did you think about touching his big, hard cock? He’d let you. He’s used to curious people.”

I licked my lips, watching intently. Miguel didn’t speak, he just leant back against the sofa, eyes closed and enjoying Anna’s touch. The invitation hung in the air impossibly long and I found myself paralyzed. Part of me really did want to know what it would feel like.

“Come here.” Anna said simply and it was as though the decision had been taken from my hands. I crossed the floor to stand in front of them in seconds and then sank down onto my knees, ever closer to that huge cock. Anna reached out with her free hand and guided mine directly onto Miguel’s member.

It was hot to my touch, much like my own, but so much larger. My hand curved around his shaft automatically, muscles well trained from hours of jerking off over the years. Miguel moaned slightly, enjoying the new sensation. Anna grinned in satisfaction, then moved her own hand out the way.

“Go on, stroke him.” She urged and I obeyed, my mind floating in a haze of lust. I could feel him against the palm of my hand, skin soft but the cock itself so hard, and so big. I moved my hand up and down, mirroring the slow strokes that Anna had been using, his foreskin pulled back as my hand moved down, revealing the glistening pre-cum on his cock head. Anna saw where I was looking and she knew exactly what to say.

“You want to taste him, don’t you?” Her voice was so soft and gentle, careful not to break the spell of arousal I was under. I nodded, I didn’t even realize I’d done it until she smiled. “Do it, remember what I told you.”

I leaned in, my mouth opening and my tongue coming out. Pulling Miguel’s foreskin down with my hand to fully expose his cock head I touched the tip of my tongue to his swollen, purple glans. He moaned louder this time, clearly enjoying my attention.

“That’s it, Anna encouraged me. Lick him, taste him.”

I slowly ran my tongue around Miguel’s cock head, tasting his salty pre-cum and then, remembering Anna’s description from the night before I used my tongue on the length of his huge cock, soaking it with my saliva. I don’t know if I understand what I was doing or why, but Anna knew. She knew exactly what I had to do next.

“Take his cock in your mouth.” She urged me. “Suck his big cock.”

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, but I had already gone too far to stop now. Opening wider I slipped the head of his cock over my lips and into my mouth. Miguel just lay there, passively receiving pleasure for the moment. I swirled my tongue around his cock head, sucking on cock for the first time.

Anna let out a low moan of her own and I glanced over, she had her hand under her skirt and no doubt insider her panties. Watching my performance must have turned her own more than just watching porn did.

“Don’t stop.” She said. “Suck on his cock. Take his dick in your mouth.” Her words sounded harsher now as her breathing sped up.

I bobbed my head up and down just as I had seen on the porn the previous night, gradually taking more and more of Miguel’s huge cock into my mouth. I felt myself start to gag and hurriedly pulled back.

“Is that all you can take.” Anna challenged me, her hand still in her panties. “Miguel needs more. You know you want to taste it all.”

I tried again, my eyes watering as I took even more of Miguel’s prick in my mouth, tongue swirling, sucking on it feeling the ridges slide between my lips. Every time though I felt myself start to gag. Finally Miguel’s patience ran out.  He reached out and his hands wrapped around my head, pulling me down on his prick.

Instincts kicked in and I struggled, but it was pointless, Miguel’s grip on me was too strong, I gagged and choked as more and more of his thick cock slid into my mouth and then my throat. The feeling of pure helplessness overwhelmed me.

“You’re right Sean, you’re not gay.” Anna rasped. “You’re just a cock sucking. If you could see what you look like. So fucking hot.”

Miguel thrust his hips, fucking my mouth, using my face for his pleasure. I could feel the pulsing and throbbing of his cock and knew he must be close. I fought harder, knowing what would come next, but it was pointless.

With a groan and a thrust he came, spurting down my throat, his hands finally letting go of me. I pulled my head back just in time for the second spurt of cum to land on my tongue, my mouth filling with the salty taste of Miguel’s cum. The third and fourth landed on my face as I knelt there gasping for breath.

Anna shuddered and moaned out her own orgasm, watching as Miguel deposited the rest of his load on my face and neck, then she pulled out her phone a snapped a pic.

“For the next time you claim you’re not a fag, cum slut.” She teased. I had no response, not after what I’d done. I just knelt there, my cock hard and pressing against my pants, but no one seemed to care about that.

Anna pulled her skirt back down and leaned over to kiss Miguel who zipped up his own pants.

“Thanks babe.” He said. They both stood.

I looked up at them in confusion. They weren’t going to just leave me like this were they? Anna walked Miguel to the door, they kissed again passionately. “Call me.” She said to him. He nodded in that laid back manner he had and then left.

I stared at her in a mixture of embarrassment and frustration. After what I’d done shouldn’t I get… something? Anna grinned at me.

“I can see you enjoyed that.”

I nodded, shamefaced. “Yeah… but…”

“Oh Miguel’s not gay Sean. He’s a taker not a receiver.”

My cheeks flushed at her words.

“Don’t worry though, any time you get a craving, just give him a call. He’s always horny.” She pulled a sharpie out of her pocket and scrawled a phone number on front door. “There, so you can’t lose it.” She grinned at me again. “God, if you could see your face right now. You’ve got cum everywhere!”

“But… I…” I struggled to find the words to explain what I was feeling and needing right then. Anna seemed to get it.

“Sorry Sean… I just don’t see you that way.” She said softly. “You know that. I mean you’re a decent looking guy, well apart from the cum.” She giggled. “But you’re just too gay. It was hot watching you two though.”

I reached down and pulled my hard cock free. It felt small in my hand after holding Miguels. Anna grinned.

“That’s it.” She said. “Give yourself what you need. “Stroke while you lick up Miguel’s cum.”

“Unghhh.” I responded.

“Faster.” She urged. “Jerk it fag boy. Cum for cock.”

Her words for too much for me. I moaned and shuddered, muscles tensing and releasing as I shot semen all over my floor. Anna winked at me.

“See you Friday.” She said. “I just thought of a great movie for us to watch!”
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My Wife Turned Me Gay

I should have put a stop to it the moment Marissa slid her finger up my ass I guess, but I don’t always think clearly when a woman has my cock in her mouth. They say you can’t be “turned” gay, that you are what you are, but she woke something in me I never knew was there.

My wife Marissa is a hot little package, petite with short brown hair, but curvy in all the right places and happy to show those curves off.  As she puts it she’s all about keeping her man happy. And she’s open to trying new things to do that.

Like that night when we were in bed and she was leaning over me with her lips wrapped around my rock hard cock, giving me one of her teasing blowjobs. She almost never lets me cum like that, but if she’s in the mood for some hard and fast fucking she loves to get me really worked up that way. And it works, because damn the feel of her tongue swirling around my cockhead is so fucking hot.

What I’d never felt before was her index finger, slippery with saliva, pressing against my asshole. I moan and tried to pull away, but laying on the bed and with her on top of me it wasn’t easy to move. She kept up the gentle pressure but pulled her mouth away from my cock for a moment.

“Shhh baby, relax.” She whispered in a throaty voice. “I’m just trying something I think you’ll like.”

I wanted her mouth back on my cock, so I nodded my willingness and she grinned down at me, pushing harder with her finger as her lips slid back over my cock, taking it deep into her mouth. I moaned, hips thrusting upwards eager for more, and at the same time her finger pushed deeper into my ass.

