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Taking the Lodger’s Deposit by Mark Adams

Look, I’m not claiming I’m sort of stud or anything, but I had a few girlfriends before marrying my wife and the point is, I’m definitely not gay. I’ve never been into guys, not that there’s anything wrong with that! So what happened, I didn’t see it coming, couldn’t have predicted it.

Laura and I had been talking about taking in a lodger for a while. Now that the kids had left home there was plenty of room in the house and even with Laura picking up a part-time job I was getting nervous about our lack of savings. A lodger seemed like an easy solution, but the idea of having a stranger in our family home seemed weird. Laura, as usual, provided the voice of reason.

“We can do it for six months as a test and if it doesn’t work out, there’s no harm to it.” She suggested. My wife has always been the practical one in the family. The discussions went on for a while, but eventually, I agreed.

Actually finding a lodger took several weeks more, but we finally found someone we could both agree on. To be honest, I would have been happier to rent the room out to a woman, but my wife wasn’t keen on that idea, so it went to a young man.  James was able to provide a deposit and had good references, plus he was polite and well presented. The extra money each month was something I was really looking forward to.

When James arrived with his surprisingly small collection of belongings we went through the rules with him one more time. Pay the rent on time each week, tidy up, no visitors after 10 pm, and no lady friends overnight.

“That won’t be a problem.” James laughed at this last one. I looked him up and down again, my suspicions about James and his sexuality stronger than ever. James was in his early twenties, he dressed fashionably, as far as I could tell, and clearly went to the gym regularly. There was just something about the way he presented himself.

I’m no homophobe. What guys get up to in the privacy of their bedrooms is no concern of mine, it’s just not my thing you understand? The idea that James might be gay was appealing though because Laura had mentioned how attractive he looked. At least I wouldn’t have to worry about competition in my own house.

Laura was out of my league when I married her. If I was a 6 or 7 then she was an 8 or 9 and she’s definitely aged better than I have. So I admit one of the reasons I was thinking about renting the room to a woman was so my wife wouldn’t be tempted.

“Don’t tell me an active young guy like you doesn’t get some offers.” I joked, probing for confirmation.

“Oh plenty of offers, just not from women.” James grinned. His matter of fact way of speaking about it did take me off guard for a moment, but hey this is the 21st century, you’ve got to move with the times. I didn’t really know how to respond, but James just shrugged and started moving his stuff in.

Turns out I liked having James around the house and so did Laura. Forget all the gay stereotypes. James was into sports and cars, I could relate to that and having a lodger forced me to fix some of the nagging things that had been wrong with the house for years which made Laura very happy indeed. It seemed like a win-win all around.

The only nagging thing was that Jame’s room, formerly my son’s room didn’t have an ensuite bathroom. So any time James wanted to take a shower he had to leave his room. The bedrooms and the guest bathroom were all upstairs so it wasn’t a big thing for the most part, but from time to time I would see James in the hall in his underwear or with a towel wrapped around his waist as he went too and from his room.

The first time it happened I tried not to stare. James was built. Taught muscle, six-pack abs, the man was in better shape than I had ever been at any point in my life, never mind now in my middle-age. But as James got more comfortable around the house, it seemed like I would see him dressed this way more and more often. I mentioned it to Laura.

“If you looked like that, you’d flaunt it too Gary.” She teased. I tried not to take that too personally. I could stand to lose a pound or ten. “I wish I bumped into him in his underwear.”

I certainly didn’t want to be one of those hypocrites who were okay with gay people so long as they weren’t “too gay” or didn’t behave gay around them, so I shrugged it off. And Laura was right, James was in phenomenal shape.

“How much time do you spend in the gym?” I asked him one day when he came downstairs shirtless to get his stuff from the dryer.

“An hour or so a day. Those of us who aren’t married got to stay in shape, right?” He laughed. Looking at him standing there I thought he must get plenty of offers. I realized I’d been looking at my lodger for just a bit too long and hastily turned my attention back to the paper.

“It’s okay Gary. It’s flattering, I work hard at this. Don’t worry, I won’t tell Laura.” James flashed me a grin and sauntered out of the room leaving me with my mouth hanging open.

Did he just… flirt… with me? Did he think I was interested? I guy can appreciate that another man is good looking without being into him!

After that, though it seemed like James spent a lot of his time around the house shirtless, at least when Laura wasn’t home. I admit I didn’t mind it. The guy looked good, and it’s not like I was going to do anything anyway. As I said, it’s not my thing.

“You never bring anyone around,” I mentioned to James one day when we were having a beer and watching the game. “You know you can, right?”

“Oh, I don’t have a steady boyfriend.” Jame’s eyes were fixed on the tv as he spoke to me.

“Really? A guy in your shape?” I couldn’t keep the surprise out of my voice and he laughed.

“Not a regular one and my dates get, noisy if you know what I mean. We go to their place.”

I turned to look at him. Of course, as a young, good looking guy, James played the field. That made sense, but until now I really hadn’t thought about what that meant and what he must get up to. For just a moment I pictured it. Then James turned to look at me, that grin back on his face.

“I never get any complaints.” He said, looking me straight in the eyes. My mouth was suddenly dry. Was he coming on to me? “It’s a lot easier these days. All I have to do is check my app and swipe right.”

I blinked in confusion. I’m a Luddite when it comes to smartphones and other gadgets. “Swipe right?” I asked. James laughed again and pulled his phone out to show me.

I stared at his Grindr profile, a picture of those six-pack abs and some tight-fitting briefs with a remarkably large bulge in them. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. I’m a fully grown adult and I’m not scared of sex, but this was something entirely different for me. James stuffed the phone away and we returned to watching the game.

That conversation changed things though. James got bolder. He didn’t just come downstairs shirtless now and yes, that bulge was present. I tried not to look, but it’s difficult when you’re in the presence of such a perfect physical specimen. And I had to wonder, that bulge, how big was he really?

I’m a married man, and I shouldn’t be thinking about things like that but it’s hard not to, and James knew it. He got more blatant about posing for me and he’d catch my eyes and stare me down, his grin getting bigger and bigger. Then he laughed and told me it was okay to be curious.