It was a strange sensation at first, distracting me from the pleasure I was experiencing elsewhere, but then as her thin finger moved about inside me I felt a sudden jolt and my body jerked. Marissa sat up again, grinning in triumph.

“Feels good huh?” She teased me, her finger working that spot, my cock twitched and pulsed in response. “Still want me to stop?”

I shook my head, wordless, my body telling Marissa everything she needed to know. I wanted her to suck me again, but I didn’t want her finger to stop doing what it was doing. She nodded in satisfaction then leant over and kissed me passionately, her tongue pushing into my mouth.

I returned the kiss, part of my brain focussed on the finger working my ass so skillfully. Breaking the kiss she grinned again.

“I knew you’d love something in your ass.” She said then her mouth returned to sucking my dick. The combination of her tongue, the sucking and her finger teasing my ass was irresistible. I could feel my cock throbbing and swelling as she worked it so skillfully.

“Honey…” I groaned by way of warning, but she made no effort to stop, her finger probing my ass, sucking harder on my cock, bobbing up and down and taking it deeper into her mouth.

It was too much of course. I’d tried to warn her, but if she wasn’t going to stop then she would just have to deal with the consequences. I grunted out a low moan, my hips arching upwards off the mattress as I shot the first spurt of cum into her mouth. I expected her to pull away, but this time she didn’t, continuing to suck and finger me as I spurted again and again before slumping back on the bed exhausted.

When she was sure I was done she let my still hard cock slip from between her lips and gently extracted her finger then crawled up my body until her face was directly above mine. Her grin was almost predatory. I stared up at her wondering what she was thinking, but her mouth darted down towards mine and before I realized it her tongue was slipping between my lips, bringing with it the salty taste of my own cum.

*     *     *     *     *

I fell asleep not long afterwards, sated by the passionate sex and exhausted by orgasm, but questions lingered in my mind. What Marissa had done felt good at the time, really good if I’m honest, but… A finger up my ass, tasting my own cum? It felt wrong in the cold, clear light of day.

I’ve never been interested in guys. I mean, who would be when there are so many gorgeous women to look at? When I have Marissa to enjoy any time I please? But, a finger up my ass, that seemed a bit gay and having my own semen in my mouth well what else is that?

I didn’t say anything to Marissa, I didn’t want to upset her. She’d obviously thought I would enjoy it, and the truth was I did enjoy it. I came hard and quick so there’s no denying it. But what if she wanted to do it again. Would I stop her? Did I want her to?

Having all this stuff in my head made me grumpy. I snapped at Marissa, I was barely tolerable to my colleagues at work. I spent an inordinate amount of time searching for answers on Google. That was probably a mistake, because while there was the occasional serious article on the subject, most of what I found was porn. Gay porn.

And I found myself looking at it, reading it, watching it. Of course I kept that secret from Marissa too and the atmosphere around the house cooled noticeably. Turns out if you’re rude to people they’re much less likely to have sex with you. But I couldn’t let this go. Was I gay? It’s not like I thought there was anything wrong with that, did I?

The brooding and self-doubt went on for about two week before Marissa had enough and stepped in to settling things.

“We need to talk.” Was her opening salvo. “You’re being an ass and I’ve had enough of it.” Marissa doesn’t mess around, she says what she thinks.

I just looked at her blankly. I wasn’t ready to acknowledge my confusion to anyone not even, or perhaps not particularly my wife. But my sulking didn’t dissuade Marissa for a second.

“I stuck my finger up your butt. You liked it.” She said and I felt my cheeks heat up at her blunt talk. “You came, I kissed you. You liked that too.”

“But…” I started to say.

“You like my finger up your ass.” She said again, cutting me off. “Stop over thinking this.”

“Why did you do it?” I asked, I sounded petulant even to myself.

“Because I thought you’d like it and because I think it’s hot.” Marissa shrugged. “I have fantasies too you know.”

“Fantasies?”

“Want to hear one?” Marissa grinned. “Want me to tell you a dirty fantasy?”

Hey, I’m a guy it doesn’t take much to distract me. That grin sent signals direct to my groin. I nodded eagerly. Marissa took my hand and lead me over to the sofa, sitting down next to me. She kissed my cheek and then lay her head on my shoulder, gazing off into space.

I wondered what she was thinking about, but I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to break the moment, it was the closest we had been in a while. I just waited as patiently as I could. Finally she spoke.

“You’re not the only one who looks at porn.” She said. That surprised me, I mean I know some women do, but Marissa? I just never pictured it. I kept quiet and just listened.

“I’ve been looking at it since before we even met. It’s my dirty little secret.” She smiled at me. “The thing I was too embarrassed to tell you. I have a favorite type you see. I like gay porn.”

If I was surprised before now I was astonished. My wife, Marissa… watching gay porn. The image was foreign to me, but it also raised a lot of questions about what we had done and why she had done it.

“There’s just something about looking at two guys going at it that’s really hot.” Marissa leaned in against me, her hand stroking my arm. “It’s not like straight porn, the guys are muscled and really good looking and they’re totally into cock. The way they go at each other, it’s pure lust.”

I licked my lips, this was a lot to get my head around, but really was it any different than all those guys who enjoyed lesbian porn? Certainly it was nothing for her to be ashamed about. Why hadn’t she told me before and why was she telling me now.

“The thing is honey…” She paused and there was a tremor in her voice. “I have this fantasy, this dirty fantasy, of watching you with another guy.”

And there it was, her hidden motivation laid bare for me. She hadn’t been manipulating me exactly but she had been testing me out, looking or my boundaries. And what were my boundaries? I’d done everything she’d suggested so far. Her hand was still stroking my arm, moving slowly up and down my exposed skin.

“You know I love you.” She said, trying to reassure me. “But you’ve never been fucked. Not like you’ve fucked me. I want to see you experience that. I want to see you take cock.”

Her words, so blunt, so typically Marissa, sent a jolt of electricity through my body.  Images whirled through my mind. Until recently I’d seen very little gay porn, but my searches of late had exposed me to plenty. Now all those photos and videos streamed through my head, but with me as the star. Marissa took my hand in hers, holding it gently.

“When I watch gay porn, sometimes I think about being the one getting fucked.” She said, her voice a hoarse whisper. “I had a boyfriend… Logan, he used to bend me over and just take me. I want you to experience that.”

Her choice of words, the specific nature of her fantasy, I felt my body react to it, my cock beginning to swell in my jeans. Marissa noticed it too, she guided my hand to my crotch, placing it directly over the growing bulge. I glanced at her and she grinned back, relaxing now at my clear enjoyment of her words.

“Logan’s a big guy.” She whispered. “I mean muscled but also, he has a big cock. He could just pick me up and bend me over whenever he want. I bet he could take you too.”

I didn’t speak, my eyes locked with Marissa’s as she pressed my hand down on my hardening cock, letting the pressure do the work. My hips started to move involuntarily.

“Can you imagine that?” She asked me, her eyes gleaming as she remembered her experiences with this ex. She leaned in closer and licked my ear, hot breath arousing me as she whispered her story. “He would just bend you right over the sofa, spread your legs apart and take you. You wouldn’t be able to stop him.”