The teasing went on for several weeks, and I don’t know how he kept it secret from Laura for all that time, but I kept it from her too. And then one day Laura told me that he was late on the rent. The way she said it made it obvious that she expected me to be the one to do something about it.

“I don’t want to make it a big thing, you seem to get on with him better than I do.” She said with a shrug when I asked her why I had to be the bad guy. That surprised me, but thinking about it I realized that James didn’t spend much time at all with Laura.

I’ve never been a landlord before so I didn’t know how I was supposed to approach James about this. I ducked the issue for a day or two, but Laura kept giving me significant looks and frowns, so eventually, I manned up.

“Hey, James.” I greeted him as he entered the kitchen, shirtless again. “Look, mate, you’re a little behind on your rent.” My shoulder muscles tensed anticipating the awkward conversation that would follow.

James just turned to look at me and nodded, a relaxed smile on his face. “No worries. Come up to my room and we’ll square this away.”

It seemed to me that James could just as easily go get the money and bring it to me, but if he was going to pay this easily, I wasn’t going to create a thing out of it, so I followed him up to the room.

This was the first time I’d been in the room since James had moved in. He hadn’t brought many things with him and as a result, the room looked impersonal, more like a hotel room than a place where someone lived. Apart from the unmade bed which dominated the room, it seemed like James kept things pretty tidy.

I hovered near the doorway, feeling oddly uncomfortable in my own house like I was intruding on someone else’s private space. James, on the other hand, seemed comfortable and relaxed. He walked slowly towards the bed, paused for a moment then turned to face me and stripped off his jeans leaving himself wearing only boxer briefs.

I felt my cheeks go red as I stared for a moment at his washboard abs and that bulge in his briefs before looking away.

“Dude, what are you doing?” I muttered. “Just give me the rent and I’ll get out of your hair so you can go shower or whatever.”

James made no effort to put any clothes back on, and I found myself looking at him again, just standing there a grin spreading across his face.

“Relax man, I’m not going to tell anyone.” His voice was low and reassuring. “I know you like what you’ve seen, and you’re curious, right?”

“Curious…” Even I knew that was code for something. “I’m married!”

“Laura won’t be back for hours and as I said, I’m not going to tell. You’re safe to indulge a little.” As he spoke, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down.

This is the point when I should have walked out the door, but I didn’t. James’ cock wasn’t hard, not fully at least, but it was growing. My eyes locked on it and wouldn’t let go. I might have wondered a little after seeing his bulge, but I’d never let my conscious mind go there, James was big.

I pulled my gaze up as James walked slowly towards me. Every step he took was full of confidence, his grin said he knew exactly what he was doing and exactly what was going to happen. I tensed as he drew close to me, but he just leaned past and pushed the door closed then turned around and walked back to the bed, giving me a view of his perfectly toned ass before sitting down on the bed, legs spread so I could see clearly.

“Look, mate, I don’t have the rent right now.” He said, his voice still low and calm as he took his cock in his right hand and slowly stroked it harder. “I’m good for it, I just need some time.”

My mouth was dry, I couldn’t look away. This was all wrong. I should leave, I should kick him out. His cock was getting harder, thicker. Why was I reacting this way? Why wasn’t I resisting more?

“I know you’ve never done anything like this before, but you’re curious right? You’ve looked and you’ve wondered. Here’s your chance, no one will ever know.” His hand continued to slowly jack his hard cock and it was almost hypnotizing. “And in return, you just give me another week to get the money, yeah?”

I had no words, but I still didn’t leave.

“Lots of married men are curious. They don’t want to mess up their marriages, I get that, but they want to touch and maybe to taste and I give them the chance. Come here, Gary.” As he spoke James’ tone changed, still low but increasingly confident and strong.

I didn’t even hesitate, I just followed his instructions, moving towards the bed, moving closer to the naked man. The grin was back on his face, he must have known that things were going his way.

“Kneel down.” He said, and I did. My face was only inches from that hard cock now. I could see the sheen of pre-cum on his cock-head as he jacked his hand up and down the shaft. I can’t explain my behavior, I’d never behaved this way at any point in my life, but at that moment I was completely obedient to whatever James said.

James moved his hand away, leaving his cock fully exposed to my gaze. It was every bit as impressive and hard as the rest of his body. What would it be like, I wondered, to take it in my mouth the way that Laura would occasionally do for me?

‘It’s time Gary.” James said and he sounded so certain. “You know what I need. It’s time to do what you’ve been secretly fantasizing about.”

I hadn’t though, not really, or not consciously. Not until now anyway. But James seemed so certain, so sure.

“We’ll talk more later Gary. Right now, put your married, straight, mouth to work.” For the first time, a mocking tone crept into his voice, but I didn’t pay it much attention, I was focused on his cock and on what I was about to do.

I leaned forward, my mouth open and my tongue coming out. Every muscle in my body was tense with uncertainty and fear, but I went ahead anyway, running my tongue slowly up his hard, hot shaft towards the head.

James let out a low groan of pleasure at the feel of my tongue on him. “Good boy.” He gasped. “Lick my balls, married man.”

Again there was that slight mocking edge to his words and again I ignored it, my tongue running back down his shaft and exploring his balls as instructed. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I’d been on the receiving end a few times so I had a general sense of what would work and I applied that. James’s moans of appreciation encouraged me and I redoubled my efforts.

“Enough foreplay,” James grunted. “Let’s see what you can do.”

I didn’t hesitate now, I had already completely committed to this. My tongue ran back up his shaft, I could feel him twitch, feel the blood pulse in his cock, and then I was swirling around his cock-head and his pre-cum was in my mouth. Slowly, nervously I moved my head down, my lips sliding down over his sensitive purple skin as I took the tip into my mouth.

James’ hands grabbed my head then, the grip hard, he wasn’t going to let me go or move away now that he’d got my mouth on his cock. A moment of panic had me ready to struggle, but just the knowledge of his strength subdued me.

He didn’t force me, but his hands guided my head, encouraging me to suck his cock, to take more of his shaft in my mouth. My knees ached, but it was a background pain, all of my focus was on Jame’s cock hot and hard in my mouth. My purpose was pleasing him.

“Straight married men are always so eager when they finally give in.” James mocked. “I knew what you craved the moment I saw you, that’s why I moved in.”

My face was on fire with shame and humiliation, but I didn’t stop or even slow down. My head moving under his direction, licking and sucking and worshipping his cock. He gave me no warning that he was going to cum, his fingers tightening on my head, digging into my skull and the salty taste filled my mouth. I choked slightly, given no choice but to swallow his cum. He held my head until he was finished then let go.

I pulled away, blinking tears from my eyes. James looked down at me, that confident grin still on his face. “Not bad,” he said. “We can work on your technique next week.”

I looked up at him, my mind whirling in confusion, unable to process what I had just done. Was that it? Wasn’t he going to reciprocate in any way? What about Laura? Next week, the weight of his words finally hit me, and cock throbbed in my pants. This wasn’t over, he wasn’t done with me, he was just starting.

I got up and left the room, what else could I really do at that point. James had been satisfied but the rent remained unpaid. I needed to get to an ATM to get some cash out so I could show it to Laura and tell her everything was taken care of. And in the back of my mind the whole time, all I could think was. I just sucked James cock!

*     *     *

I was a mess that week. Laura noticed it and commented on my distraction more than once. She seemed a little irritated by it but didn’t dig too deep thank god. Outwardly James treated me just the same as he always had. He still came downstairs shirtless, he still watched sports with me, but I’d had his cock in my mouth and I couldn’t forget that, even if he didn’t say anything.

The whole time there was that ticking clock. Each day was one day closer to the rent being due again. Would James pay this time, I already knew the answer, he wasn’t going to pay the rent anymore, I was going to pay him from now own. I was going to continue cheating on my wife, with a man and the truth was I wanted to see his muscles, to kneel for him, to feel his cock in my mouth.

I had no explanation for my behavior. I wasn’t gay, I wasn’t into men, but just the thought of what I had done got me instantly hard and already I knew that I craved it again. I didn’t even wait for Laura to tell me that James owed us the rent this time. As soon as she left for her work, I went upstairs.

I paused briefly outside James’ door, my heart hammering in my chest.  I was doing this on my own, unrequested, completely submissive to him. There would be consequences to this eventually if I didn’t stop. I knocked on the door and waited, shifting from one foot to the other nervously.

I don’t know if James made me wait deliberately, or if he was just busy, but it was a couple of minutes before he finally opened the door. He was bare-chested and my eyes roamed over his muscled torso, feasting on it. When they returned to his face, the grin was in place.

“I wondered when you’d show up.” He said. “Is it time to pay the rent again?”

I had no words, I just nodded. James wasn’t even pretending anymore that he needed time to get the money, the only person paying now was me. James turned, sauntering back into his room, and I followed, closing the door behind me.

I stood awkwardly in the center of the room as James stripped off his jeans and briefs. He looked like a god next to me. Taller, leaner, stronger. It just felt natural to kneel before him and I sank to my knees without him even saying anything. He laughed at that.

“I see you’ve figured out your proper role in life Gary.” He mocked me, his cock hardening in his hand. “You’re a natural cock sucker. You know it, don’t you?” He slapped my cheeks gently with his stiff dick, humiliating me even further.

I just nodded and opened my mouth for him, letting him shove his cock into me. James wasn’t seducing me, he was using me. The roles were already firmly established. I was his personal cock sucker. I was there to make him cum.

And I did, slurping and sucking on his perfect cock with enthusiasm. There was no suggestion of any relief or release for me. I bobbed my head, swirled my tongue, and coaxed his cum into my mouth, my skills already improving with practice.

“Next time, spend longer on my balls.” Was the only thing James said to me afterward. I was dismissed from his presence after serving my purpose.

It became my routine for the next couple of months. Each week I would “collect the rent” from James by sucking his cock and worshipping his balls. He gave me nothing in return except his grins and mockery and of course his cum.

Things couldn’t go on like this forever of course. My increasing distraction was irritating Laura and I wouldn’t be able to hide the fact we weren’t receiving rent for much longer. Before long the house of cards would come crashing down on me. I needed to find a way to break James’ hold over me, but each week there I was on my knees with his cock in my mouth.

James’ control started to show itself in other ways too. Small things at first, like he, would pick what game we watched or he would tell me what to pick up at the store. Then he began to invite people over more often. Laura noticed it and gave me some looks, but she didn’t do or say anything. Apparently James had been designated as my problem to deal with.

But I didn’t know how to deal with him any attempt I made to stand up to him, ended the same way. He was my superior in every way and we both knew it. The only reason the whole situation hadn’t collapsed already was that Laura had picked up a lot of extra shifts recently and wasn’t around the house as much.

I tried to explain that to James one day after Laura had left, but he just shrugged.

“You don’t want this to stop Gary.” He gave me that grin again. “It’s always the same with closeted married guys, once they’ve had a taste they can’t stop and they can’t say no.”

“Well, I’m saying no,” I said.

James looked at me for a moment, then unbuckled his belt, unzipped, and pulled his jeans down. My eyes went straight to his boxer briefs and the bulge there, and he laughed.

“Stop it,” I said, but the words lacked any force. He just shrugged and massaged his cock through the thin material. I watched it harden and grow, licking my lips.

“You know what to do.” He said, and I did

One more time wouldn’t make any difference I told myself as I got down on my knees before him. Just one more taste and then it would stop. Even I didn’t believe it really, but it made me feel better to say it as I eagerly pulled his briefs down to expose his hard shaft.

“That’s my married cock sucker.” James mocked me as his cock slid into my mouth. My own frustrated and neglected cock, twitched in response as my tongue swirled around his shaft, feeling it pulse in my mouth. His hands on my head guided me deeper.

“You were right, he really is good at that.” A horrifyingly familiar voice spoke. “I always choke when it goes that deep.” I struggled to pull away, but James’ grip was like iron as he kept his cock in my mouth.