Her hand was still on top of mine, but she wasn’t pressing down any more, that was all me, pushing my palm against my pulsing dick, groin moving against it. Her tongue tickled my neck as she kissed me softly.

“Right over the back of this sofa.” She whispered. “A strong man just pushing you down,  and you would be totally helpless. You remember how it felt when I fingered your ass don’t you? You liked it, you came hard. Logan’s cock is so much bigger than my finger.”

I swallowed, my mouth dry. Marissa’s teasing was getting to me, suddenly the idea of being taken… fucked, didn’t seem so strange or scary. It almost seemed right.

“Take off your pants.” She urged me and I was only too happy to comply, struggling to pull them down  around my ankle. My boxers followed swiftly.

“Turn over.” She said and again I did it without question, laying down on the sofa with my legs over hers. I shivered as her hands stroked my ass.

“He wouldn’t be as gentle as me.” She whispered as her wet finger probed my asshole. “Logan would take what he wanted.” She pushed harder and I groaned. My muscles tightened automatically, but Marissa was patient, keeping the pressure steady until I relaxed.

“Just my tiny little finger and it feels so good doesn’t it?” She teased. “Imagine a cock inside you. Imagine a big man, a real man fucking you.”

I flushed with shame at her choice of phrasing, wasn’t I a real man? Just how big was this Logan anyway? Then Marissa’s finger pushed deeper penetrating my ass and I lost track of my thoughts.

“Take it all.” Marissa whispered. “Show me what a slut you are.”

I couldn’t help myself, I pushed back against her finger, my body craving more and stronger sensations, my cock pulsing and twitching against her legs

“You like it don’t you.” She leant down, her lips near my ear. “You like it up the ass.”

I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t think clearly. I just groaned, my hips moving thrusting my hard cock against her legs as her finger worked deeper into my ass.

“I’m not going to touch your cock.” She said, her tongue trailing along the back of my neck. “Do you want another finger?”

I whimpered, nodding, needing. She worked a second finger into my ass, spreading my wider, and I grunted with pleasure.

“Logan’s cock is much thicker than this.” Marissa teased me. “Longer, bigger, thicker, and he won’t be gentle.”

My hips thrust more urgently, humping Marissa’s legs, telling her everything she needed to know about my reaction to her fingering. She had me exactly where she wanted me and I was loving it.

“It’s okay sweety. You can cum if you want to.” She cooed. “We both know how much your ass needs this.”

I moaned again, panting for breath now as my hips moved faster and faster while Marissa’s fingers worked my ass, thrusting and probing.

“Show me what a fag you are.” She breathed into my ear and I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pleasure and the shame mixed inexorably. With a despairing moan I thrust against her legs one last time, cum spurting from my rigid cock.

Marissa let me lay there for a moment, slumped over her lap and panting for breath, before encouraging me to roll off her and sit up. Her thighs, bare below her short skirt were coated with my cum. She made a tsking sound that sent a ripple of shame through me then ran a finger through my sticky seed and raised it to her mouth.

I watched as her tongue darted out to lick the cum from her finger, there was something so dirty about that simple action that it fascinated me. Her hand returned to her thighs and scooped up more cum, but this time she moved her hand over to my mouth and her finger brushed against my lips.

We locked eyes as she waited, finger resting against my lips. I knew what she wanted, but to do it voluntarily after I had cum seemed like an admission of some sort. The moment dragged out, then I opened my mouth and she slipped her finger inside, letting me suck my own salty cum off it.

“Very good.” She said.

*     *     *     *     *

Marissa didn’t say another word about what we had done for the rest of the day and I was still too confused to address the issue, but something had changed. Where as I’d snapped and shouted for the last two weeks, now I just felt calmer. It was as though I had the urge to please her.  I made the dinner that night and even took care of the dishes without any prompting for her.

She didn’t say anything about it the next day either or the one after that although we continued to have sex. But it was our usual sex and now it seemed so pedestrian, so… boring. I was going through the motions but the overwhelming excitement I had felt while she fingered my asshole just wasn’t there as I lay on top of her and thrust between her legs.

My internet explorations increased. I wasn’t even trying to look up information now, I was just hunting down more porn. It was becoming an obsession I knew, but I just needed another hit of the hormone cocktail. Gay porn became my go to get off material any time I was on my own and wanted to masturbate. And soon that was every day.

Marissa and I both have our own laptops but we don’t password protect them or anything so I shouldn’t have been surprised to come home one night and find my machine sitting open with a particularly filthy video up on screen and playing. Marissa was in the kitchen but she heard me come in and waited just long enough for me to register what was on my computer.

“Logan’s cock is bigger than that.” She called out. “Of course he’s not a fag, so we’ll have to persuade him.”

I stared at the screen, at the huge cock shoving into another man’s ass. Was Logan really bigger than that or was she exaggerating. What did she mean persuade him? Was she serious, did she mean I was actually going to…

“Of course he does love ass.” Marissa walked in from the kitchen and grinned at me. “He could never get enough of mine. I’m sure I can persuade him to give you what you need.”

I didn’t have any words or know how to respond. I was straight wasn’t I? I’d always been into women. How was this happening? I didn’t tell her no though and Marissa dropped her next bombshell.

“I’ve been chatting with him online.” She said, her hand going to her long brown hair and flipping it back. “After I found all the gay porn you’ve been browsing. We need to get you fucked and he has the cock for it.”

My mouth hung open. I could tell from the look on her face she was serious and the thing was, I wanted this. I wanted to see this giant cock, I wanted to feel it. I wanted her to watch me being taken. I just nodded.

“This is going to be so hot.” Marissa grinned. “I can’t wait to see him pound your ass. Once he starts, you won’t be able to stop him. So fucking hot.” She grinned again and returned to the kitchen to work on dinner.

The doubts returned as I lay in bed that night. Sleep wouldn’t come to me but Marissa was dead to the world. I started to wonder if I was making a huge mistake and letting my curiosity run away with me. Would it hurt? What would happen afterwards? Could I really do that… with a guy?

But I’d agreed to this. Not verbally true, but by my actions. I didn’t feel like I could let Marissa down, not at this point. And she wasn’t going to let the opportunity slip away she’d already casually let it drop that Logan would be visiting tomorrow night. I as committed. I was going to find out what it felt to have a man’s cock in my ass.

*     *     *     *     *

I was useless at work that day. My mind just kept wandering. Marissa had shown me a picture of Logan that morning. She was right, he was good looking and obviously kept himself fit. He, unlike me, had a six pack. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not in bad shape. I keep my weight under control, but I’m not a big guy and I don’t have muscles, not like Logan clearly did. He really would be able to manhandle me if he wanted to.

When I pulled up at our house there was another car in the driveway. A flashy sports car, Logan’s I assumed. He hadn’t parked on the sidewalk he was right there in the driveway, in the spot where my car should go. That rankled, Marissa had mentioned Logan could be full of himself. I sat in my car for several minutes wondering if I could go through with this. I almost drove away, but then my phone rang.

“Hi.” I answered it.

“Dan, get your ass in here.” Marissa giggled. “Logan is waiting.”