I couldn’t see Laura, my wife, from this angle but her voice was unmistakable. Heart pounding with fear and with no way to defend or explain myself, I didn’t know what else to do except keep sucking.

“You certainly have him well trained,” Laura observed. “And you’re right, he clearly enjoys it. I can see his little boner through his pants.” James’ fingers were digging into my skull now as he held my head and fucked my mouth.

I heard Laura walk towards us and then felt her breath in my ear. “At first when James told me I was really angry.” She said. James’ cock was pistoning in and out my mouth now. “But then I realized that while you were busy fagging it up, I could go out and have a bit of fun of my own.”

I moaned helplessly as James pushed his cock in deep, feeling it throb and swell before the cum spurted into my mouth.

“He’s so eager to taste you.” Laura laughed and it was a tone I’d never heard from her before. “You really have broken him completely haven’t you?” I kept sucking and licking and swallowing as my wife talked. “I didn’t believe it when James told me at first, but you really are just an eager cock slut aren’t you dear.”

My cheeks warmed with humiliation at her words, but James kept me locked on his cock until he had finished, before shoving me away, leaving me panting, my mouth still tasting his cum. I looked at my wife. She didn’t seem angry, more amused than anything else.

“Things will have to change of course.” She said. “Now that I know what you really need and we both understand your true role. You can keep sucking James’ cock, and I’ll find my pleasure elsewhere. Unless…” She teased. “You want it to stop.”

My cock throbbed in my pants. I knew that James had no interest in giving me pleasure of any sort, and clearly now neither did my wife, not if I agreed to this. I glanced over at James, at his taut muscled body and his still hard cock. He grinned back at me.

“I didn’t think so.” Laura sighed. “He really has ruined you hasn’t he?” My cheeks flamed red as I realized I had already given in to this new arrangement.

“We’re going to have to replace the rent somehow though.” My wife continued. “Do you have any friends James, who might be interested in my husband’s services?” I knelt there in shock, my old life over, as the two of them casually discussed my new one.


Bottom’s Up at the Fair by Mark Adams

“You’re not serious?” My voice rose an active with incredulity.  “The county fair? We’re in red neck country, next you’ll be suggesting greased pig contests.”

The look Lisa gave me would have frozen hell and everyone in it. “These are our neighbors Jack.” She said and there was a tightness to her voice. “Try to get along with them please.”

“I know moving out to the sticks made financial sense,” I sighed, “But I don’t have anything in common with Billy-Joe and Bubba!” This was thin ice, Lisa grew up near here. The conversation went downhill from there and I ended up agreeing to participate in the fair.

I stomped out of the house and into the yard, muttering under my breath. Fighting with Lisa gained me nothing but having to talk to the grunting morons who inhabited this town would be hell.  When I’d agreed to move out here, I was thinking I’d still be commuting to work every day and I could do most of my shopping online. But Lisa had different ideas, she wanted to settle in and be part of the community. But why did I have to be as well?

I dragged the lawnmower out of the shed and yanked at the started cord, happy to let my frustrations out on something. Lisa and I hadn’t been married for very long but one thing I’d already learned was that when she wanted something, it was best to get out of the way or go along with it because, in the end, she would get what she wanted. I didn’t have to like it though!

In this case, she wanted us to both participate in the county fair which sounded like the lamest way to spend my limited free time I could think of. It ranked below mowing the lawn on my list of things I didn’t want to do. And it would force me to interact with every beer-swilling, uneducated redneck in the county.

Lawn suitably, and very angrily, mowed, I went back into the house and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. Lisa came up behind me, pressing herself against me and kissing the back of my neck.

“Thank you baby.” She whispered, her breasts pressing into my back and her hands coming round to caress my stomach then slide lower.”

“I groaned, most of my body turning to putty in her hands, except for a certain part of me.

Lisa giggled, sucking on my earlobe as her hand slipped under the waist of my jeans and wrapped around my cock. “How can I thank my big, strong, man for being so good to me.” She breathed. I groaned, my cock instantly erect and my frustrations vanishing by the second. Turning around I grabbed her hand and pulled her down the hall towards the bedroom.

After that Lisa had no trouble keeping me distracted, I didn’t even complain when we had to start attending organizing meetings for the fair once a week. I mean, I didn’t like wasting my time with these people, but Lisa was very appreciative afterward. Hell, one time she blew me in the car before we went in. I was almost in heaven.

If it hadn’t been for Dawson. Dawson was an asshole. A tobacco chewing, loud-mouthed, redneck. But worst of all, Lisa had dated him back in her high school days, and he got way too familiar with her. The man set my teeth on edge from the moment she saw him at the meeting and practically ran over to say hello.

All that gushing about how good he looked made my stomach churn. I admit, Lisa was right. Dawson was a big guy, but not fat. He was muscled like some sort of athlete or movie star. Clearly, he worked out, but my wife shouldn’t be gushing over some other guy!

That would have been bad enough, but Mr muscles for brains turned out to be one of the organizers of the whole fair, which meant he got to hand out assignments, including mine.

“The sponge toss!” I stared at him in amazement, but he just shrugged and grinned, his jaw working away on the ever-present tobacco.

“You’re the new guy.” He said that as though it was sufficient explanation but his grin said it all. He thought it would be funny to have me getting wet sponges thrown at my face for hours.

I opened my mouth to say something cutting, but Lisa, seeing where this was going, put a restraining hand on my arm, and I subsided. Dawson nodded in satisfaction, clearly thinking he had won something. I stewed for the rest of the meeting and Lisa was obviously irritated with me.

“Everybody takes a turn on the sponge toss, Jack.” The impatience in her voice evident. “It’s nobodies favorite but you could be more gracious about it.”

“I didn’t want to do this stupid fair in the first place.” I snapped. We didn’t speak on the way home, nor was sex on the table that night.

Things weren’t much better the next morning. We were at least civil to each other but hardly friendly as we got ready. Lisa was going to be serving beer, always easy money for these fairs, but I hadn’t seen her uniform until now. The low cut top left Lisa’s ample cleavage exposed. She laughed as I stared. The rest of the uniform wasn’t much better, with shorts so short that half of her ass hung out.

“Dawson said that they get more money when the servers dress like this.” Lisa shrugged. She had never been shy and male attention didn’t fluster her. I ground my teeth in frustration, already feeling flashes of jealousy. “Oh relax Jack.” She sighed. “It’s all in good fun.”

The drive over to the fairgrounds was again silent. It seemed like Lisa was eager to get away from me and we split up soon after arriving. It wasn’t hard for me to find the sponge throw area. Dawson was waiting for me there, that shit-eating grin on his face again.

“We set up a tent to shade you a bit.” He gestured behind him. “Don’t want you getting all sunburned, now do we?” He laughed and the mockery was obvious.

I looked at the setup and had to admit it wasn’t bad. The tent would keep me covered with only my head and arms sticking out but the stocks it concealed would keep me from ducking out the way or shielding myself from the oncoming sponges.

“How do I get out of this thing?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, we’ll let you take breaks.” Dawson laughed, spitting some tobacco out onto the dirt.

Biting back my reservations I got into to position with my head through the hole and didn’t resist as the stocks were shut around my neck. A quick tug of my arms confirmed that I was immobilized.

Dawson walked round from the rear of the tent to see that everything was properly lined up at the front and nodded in satisfaction.

“Comfortable?” He asked, kneeling near my face. I would have shrugged if I could.

“Passably,” I said. It wasn’t bad actually, though my muscles were sure to cramp after an hour of being in here.

“Saw Lisa earlier,” Dawson said. “She looked good enough to eat. Think I’ll stop by and pay her a visit while you’re busy.” He laughed as I tugged futilely at the stocks. “Been a while since I visited, if you know what I mean.”

I wanted to curse the man out, but he had picked his moment. A short line of young children had formed, eager to throw sponges at my face. Not wanting to cause a scene I hastily switched my attention to mugging for them, encouraging them to take a shot. As the first sponge splatted against my face I saw Dawson wander off and wondered if he was really heading for my wife.

The minutes dragged by and soon my muscles were starting to protest. I wondered how much longer I had before someone came by to let me take my break. Several sponges later, I heard someone walk up behind me. Finally, I thought, but instead of letting me out, firm hands started to knead the muscles in my legs.

It actually felt pretty good, but I was looking forward to getting out and stretching my legs myself. I was trying to figure out how to tell my good samaritan that in between a barrage of soggy sponges when I spotted Dawson walked towards me, with Lisa.

My unknown benefactor’s hands moved up from my calves to my thighs working at the knots in my muscles as Dawson and Lisa strolled closer. She was still wearing that skimpy uniform and they were laughing about something, though I couldn’t hear what it was. One thing was clear though, they were heading towards the sponge throw tent.

Just then my unknown benefactor’s hands moved up higher than my thighs and cupped my crotch. I stiffened in surprise and discomfort, but these hands knew exactly what they were doing. First massaging and then deftly unzipping and freeing my cock. I’d like to say I didn’t get hard at this un-requested molestation, but the truth was I was rock hard in seconds.

My brain tried to picture who was doing this to me, calling up images of every woman who had attended the county fair planning meetings. The only thing I knew for sure was that it wasn’t my wife, because she was standing in the line with Dawson, waiting to throw wet sponges at my face.

I bit my lip holding back a groan as the hand expertly massaged my cock, stroking my shaft. I wouldn’t last much longer I knew and I couldn’t stop whoever it was without my wife finding out.  Dawson and Lisa had made it to the front of the queue and Lisa leaned down to pick up some sponges, giving me and several others a perfect view of her chest in the process. I stared at her, my cock throbbing in someone else’s hand. When I glanced over at Dawson, I swear he winked at me and then reached over to cup my wife’s ass.

She glanced over at him, and I think she told him to stop it, but I didn’t catch all the words, because, at that moment, the hand on my cock let go, leaving me hanging and desperate to come. I thought maybe it was just a tease and I was going to be left like this, but no the hands had just moved their attention elsewhere and were unbuckling and removing my pants.

I felt completely helpless watching as Dawson finally removed his hand from my wife’s ass while my own was exposed to the air of the tent and to my horror, fingers started to explore my ass, smearing some sort of cool lubricant over it. I needed to stop this and fast, but how?

Lisa and Dawson took turns pelting me with wet sponges. Most of Lisa’s throws missed, but Dawson hit every single time, much to her amusement. Meanwhile, my unknown masseuse probed my ass with the fingers of one hand while their other returned to stroking my still hard cock. The sensory overload made it hard to process everything that happened. Dawson and Lisa must have spent a good ten dollars on sponges because they just kept pelting me with them as the fingers probed my ass and my cock throbbed.

When they were finally done they both walked over to me, big smiles on their faces. I tried to smile, but mostly I was trying not to moan.

“Dawson says it started slow, but things are picking up.” Lisa beamed happily as could be. “He thinks you’re doing a great job.”

“That’s… good.” I managed.

“When is your break?” She asked.

“Oh Jack is so popular, he’s going to work an extra shift for us,” Dawson answered for me. I glanced up at him in surprise, no one had discussed this with me. On the other hand, I couldn’t have anyone going to let me out right now.

“Yes,” I said, clearing my throat to disguise a groan.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Lisa asked, a frown marring her face. “You look a little flushed.”

As she spoke, I felt the finger withdraw from my ass, though the other hand remained wrapped around my cock. I opened my mouth to reassure my wife, and froze as something pressed against my ass. Something larger than a finger but warm enough to have to be flesh.

“I’m fine,” I croaked. “Maybe a little water.”

My brain raced at a million miles an hour as what could only be a cock slowly penetrated my well-lubed ass. I’m not gay, I’m not interested in guys and yet here I was about to be fucked while in the presence of my wife and one of her ex-boyfriends. If that wasn’t overwhelming enough, my cock was rock hard.

Lisa put a cold bottle of water to my lips and tipped it up so I could drink. I almost spat it out as the man behind me thrust forward, pushing deeper into my ass. Whoever it was, he must be an expert, because his hand kept my cock throbbing as he worked his way deeper into my ass.