I could still have driven away. Marissa would have been mad but we’d have gotten over it. Nobody forced me to get out the car and walk into the house, I chose to do it. In some ways that’s the hardest thing for me to wrap my head around.  I walked into my house so that my wife’s ex could fuck me while she watched. I wanted to do it, or at least part of me did.

Logan was every bit as large and muscular as his photo promised he would be. He towered over me. When he thrust out his hand in greeting I almost flinched, and his grip was firm to the point of painful. His lips twitched with a smirk. It felt like he was measuring me and finding me wanting.

“Dan meet Logan.” Marissa introduced us while I fought the urge to run and hide. “Logan I’ve been telling Dan all about your cock. I don’t know if he beelieves me, but he’s very curious.”

I blushed bright red with embarrassment at Marissa’s blunt words. My wife has no shame when it comes to sex.

“Well you should know.” Logan winked at my wife. “It’s been a while but you haven’t forgotten have you?”

I squirmed, rooted to the spot with shame and humiliation as they discussed not only me but their former relationship. Logan’s smirk was turning into a sneer as he looked me up and down again.

“Oh I definitely haven’t forgotten.” Marissa grinned. “It’s memorable. But you’re not here for me today. I want to see you fuck Dan.”

I don’t know why I didn’t leave. I don’t know why my cock started to get hard. I just stood there, waiting to be told what to do.

“You know I’m not into guys Marissa.” Logan shrugged, looking at little dissapointed.

“Neither is Dan, he just needs a guy in him.” Marissa laughed and Logan joined in.

“He does seem eager.” Logan stared openly at the growing bulge in my pants. “What’s in it for me?”

“You get to take his ass.” Marissa moved closer to Logan. “You don’t need to be nice you don’t need to be gentle. You get to fuck him, use him… make him your bitch. Do what you’ve always wanted to do, what I wouldn’t let you.” She leaned in against him her hand stroking his arm.

I just stood their watching, my cock now fully hard. Marissa’s words conjured up images and it was easy to picture Logan doing those things to me. If he wanted it, I doubted I could stop him. Logan looked at me again and he had a shark’s grin on his face now.

“Strip.” He said in a matter of fact tone, but I didn’t hesitate pulling off my clothes until I was naked before him. He stared at me again, pausing at my cock. “You sure you don’t want a refresher?” He asked my wife.

“Don’t be mean.” Marissa laughed. “He’s not as big as you but he’s very considerate.” Her defense of me was almost as humiliating as his put downs.

Logan shrugged again, so confident that he didn’t worry about upsetting either of us. He pulled off his t-shirt and stood there smirking as both Marissa and eye stared at his muscled torso. The man had the body of a god and my wife had been with it. Soon I would too.

When he stepped out of his jeans and pulled down his briefs my jaw dropped. Marissa had told me was big, but Logan made me look like a teenager. There was no way that thing could fit in my ass. I stepped back nervously.

“Don’t worry honey.” Marissa said. “I’ll lube you up. You don’t have to do anything.”

“Where are we going to do this?” Logan asked.

“Over the sofa honey.” Marissa instructed me. “Just like we talked about.”

I walked around the pair of them and leant over the sofa, spreading my legs apart and exposing myself completely. Logan snorted. I just lay there for a moment, unable to see what was going on behind me. I almost jumped at the touch of Marissa’s hands as they spread something cold and sticky around and in my ass.

“You’re going to need a lot of lube.” She giggled “It’s going to be tight.”

I moaned, letting my head all forward against the cushion of the sofa as her finger wriggled deeper into my ass preparing me for her ex’s huge cock. What was I doing?

“There, that should do it.” She said, withdrawing her finger. “Now give me a moment honey. I need to… um… well Logan needs to be really hard to fuck you.  Just lay there and don’t look.”

What did she mean I wondered, feeling so naked and exposed in this position. A moment later I heard a man, Logan, moan and the familiar sound of sucking and licking. I almost got up and turned to look, but I didn’t want to see Marissa sucking Logan’s cock. There was a blunt logic to it, the sort Marissa specialized in, Logan needed to be hard, this got him hard. And how could I complain, I was the one he was going to fuck.

I didn’t want to see it, but I admit the images in my head were pretty hot. Marissa on her knees before that muscular, naked man, his cock hardening further in her mouth. Hot and humiliating, but this was just the warm up.

I lay there, hard cock pressed against the sofa, waiting to be used. I had no way to keep track of time, it felt like forever. Clearly Logan was in no rush, not while he was receiving my wife’s attentions, but eventually there were footsteps and I sensed a presence behind me. A moment later I could see Marissa in my peripheral vision, watching intently. That could mean only one thing.

Logan grasped my hip firmly with one hand and I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my ass. He wasn’t gentle or coaxing the way Marissa had been, he just pushed, forcing his way in.

I cried out in pain, but he didn’t care, shoving more and more of his cock into my ass, stretching me wider. Marissa leaned in closer, her eyes glittering with excitement.

“It looks huge.” Her voice was soft, as though in awe of what she was seeing. All I could do was grunt acknowledgement, how much more could there be?

Finally he was all the way inside me, his hands on my hips and I could feel his balls against my ass. He held that position for a moment, no doubt enjoying the sense of power that must come from taking me like this. I squirmed and he laughed.

“You really are cock hungry aren’t you?” There was a cruelty to his words that both stung and excited me. I tried to push myself up but he easily held me down, then slowly withdrew.

I couldn’t help myself, I moaned as his cock pulled out of me. He paused, only the tip inside me now.

“Beg for it.” His harsh and commanding voice expected immediate obedience.

“Please… fuck me.” I couldn’t look at Marissa as I said the words.

That was all Logan needed to hear though, he slammed back into me, making me gasp and grunt, and then he began to fuck me in earnest. It was rough and hard, almost brutal. He just kept thrusting into me, harder, faster, uncaring.

Marissa moved closer, clearly captivated by what she was seeing. I could see her chest rising and falling, her breath coming unnaturally fast.

“So hot.” It was barely audible, just thoughts that had escaped out loud. I couldn’t respond to her anyway, I was helpless, bent over and used by this powerful man. My cock pulsed with every thrust from Logan.

He didn’t say anything more, didn’t care about me at all. He just planned to keep fucking me till he came, and I couldn’t stop him. I didn’t know how he could keep up this pace for so long, but he barely seemed out of breath.

“How does it feel.” Marissa whispered in my ear. “To be his bitch?” My cock throbbed and twitched at her words, but I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. I just moaned and took it.

Logan forced me down against back of the sofa, his hands squeezing me roughly as he sped up, fucking me even faster. I could tell he was close now and sure enough a moment later his hands tightened painfully against me as he slammed all the way in one last time and then held me there, his cock spurting its seed into my asshole.

He paused for a moment, and then he was done, pulling out swiftly, taking no interest in me at all. I couldn’t move, I just lay there slumped over the sofa, my ass gaping, feeling the hot liquid drip down my legs. How must I look to my wife right now? I could hear Logan dressing and part of him desperately wanted him to leave, the other part of me wanted to cum.

“Give me a call if you need a reminder of what you’re missing.” Logan’s arrogant words were aimed at my wife. She didn’t answer, but she didn’t reject him either. Moments later the door opened and closed.

“Come here.” My wife said, her voice gentle yet commanding.