Lisa looked worried now, so I hastily composed myself as the cock pushed deeper and deeper into me. “That’s better.” I managed to say

“You sure you’re okay babe?” Lisa asked and I nodded as the man behind me began to fuck me in earnest.

“There are people waiting,” Dawson said. “We’re holding up the line.

“See you later.” Lisa leaned in and kissed me on the forehead. “Love you.”

“Love you too.” I croaked out.

As I watched my wife and Dawson walk away, I saw his hand move to cup her ass again. She pushed it away, but only after it sat there for a minute. But I didn’t have time to think about that. The man inside me had moved both of his hands to my hips leaving my hard cock neglected as he focused entirely on his own pleasure.

He was fucking me harder and faster now as children and families continued to pelt me with wet sponges. I may not be into men but I know enough about what men like and how they work that I could tell he was close to coming and I realized in shock that he was going to cum inside me.

I had never felt so helpless in my life. I couldn’t cry out, I couldn’t stop what was happening to me. The humiliation was total, but so was the excitement. Despite the lack of direct stimulation, my cock remained hard. I was getting off on being fucked in the ass by a stranger, by a man.

It’s true I couldn’t stop him, but that wasn’t all. I wanted him to fuck me, I wanted him to fuck me so hard that I came. I was close too. So close. It wouldn’t have taken much more, but instead, he buried his cock in my ass one last time his cum spurting inside of me.

I bit my lip and swallowed a groan as another sponge hit me in the face and dropped to the ground while a stranger filled my virgin ass with his cum. At least it was over, I thought, despite my frustration.

Then the hands returned. They seemed rougher this time, both in texture and in the way they touched me.  Before they had first coaxed and relaxed me, getting me worked up,  but this time they seemed focused on getting what they wanted. Firmly gripping me as spreading my cheeks as a hard cock pushed into my ass for only the second time in my life.

The prick invading me was different, bigger, this time. I schooled my face so I didn’t give anything away to the families who were walking past or taking turns throwing sponges at me, but my mind was screaming this was a different guy. A second guy was fucking my ass.

I struggled to process what that meant, that this had not been an opportunistic thing, that it was planned out. Dawson must be in on it I realized, how else would he have known that I was going to be here for longer than scheduled. The whole thing must have been some sort of setup.

All I had to do to put an end to things was speak up. If I called for help, there were plenty of people around. The humiliation would be excruciating of course, I could only imagine what they would see if they entered the tent, but my ordeal would be over. Of course, they’d also see my erection, and as a stranger’s cock thrust in and out of my ass, I had to acknowledge that I was increasingly enjoying the sensation of being fucked.

My cock twitched and throbbed with every thrust of this man’s cock and while his hand on my shaft lacked the skill and delicacy of the first, it was more than enough to bring me closer and closer to the edge. I should make this stop, but I might as well cum first my fevered brain reasoned. The damage was already done, why not get the pleasure?

Just then the man behind me shoved in hard and grunted as he came deep in my ass, my second load of the day. As he pulled out, leaving drips of cum on my ass cheeks, I squirmed in frustration and regret. Even a day ago I would have denied the possibility of feeling this way about a man. Not about a man, I corrected myself, about cock.

The man slapped my ass as he left making no effort to clean me up or cover me. I was stuck face towards the crowds, ass exposed with cum cooling and drying on it and my cock twitching with frustrated need. I had been close. Close enough that the feeling of a third cock pressing against my ass came as a relief.

This one was bigger than the last two and he didn’t touch my cock, showed no interest in me at all. I didn’t care. His fat cock in my ass made me throb, made me twitch, I just wanted him to fuck me until I came. However, my new partner was, his only interest was cumming too. He pounded my well-used ass, grunting with the effort.

I struggled not to moan out loud, pelted by wet sponges from men, women, and children as this huge cock fucked me ruthlessly. He leaned over me, pausing for breath and I heard a familiar voice.

“You’ve got a sweet, tight ass, fag boy.” That was Jim’s unmistakable southern drawl. Jim was one of Dawson’s group of hangers-on, confirming my suspicions. I wouldn’t have guessed that Jim was gay. Maybe he wasn’t, maybe he just didn’t pass up a good opportunity. I didn’t care anymore, I just wanted Jim to rail my ass until I came.

He fucked me hard and fast, it felt good, but it wasn’t enough. And when he finally pulled out, spurting cum on my ass and back I was left in squirming and throbbing frustration, ready to do just about anything if I could only cum.

There were no more visitors for a while after that. My balls ached from the build-up and denial but my head cleared a bit as I slowly calmed down. I couldn’t believe I had put myself in this situation or that I had enjoyed it so much. At no point in my life had I ever been interested in men.

During a lull, Dawson and Lisa came to visit me again. Dawson’s grin made my stomach churn with rage and this time he blatantly put his hand on Lisa’s ass.

“Stop that.” Lisa laughed, brushing his hand away. “My husband’s right there!”

“Oh he don’t mind,” Dawson said. “He knows no red-blooded man could resist you in that get-up. Ain’t that right Jack?” I just nodded, I was in no position to get in an argument with Dawson right now. I’d have to think of some way to deal with him later. Lisa’s expression flickered from surprised to angry and my failure to defend her.

“Are you sure you’re okay babe?” She asked, and the concern seemed genuine. “You’ve been in there a long time.”

“I’m fine honey.” My voice sounded raspy from lack of use. “How are you doing?”

My wife, always calm and in control Lisa, actually blushed when I asked her that. “Well, Dawson was right, turns out sex really sells.” She said. I waited for her to elaborate on that, but she didn’t offer up any more, leaving me conjuring all sorts of scenarios in my mind.

“That it does.” Dawson nodded, grinning at me again. “Always a market for what people crave. And the sponge throw is doing well too, guess folks just can’t resist taking shots at the city slicker.” My eyes widened as a finger started to probe my ass. “You may have to up your game if you want to out-earn your husband. Think you can tease them more Lisa doll?”

Dawson quite deliberately put his hand on my wife’s ass again, this time cupping and squeezing. Lisa looked at me and her expression was unmistakable, she was waiting for me to object and put a stop to it. But I was focused on keeping my face neutral as the fourth cock of the day penetrated my asshole.

The moment stretched out and Dawson continued to massage my wife’s ass right in front of me. This was a test of some sort and I was clearly failing it. All I could think about was the cock pushing deeper into me by the second.

“I-I’m sure she can.” I stammered

Shock turned to outrage and then anger on Lisa’s face. I would pay for this at home but I needed her to go away so the stranger could finish fucking me and I could finally cum.

“Well okay then.” Lisa’s voice was cold as she looked at me, but then she turned to Dawson and leaned in to give him a good look down her shirt. ‘Let’s go give the guys what they want.” Her voice sounded more girlish and she giggled, blatantly flirting with him right in front of me.

I didn’t care, I was so close now. I just need a little more and no distractions. Dawson’s hand stayed on my wife’s ass as they walked away, but all I cared about was the next thrust of cock into my ass.

I lost count of the number of men or at least cocks that fucked me that day sometime after it reached double digits. Again and again, they thrust and pumped and came, leaving me dangling on the edge but never giving me quite enough to take me over. The frustration gnawed at my brain, my desires overpowering everything else. The people and the sponges were nothing but a blur, all I cared about was that next cock, the one that would finally put me over the edge.

The day progressed slowly.  I wasn’t let out of the stocks at any point, but the men using my ass gave me breaks and at some point, a tray was placed on the ground under me so I could piss into it. With no food and the only water from Lisa’s occasional visits my brain was fried, but my cock knew exactly what it wanted. By the time the night was winding down I was ready to do anything at all for anyone at all just so I could finally cum.

“Dawson says you’re going to stay and help him clean up. That’s really nice of you Jack.” Lisa smiled widely as she and Dawson approached me again. I just nodded, I couldn’t have her see me like this so Dawson’s lie was my best shot anyway.

“I was surprised at how much money you raised, it used to be that the girls made all the real money at the fair. Well…” She giggled. “Some of us girls still do.”

I stared at my wife in confusion, what exactly was she saying? What had she done exactly? I remembered Dawson’s hand on her ass and how slow she had been to remove it.

“I remember my turn in the sponge throw stocks.” She continued, kneeling down next to my face and softly caressing my cheek. “It’s like a right of passage around here. I was still eighteen, an ex-cheerleader fresh out of school. There was a line of people eager to sponge me.”

The way she said that I was sure she was implying more than the words themselves but I couldn’t concentrate right then because I felt another pair of hands on my hips and I knew what was about to happen. I stiffened, trying to hide any reaction from Lisa, but with her hand on my cheek, she felt it instantly.

“It’s okay babe. Just relax and let it happen.” She said, her voice soft. “If you relax it starts to feel good, that’s what I found.”

A hard cock pushed slowly into my ass and I couldn’t help myself, a low guttural moan slipped from my lips. Lisa just smiled.

“Dawson says you’ve set a new record. I’m impressed. Everyone wanted a turn with me that day, Dawson was front of the line. She winked and Dawson grinned his smug grin.”

I couldn’t think straight, there was a man’s dick in my ass, my own cock was rock hard again and my wife seemed to be telling me she’d been gang banged at the county fair. It was all too much.

“I didn’t last all day the way you did though,” Lisa said. “We took shifts. Dawson’s been a bit mean making you do that. Of course, you’ve been pretty mean to Dawson too haven’t you?”

The anonymous man fucking me sped up and I grunt as he slammed deep into my ass. Lisa continued to caress my cheek, her eyes locked on mine.

“Oh he’s a rough one, isn’t he? Did you like that? You know how I like it rough.” She teased. “I’ve got to say I think the sponge throw might be one of the easier gigs. Try being a serving wench some time, you wouldn’t believe how sore my wrist is!”

I gaped at her, had my wife spent the day jacking off other guys? This place was crazy but god I just wanted to cum.

“Does that shock you?” She giggled again. “That your wife was a slut when she was younger? That she might be a slut now? Well, imagine how shocked I was to discover you were an even bigger slut! And don’t try to say you’re not loving it. I’ve been getting reports all day about just how excited you are!”

My brain struggled to process this overload of stimulation and information while my body just cried out to be fucked harder and faster.  The moans slipping from my mouth told my wife everything she needed to know about my enjoyment.

“I’m your wife sweetie and I knew what you really needed even if you didn’t. It’s okay, relax, and enjoy being the fair fuck hole.” Her voice seemed slightly deeper now as though her own desire was building. “All those guys pounding that ass, so hot!”

“P-please!” I panted, cheeks red with embarrassment but so desperate I was ready to beg.

“No wonder they get hard for you if you beg like that.” Lisa giggled. “Don’t worry babe, they’re going to let you cum this time as a reward for being such a great fuck. There’s just one last thing you have to do.” She paused and nodded towards Dawson who was still standing there watching this all. “You haven’t been very nice to Dawson and you need to make it up to him babe.”

“Yes.” I nodded, ready to agree to anything at all, even apologizing to the redneck.

“Good boy.” Lisa smiled and then stood up.

Dawson stepped forward, but he didn’t kneel down, forcing me to crane my head up to look at him. The shit-eating grin hadn’t left his face. I opened my mouth, ready to eat crow and apologize, but before I could say anything, Dawson unzipped his jeans. I looked over at Lisa, eyes wide.

“You know what to do.” Lisa nodded. “Make it up to him.”

Dawson pulled his already hardening cock out of his jeans, the grin on his face getting bigger if possible. The smug bastard must be loving this. I knew what Lisa wanted me to do and after what I’d already done today it was such a small thing, but did it have to be Dawson of all people.

“Come on babe. If you hadn’t been so stuck up to everyone in the town there would have been no need to arrange this. Just one last thing.” Lisa knelt beside me again, her voice soft and encouraging. “Besides, I bet if you cooperate Billy will give you what you really need.”