I turned my head to the side and she was sitting in one of the upright chairs, her legs spread and her skirt pulled up to show her bare pussy. She grinned back at me.

“That was so fucking hot.” She spread her legs wider. “Get your fag ass over here, I need to cum.”

I pushed myself up and off the sofa then staggered over towards her, sinking back down onto my knees. Her hand wrapped around my head guiding it closer to her cunt.  Her sex lips glistened with her juices, she wasn’t kidding about how hot she had found this. I stretched out my tongue and she moaned.

“You loved it, didn’t you.” She gasped as my tongue lapped against her cunt. “You loved being Logan’s gay bitch.”

I reached down with one hand and wrapped it around my swollen cock, squeezing and stroking it as I continued to lick my wife’s pussy just the way she liked it.

“He took you… so… hard.” Her legs squeezed the side of my body and she pulled me tighter against her. “Just… fucked you.”

My hand moved faster, up and down my hard cock, my tongue licked Marissa’s juices, I could feel cold cum still leaking from my ass. It was too much, with a shudder and muffled groan I came, spurting onto the floor.

Marissa didn’t relax her grip, she wasn’t done yet and I knew better than to stop licking her. As worked up as this had got her I could be on my knees all night long.

“No we know how much you love cock, maybe I should invite all your friends round and you call pull a train.” She teased, pressing my mouth hard against her cunt.


Going Gay for Gina

By Mark Adams

Going Gay for Gina (Bi-Curious Fantasies #3)


Copyright: Mark Adams

Published: May26th 2016


See all Mark Adams books on Amazon

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in retrieval system, copied in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise transmitted without written permission from the publisher. You must not circulate this book in any format.

Going Gay for Gina

I sipped at my pint of beer, my eyes following Gina as she moved around behind the bar. Paul was talking to me, but I wasn’t listening. All my attention was on Gina, hoping for another glimpse of the gorgeous cleavage, or maybe that she would come out from behind the bar and I could enjoy the shape of her ass in the short, tight, skirt she was wearing.

I came to the bar two or three nights a week after work. I know my wife hated it, but sometimes you need to get away from your family, particularly when your family nags incessantly about the garbage or the light that needs replacing. I’m only forty six, there ought to be more to life than this I thought, taking another sip of beer. I barely tasted it.

“Are you even listening to me?” Paul asked having finally caught on to my lack of attention. I just shrugged a half apology at him. He followed my gaze to Gina who was leaning across the bar to pass someone a drink. Her low cut top put her substantial breasts clearly on display.

“Give it up man. She’s too young for you and too good looking, even if you were single, which you aren’t.”

“What?” My voice rose an octave or more in protest. “I’m just looking.”

“If you look any harder her clothes are going to fall off.” Paul laughed. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“She’s a nice girl, I just enjoy talking to her.” My denials weren’t even convincing to my own ears.

“And she enjoys taking your money.” The words were harsh but Paul delivered them with a smile and without malice. We had repeated variations on this argument most weeks for months now. It didn’t stop me looking at Gina.

In her twenties and with that long brown hair and a figure that would make any woman jealous, Gina was in her prime for this job as a bartender. She captured the attention of all the males in the bar and if the women weren’t so happy it didn’t matter because the men were buying most of the drinks anyway.

Paul was at least partly right in that Gina dressed to impress the male clientele and was only to happy to deliver beers with a smile and let them enjoy the scenery. There’s nothing wrong with taking advantage of what God gave you right?

But I spoke to her most weeks and she really was a nice girl. She knew my name, she always asked how I was doing. No, I didn’t really stand a chance with her, but a man could dream. And look.

“Well it’s time I got home, the little woman will be wondering where I am.” Paul drained his glass and rose to his feet. I smiled at him, dragging my eyes away from Gina for long enough to be polite. Paul’s a good friend, and his wife is a nice woman.

“See you tomorrow?” I asked.

“Sure.” Paul waved and turned to leave. I turned my attention back to Gina who was deftly fending off the advances of an overeager patron. Despite her short skirts and low cut tops, Gina was all look but don’t touch.

Which was fine by me because I really enjoyed looking. I leaned back in the booth I was sitting in and watched as Gina worked her way around the room picking up glasses and chatting with the locals. The new guy, behind the bar was also watching her. Not that I could blame him and besides young and good looking as he was, he probably stood a chance with her. I didn’t spend too much time looking at Alex though because Gina was moving in my direction.

When she finally reached my table she smiled at me and I smiled back. I always took the opportunity to chat with her any chance I got.

“Another of the usual?” She asked me, pointing at my now almost empty glass.

“Please.” I said, smiling at her again. “How’s your evening going?”

“Could be worse.” She shrugged, picking up Paul’s empty glass, but lingering to talk with me. I tried to keep my eyes up on her face, though it was hard to resist the pull of her exposed cleavage.

“Customers giving you a hard time?” I asked, eager to keep the conversation going.

“Hardly.” There was laughter in her voice as though the idea was absurd. “I can handle them easily enough. You’re all putty in my hands.” She gave me a wink

As she leant forward a little to speak to me I found my eyes drifting downwards, when I pulled them upwards she was looking at me and smirking.

“See!” She said. I was glad of the low lighting to hide my embarrassment. She just giggled. “Guys are easy.”

“For you maybe.” I said, hoping it sounded like a compliment rather than creepy. “Who’s your friend?” I nodded towards the bartender. Gina turned her head to see where I was looking.

“That’s Alex.” She said a smile curving her lips as she paused to study him. “I guess they decided it was time us girls had something to look at.”

“He is… uh… quite good looking.” I said, my voice thick. Gina laughed again.

“Oh he’s very good looking.” She said. “Bet he looks even better with his shirt off!”

Her words conjured a brief image of the two of them together, both of them topless. I coughed and shifted in my seat, but Gina didn’t seem to notice, she was too busy ogling Alex.

I couldn’t quite suppress the pang of jealously. It was irrational of course. She was too young for me, too good looking for me, and also I was married. But I just wished she looked at me the way she had looked at Alex. A silly middle aged man’s infatuation, nothing more than that.

I watched as she weaved her way back through the tables to the bar. She and Alex exchanged glances and smiles, but they didn’t speak to each other. Just fromt he looks though I was sure they would be fucking before the week was out. That pang of jealousy shot through me again, but I brushed it aside and instead enjoyed the fine view of Gina walking back towards me with a glass of beer in her hand.

I got another glimpse of heaven as she deftly deposited the glass on my table. She knew I was looking and I think she lingered in that pose for just a moment longer than she really needed to.

“Keep the change.” I said, holding out a $10 bill. She grinned at me and reached out for it, her low cut top showing even more of her amazing breasts.

“Still my best customer.” She said with a wink before turning to leave.

Was it my imagination or did she wiggle her ass a little as she walked away from me.  I kept my eyes fixed to it just in case she did it again but sadly there was no repeat.

I stayed there for another hour, nursing my drink because my wife would not be happy if I came home stinking drunk. I watched Gina’s flirtation with Alex build slowly. She barely spoke to him and rarely looked at him while he was looking but despite that I could tell she was fueling his interest.

And she had competition. While there were far more men than women in the bar, the females practically threw themselves at Alex. I could see why. With his blonde hair, blue eyes and muscular physique he was definitely much nicer than what they had waiting for them at home or anywhere else for that matter.

*     *     *     *     *

I observed the growing physical relationship, I wouldn’t call it a romance, between Gina and Alex from a distance. Of course there was no way I could know for sure if they were fucking, but everything about their interactions screamed it. They would touch each other in casual, but oddly intimate ways. Not to mention the endless series of secret glances, grins and winks they exchanged.

“That lucky bastard is playing hide the salami with her.” Paul observed a few days later. And while I didn’t like to think of Gina so crudely, I agreed with him. Particularly about what a lucky bastard Alex was.

The other change came slower and more subtly. I noticed that Alex began to take on a possessive view of Gina. That his eyes followed her around the bar and that his expression changed when she was flirting with the patrons. As a recipient of the occasional flirtation anything that dampened Gina’s enthusiasm was a very bad thing. But I could hardly object could I?

They never did anything in public mind you. No kissing, no fondling. I don’t think I ever even saw them hold hands. Not until one night a couple of weeks later when I was heading to the restroom. It’s back along a hallway and away from the bar itself. There are a couple of other doors along that hallway which are marked private and I always assumed they were for storage. Usually those doors were shut, but tonight one of them was open, so I looked in.

Alex and Gina were kissing passionately. I paused, staring even though I knew I shouldn’t. Alex’s hands groped Gina’s ass, pulling her against him and from the way her lips locked with his she clearly wasn’t resisting. I stood there a moment too long and Alex became aware of my presence.

He stared at me, not even stopping kissing, then his eyes still locked on me, he pulled up Gina’s skirt so that the curve of her ass and her black thong panties were exposed to me. I stared as his hand squeezed her ass. She moaned a feeble protest but didn’t actually reach back to cover herself.

Still staring at me, Alex broke the kiss. Surprised, Gina looked around and saw me. Alex’s hand was still on her exposed ass and I was standing their watching them like some sort of voyeur. I fled to the restroom, heart pounding and cheeks flushed with shame. What must Gina think of me now? But it wasn’t her face that stuck in my mind, it was Alex’s smug grin. He had done that to me deliberately.

I avoided the bar for the next few days but eventually I slunk back in. Gina spotted me almost immediately. I froze in place expecting anger and maybe to be thrown out, but she just gave me a cheeky grin and winked at me. It seemed my sins were forgiven.

Well, by Gina at least. Alex hadn’t forgotten. He didn’t seem angry either but that smug look on his face put me firmly in my place. He was standing behind the bar and I found myself turning away and going to my usual seat rather than have to face him and order a drink. That cowardice earned me a sneer from him.

I sat there for a while, wondering what to do and cursing myself for being so pathetic. I almost left, but Gina came over. It seemed like her top was even lower cut than usual and whatever she was wearing pushed her breasts up and out. I tried not to stare.

“Your usual?” She asked and I felt like she knew exactly what I was thinking as I looked everywhere but right at those gorgeous breasts.

“Yeah.” I said, I had to swallow twice just to get the word out. “You’re looking… nice… this evening.”

“You like?” Gina smiled at me and then pirouetted, showing off her outfit and body for me. I loved it. “I’ll be right back.” She said before walking off.

My eyes followed her ass across the floor. She paused part way to the bar and I looked up to see what had happened. She had turned her head and was watching me. As soon as she caught my gaze she winked and started walking again. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, what must she think of me.

“It’s okay that you look.”

I glanced up in surprise, I hadn’t heard Gina approach. She was leaning over me, her voice low.

“You’re a nice guy and I can tell you enjoy what you see.” She thrust her chest out and my eyes were immediately drawn to her breasts. “I don’t mind.”

I shifted in my seat, my cock stirring at this blatant display. I wanted to reach out and touch them so much.

“Does your wife not give you any, is that it?” Her voice was soft and gentle.

I’d never told her I was married, but I wore a ring so it wasn’t surprising that she knew. Still, the sob story about a wife who doesn’t understand, that would be lame. I just shrugged instead. She was so close to me now, whispering in my ear so no one else could hear. Her hair tickled my cheek and I drew a shuddering breath.

“Do you think about me when you jerk off?”

I couldn’t believe she’d said that. This was like one of my fantasies, because she was right, I did, all the time.

“That’s okay too.” She continued. “I think it’s kinda hot that a guy wants me so badly. I bet you loved seeing my ass, did you stroke that night.”

I nodded, I had no words. I could feel sweat tickling the back of my neck. The air felt overwhelmingly thick. I wanted this to last forever.

“I need to get back to work.” She said and I moaned in disappointment, my cock threatening to pop out of my pants. “I’m closing tonight, let’s chat.”

My wife was going to be furious with me if I stayed that late, but I couldn’t say no to Gina. I just nodded again, wordless and horny. She gave me another wink and then sauntered away. As I watched her I realized that Alex was staring at me. I couldn’t read his expression, but it wasn’t friendly. Maybe Mr. Stud wasn’t everything he was cracked up to be. Maybe she was looking for a bit of maturity?

I called my wife and made my excuses. I had to work late, it was such a cliche. I was such a cliche. The middle-aged man with a crush on a woman in her twenties. But god that ass and those tits, how could I possibly say no?

I sat in the bar all evening long, nursing my drink, not wanting to get drunk. Gina didn’t come back over, but she would glance at me from time to time and give me a wink. Any time she thought I was watching she’d give her ass a little wiggle, or she’d lean over the bar to show off her cleavage for me.

Alex must have suspected something was going on, because he was staying closer and closer to Gina all the time, following her around the bar. Of course that put a cramp on her style and she shot him nasty looks, so he had to back off. I chuckled and sipped my beer. This must be quite the blow to his ego. Though there were plenty of other women eager to hang all over him.

With so much time to kill I started to watch him more and more. He was a good looking young man and there was a confidence to the way he moved that must be appealing to women. I thought again about the way Gina had been kissing him and his hands on her ass and I wondered what they would have looked like naked. It was a weird thing to be thinking about, I must have been getting tired.

I can’t have been very subtle about my observations either because he spotted me looking at him, and returned my gaze with a smirk. I found myself looking away even though I hadn’t done anything wrong. Why was he acting so smug now? Wait till he realized I was going to spend some time with his girlfriend tonight. I flicked my eyes back towards him but as soon as I did that smug grin spread over his face again and he stretched, muscles bulging as he did so. It was like he was posing for me. Did he think I wanted to see that? Did he think I was interested in him? I turned away hastily.

The evening dragged on. My wife called several times, but I ignored her. I was fixated on one thing. I wanted my private conversation with Gina. Finally the lights dimmed and brightened for last call and ever so slowly everyone filtered out of the bar.

Alex had already left, and as promised Gina was the one closing up for the night. I just sat there quietly, trying to be patient even though my heart was beating like a jackhammer. Why had she asked me to stay? What did she have in mind?

At first she ignored me, walking around and picking up any stray glasses, wiping down the tables and the bar. I wondered if I should say something, but I didn’t know what to say so I just sat there and watched her.

“You enjoying the view without people getting in the way.” She asked, without turning her head. She was leaning over one of the tables wiping it down and her ass was pointed directly at me.

“Yeah.” I said, my voice think. Gina laughed.

“You’re funny.” She said. “Does my ass get you hard.”

I blinked, not expecting such a direct question. Gina laughed again.

“Relax.” She said. “I told you, it’s kinda hot when guys are so into me. So are you a leg man, an ass man or is there something else you like.”

She turned and thrust her chest out, giving it a little shake. My mouth hung open and I was glad I was sitting down so the table hid my erection.

“That’s what I thought.” She gave another wink. “My tits get me great tips.”

She dropped the cloth down on the table she had been cleaning and walked over to sit down next to me.

“How long have you been coming in here?” She asked.

“Five… six months.” I said.

“Not long after I started, coincidence?”

I shook my head, cheeks flushing. She was so bold and confident, it made me nervous.

“Aww, sweet!” She grinned and then sat down at the table opposite me. Leaning back she put her feet up on the table giving me the perfect view of her amazing legs. I blushed again and she giggled.

“I wanted to ask you something.” She said, the smile vanishing from her face as she looked at me intently. I pulled my eyes away from her legs and forced myself to pay attention. “It’s about Alex.”

Of course it is, I thought to myself. My feelings must have shown on my face because she frowned.

“He’s a great guy.” There was a defensive note to her voice. “He’s very attentive and he’s totally into me and… god just look at him!”

As she spoke one hand reached down to smooth her skirt and pull it back down her legs. My eyes wandered to watching it as her fingers fiddled with the hem of her short skirt and I found myself staring at her thighs.

“I mean it’s good, you know.” She continued. “We’re like really compatible, and the sex is great, that matters. What about you and your wife?”

The abrupt topic change caught me off-guard. I was busy staring at her legs and only half listening to what she was saying.

“Oh, well, we’re an old married couple. You know?” I tried to pass it off.

Was it my imagination or as Gina pulling her skirt up a little higher? It was probably just an accident, but I couldn’t pull my eyes away, even though it must be really obvious what I was doing.

“She not giving you any?” The blunt question made me flush with embarrassment. “You don’t have to answer, I already know.”

This time it was obvious when her fingers pulled the hem of her skirt higher, revealing more of her pale thighs to my hungry eyes.

“I can tell from the way you look at me. You need it bad don’t you?”

I didn’t speak, didn’t know how to respond. My lips licked my dry lips. I just needed her to pull her skirt higher, to show me more. I was ready to do whatever she wanted to see that.

“Alex gets like that sometimes, that’s when I know I should give him something a little special.” The way she said that I knew she was talking about sex, but I wasn’t sure what she meant exactly. “You’ve got to keep your man happy or he might stray.

Her skirt was half-way up her legs now, much higher and I would be able to see her panties. God I wanted to see her panties.

“You want to stray don’t you Roger?” The skirt inched higher and I squirmed in my seat. “You need it don’t you? You can feel that urge to fuck.”

I was mesmerized. I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t look away. The sound of the word fuck from her lips made my cock twitch and harden.

“Thing is, Alex wants something more. He wants my butt.”

Shocked my eyes jerked from the teasing promise of paradise and up to her face. She didn’t seem at all embarrassed by the discussion.

“You mean he ah…” I cleared my throat not sure how to continue but wanting the clarification.

“He wants to stick his dick up my ass.” Her words were crude but her face remained angelic. “You guys like that don’t you?”

“Some, I guess.” I acknowledged. The look on her face said she didn’t it was only some.

“I don’t do anal.” It was a matter of fact statement. “I’m not letting him shove it up my butt. But I don’t want him to stray.”

I listened, confused. Why was she telling me this, what did she expect me to do or say to her intimate revelations?

“So I’m thinking, how do I give him what he wants without having to do it?” She raised an eyebrow questioningly. “It would have to be someone else right?”

Her hand was moving the hem of her skirt again. It was so high now that any moment here panties were going to come into sight.

“Not a girl though. I’m not having some skank wiggling her ass for my boyfriend. She might get ideas. He might get ideas. No, it has to be a guy.”

I didn’t say a word, my eyes were glued to her crotch now as ever so slowly her panties came into view. Plain white panties, some people would have been disappointed, but I was in heaven. I wasn’t really paying attention to what she was saying.

“I mean Alex wants ass right? What’s the difference?”

I nodded, staring as she lifted her ass off the chair slightly so she could tuck her skirt under it, completely exposing her panties to me. They were skimpy little things and so thin. I could see the bulge of her pussy through them.

“And I’m wondering, who do I know who might do that for me?”

Her hand slipped into her panties, pushing out the material and it was obvious where her fingers were going. I didn’t realize I’d been holding my breath until I let out a shuddering breath.

“You would do that for me, wouldn’t you Roger? If I asked nicely. If I offered  you something in return.”

She bit her lip, her chest heaving as her fingers dipped into her cunt, hidden only by the thin material of her panties. I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t breathe, I just watched as she pulled her hand free of her panties and raised it to her mouth. Her middle finger glistened with her juices as she touched it to her full lips.

“What could I do for you Roger?” She asked then slid her finger into her mouth, her lips caressing it.

My cock pulsed and throbbed in my pants, desperate for release. Gina hadn’t let me see any part of her body and yet I hadn’t felt this hard in years. All I could think of was those lips of hers wrapped around my dick instead of her finger. She removed her finger from her mouth and smiled at me.

“Is there’s something you’d like Roger?” She asked, thrusting her chest out and giving me the perfect view of her spectacular cleavage. “Is there something you need?”

It was crazy that I was even considering this. I was married. I was straight! But, oh god I wanted Gina right now and I realized I’d do almost anything to have her.

“Are there things your wife won’t do for you Roger? Naughty things you think about when you’re on your own? Things you think about when you look at me?”

It was too much. If she kept this up I was going to cum just sitting here. Gina seemed to sense that and  eased up the pressure just a little. Taking her feet off the table, she smoothed down her skirt again. I felt a pang of disappointment as her panties disappeared from view.

“I would be very grateful.” She said, smiling. “So what do you say?”

The smart thing to do would be to go away and think about it calmly and rationally. Have you ever met a guy with an erection who does the smart thing?

“Yes.” The word was whispered and I can’t recall actually making the conscious decision to do this, but once said it felt irreversible.

I’ve never been with a guy, I’ve never been interested in guys. I admit Mark is attractive, but I’m not into that. I just couldn’t say no to Gina.

“Are you sure? You’d do that for me?” The smile that spread across Gina’s face sent warm tingles through my body.

I was so enraptured I didn’t realize that Gina had pulled out her phone and was calling someone.

“He said yes.” She said, her voice now almost businesslike. “Come here.”

She put the phone down and turned back to me.

“Alex will be here in a moment.”

I blinked in surprise, we were going to do this now? Somehow I had expected more time to adjust to the idea. Perhaps she was scared I would back out if I had time to think. But why was Alex waiting for her call, had they planned this whole thing out?

I didn’t have time to process what was happening before Alex strolled in from the back of the bar. Had he been here the whole time? The smug grin on his face was almost unbearable, but I had told Gina I would do this, how could I back out now?

Alex stopped and leaned against the bar looking at the pair of us, obviously waiting for something. It was easy to see why women found him attractive, but how would it feel to be fucked by him? I shivered.

“Well.” Gina said, a hint of impatience in her voice. “Go and tell him what you want?”

What I wanted? I didn’t want this, she wanted this. I was helping her! Her hand stroked my arm reassuringly and I felt warmth flood through me again. I got to my feet and moved slowly towards Alex, who turned his full attention to me. As I drew closer his smile grew larger and larger. The bastard was enjoying this.

I wanted to punch him, though given the difference in our physical conditions that would have ended badly and besides I needed to please Gina.  So instead I stopped just in front of him, trying to resist the urge to slouch and look at the floor.

“I’d… ah… that is… would you fuck my ass?” I asked and as I spoke my cheeks flamed red with shame.

Alex just stared at me, savoring the moment. I almost broke and ran as the silence stretched out endlessly. Then he threw his head back and laughed. It wasn’t a friendly sound, it was booming and mocking.

“Sure. Why not.” He shrugged acting as though he was doing me a favor. “I’ve got some time to kill.”

I was scarlet now shame and embarrassment threatening to overwhelm me. The way he was demeaning me with Gina watching was almost unbearable. At the same time I couldn’t back out without disappointing her.

“You’re not much to look at.” Alex’s eyes raked my body as he assessed me. “But I guess from behind I won’t care. Go on then, pull your pants down and over the stool.”

He gestured towards the bar stool next to him and I gaped. He wanted to do this here and now, without any preparation. My determination faltered. Then I felt Gina’s hand on my arm, stroking me.

“It’s okay.” She said. “I’ll help.”

She lead me over to the bar stool. I didn’t resist, this was what she wanted after all, what I had agreed to. Alex watched, silent but still mocking as I pulled down my pants and my boxers.

“I think you’re going to enjoy this.” Gina said, glancing down at my hard cock and winking. “Now lean over.”

I did as she told me, feeling very exposed now with my naked ass thrust out for both of them to see. My cock, still hard, pressed against the pillow of the bar stool. I stood there for what seemed like forever, half naked and extremely vulnerable, waiting for something to happen. Eventually I felt cool fingers on my ass and I clenched, nervously.

“Relax.” Gina’s voice was soft and soothing. “It will only hurt if you fight it. You don’t want it to hurt do you? This will help.”

Her soft fingers stroked my ass, spreading something cold and sticky between the cheeks. I realized she must have brought some lube and I was pathetically grateful though I wondered how much planning she and Alex had done for this.

I closed my eyes taking deep, slow breaths and tried to relax as Gina’s fingers delicately spread the gel, pressing against my asshole. She pushed, firm, steady pressure and I groaned as her finger penetrated me.

“Mmmm. See, you like that don’t you.” She teased me, leaning down to whisper in my ear as her finger pushed in. “Alex is so much bigger. All you have to do is lay there and take it.”

She worked her lubed finger in and out and I felt my body start to respond My cheeks flushed with renewed shame, I hadn’t expect to react this way though perhaps it was for the best.

“I knew you were the one.”

Then her finger was gone and I felt strangely empty. She slapped my ass lightly with her hand.

“All yours Alex.” She said, her tenor of her voice changing as she spoke to him. “You’re going to love it, he’s so tight.”

I glanced round. Gina had her hands around Alex’s neck and they were kissing passionately. Serving me up for her lover seemed to have turned her on. I hoped that meant good things for my reward afterwards.

Alex broke off his kiss and moved towards me, his hands going to his zipper as he approached. That smug, self satisfied grin on his face again, the one that made me want to punch him. But I wasn’t going to punch him, instead I was offering up my ass to him.

He pulled his cock free and I bit my lip. He was hard and Gina was right, he was big. Panic swelled inside me and I almost stood. But Gina was next to me again, her hand softly caressing my face, her smile encouraging.

And then I felt Alex’s cock pressing where Gina’s finger had been only minutes earlier.  So much bigger, forcing the cheeks of my ass apart. That pressure again, slow and steady but building, never letting up until he pushed past and into me. My groan this time was louder as Alex’s huge cock slid deeper and deeper into me.

“He’s all in.” Gina grinned. “You took his whole cock you slut.”

The word surprised me it felt like a slap in the face. I was doing this for her after all, well and my reward.

“How does it feel, that big cock in your tight ass?”

Gina’s eyes glittered with excitement as she watched my face. I could tell she was enjoying this, maybe even getting off on what was happening to me. But it was too late to try to stop it. Alex grunted, his hands holding my hips, his cock embedded deep in my ass.

“Damn you were right honey. I can’t believe you got him to do this.”

He began to rock his hips, moving slowly inside me and I couldn’t help myself, I moaned. Something about his movements, the pressure of his cock, it felt so good. My cock twitched and throbbed.

“What did I tell you? Roger here is so pathetic, he’ll do anything for me. What I can’t believe is that he actually thought I’d ever let him touch me.”

Gina wasn’t looking at me any more, her attention was all on Alex. She stood, grinning in triumph and moved round to watch as Alex pulled back and then thrust his cock back into my ass, making me moan again. I heard her words, but I couldn’t process them, couldn’t understand what she meant.

“How’s it feel babe? Is ass as good as you dreamt it would be?”

“So fucking tight.”

Alex gasped, moving faster now, actively fucking me. As he shoved into me, my cock rubbed against the soft cushion of the bar stool pillow and I moaned again. Gina had tricked me, I should stop this now, but I didn’t want to. Alex thrust into me again and I groaned in pleasure.

“I didn’t realize you were a closet fag Roger. I just thought you were a desperate perv.”

Gina was openly mocking me now. Humiliation washed over me, but all I did was let my head fall forward and push back against the cock in my ass.

“Fuck him harder Alex, he likes it.”

I could tell that Gina was getting of on this, on her manipulation of me on being able to humiliate me like this. Part of me was ashamed, but my cock just wanted more. And Alex gave me more, hammering into me again and again

“We need a video of this.”

Gina pulled out her phone and held it up to record her boyfriend fucking my ass.

“Make him groan, I love it when he groans.”

Alex’s hands gripped me harder, it hurt, but I didn’t care. My cock throbbed and pulsed as he fucked me, driven only by his own pleasure.

“Smile for the camera fag.” Gina instructed me. “Do your friends know what a cock slut you are? Does your wife?”

Her words stung. She had manipulated me, used me and now she was humiliating me. But all I could think about was Alex’s cock.

“No.” I croaked.

Alex slammed into me again and again, and I could tell he was close. I pushed back against him, tightening my ass around him, to my shame I realized I was milking his cock, proving Gina right. She watched and laughed.

I knew I was close to cumming myself, but suddenly Alex withdrew. I whimpered, thrusting back, wanting more. Hot cum splashed onto my ass cheeks as I squirmed on the bar stool. Alex pulled his zipper up and walked away but Gina stayed to watch as I thrust my cock against the bar stool, humping it frantically until I came.

She waited until I was done, spent and panting, before she spoke again.

“See you tomorrow night Roger. I have all sorts of fun ideas now that I know what you’re really into. You can let yourself out.”

With that she put her phone away and walked off after Alex. I just lay there, muscles weak a sense of calm descending on me. I tried to process what had just happened and what it meant.

I had just taken Alex’s cock in my ass. Gina had video. Did she really think I would come back to this bar ever again. Would I really come back tomorrow?

What excuse could I give my wife?
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