On cue, the cock in my ass started to move again and a hand grasped my hard shaft. As I opened my mouth and Dawson thrust his dick between my lips I wondered if it was Billy-Joe or Billy-Dean whose hand so expertly massaged my cock.

But my body had long past the point of caring. My cock throbbed in Billy’s hand as he continued to pound my ass and I let out a muffled moan as Dawson filled my mouth, with his thick shaft, stretching my lips wide. It felt hot and hard yet soft.

“Gaaawwd, that’s hot!” My wife breathed, watching intently as Dawson slid his cock in and out my mouth. “That’s it, babe, relax and take it. Don’t fight it or you’ll choke.”

I could feel Dawson’s cock swell as he started to thrust faster, I wasn’t so much sucking him as he was fucking my mouth, just like Billy was fucking my ass. I knew he couldn’t last long at this pace, but then neither could I. Lisa’s eyes were feverish and she leaned in close eager to capture every moment of it. I was the meat in the sandwich. Fucked from both ends. Live porn for my wife to watch. I didn’t care, I finally got to cum and that’s all that mattered.

Billy went first, ramming hard into my ass, panting with the effort. I worried he’d stop jerking my cock, but he didn’t. His hand squeezed and stroked and milked my cock until finally with an agonized groan I spurted cum onto the ground of the tent, my whole body tensing and relaxing in a wave of pleasure and relief.

That left Dawson, his thick, hard cock pistoning in and out of my mouth. Lisa licked her lips, completely absorbed in watching that cock slide between my lips. I licked and sucked and drooled, doing anything I could to take him over the edge.

Finally, I felt it. His muscles tensed, and his breathing sped up. The thick shaft in my mouth spasmed and hot cum jetted into my mouth. I struggled, instinct telling me to pull away, but I couldn’t as he came, again and again, filling my mouth with his cum. He kept his cock buried in my mouth, forcing me to swallow his load.

When he finally pulled away, Lisa kissed my cheek. “I can’t believe how fucking hot that was.” She whispered. “Tomorrow’s going to be so much fun now that the secret’s out.”

I stared at her in shock. It had slipped my mind that the fair ran for the whole weekend!


Bottoming Out

by Mark Adams

“Do you have a girlfriend James?” Amelia’s innocent-seeming question came out of nowhere as she perched herself next to me on the arm of the sofa.

“Uh… no,” I answered glancing at her pretty, heart-shaped face framed by artfully wavy blonde hair. I’d never spoken to Amelia before, but I knew she was Logan’s girlfriend and that just added to my discomfort.

Finding myself unable to hold her gaze for long, my eyes roamed first to the glittery low cut halter-top she was wearing and then, realizing the danger of that down to her smooth long legs topped by a tiny tight skirt and only inches aware from me. That wasn’t any better so I forced myself to look at her face again. Her lips twitched with the hint of a smile, clearly, she knew the effect she had on me.

“Perfect, then there’s no one to complain if I sit on you.” She announced, before placing her firm ass directly on my lap, swiveling round so she was at an angle and could still look me in the face.

I tensed, girls didn’t usually behave this way around me, plus there was Logan to think about. But I couldn’t exactly push her off my lap now, could I? And I was now intensely aware of her cleavage, so close to my face. Amelia smirked at my obvious discomfort but made no effort to get up.

“So no girlfriend. Boyfriend?” Her question caught me by surprise again.

“N-no.” I stammered, my cheeks flushing hot with embarrassment. “I’m not. You know… not that there’s anything wrong with that.”

This time my behavior provoked a peal of laughter from Amelia’s provocative lips. “Well, I’m glad to hear you’re not some sort of hater James. And, you know,” She leaned in a bit as she continued. “It wouldn’t be anything to be ashamed of.”

“Well, no, I mean it’s fine, I just,” I floundered, my cheeks like flaming beacons now.

“So if you were, would you be a top or a bottom?” She asked her eyes dancing mischievously. My eyes bulged and my mouth hung open, I had no idea to respond to that. Amelia laughed again.

“Oh, you’re just too easy to tease.” She said, her smile taking the sting out of the comment. “You need to toughen up a little or this frat will eat you alive. You’d definitely be a bottom.”

“Uh, where’s Logan?” I asked trying to move the conversation onto more comfortable and safer territory.” The twitch of Amelia’s lips told me she knew exactly what I was trying to do.

“Oh, he’s getting me a drink.” She gestured off towards a mass of people. “Don’t worry, he’s not going to be threatened or anything.”

That stung. Okay I’m definitely not built like Logan is and I’m not a football player either, but his girlfriend was sitting on my lap, shouldn’t he be a little jealous?

“I mean,” She continued, “Logan is definitely a top.” She winked and laughed again.

At this stage, I desperately wanted to get out of this conversation and away, but with Amelia sitting on my lap there was no way to do it gracefully, I was stuck there.

“Besides, you’re far more comfortable than the arm of the sofa.” Amelia wiggled in my lap, apparently looking to get even more comfortable. “So you’re just being a gentleman, right?” She pushed back into my lap and even though I knew it was deliberate on her part I couldn’t stop my body’s reaction to her firm butt.

Amelia leaned in closer so that she could whisper into my ear. “I mean it’s not like you’re taking advantage is it?” She wasn’t wiggling now, she was slowly grinding her ass cheeks against my hardening cock. “Don’t worry, it will be our little secret. Oh, look there’s Logan!”

With that she raised her hand and shouted to him, waving her boyfriend over. I shrank down into the sofa, praying that Logan wouldn’t figure out what was going on. If I pushed Amelia off me that would only advertise the situation, all I could do was let her play out her little teasing game and deal with the embarrassment.

Logan sauntered over to us and I marveled at how people just seemed to melt out of his way as he walked. One of the reasons I hated parties like this was the crowds, none of whom even seemed to acknowledge my existence at all. Amelia was right, Logan would definitely be a Top.

On reaching us he leaned down and kissed Amelia, not a peck on the cheek but a passionate kiss, returned with enthusiasm by his girlfriend, and as she did so she pressed her ass firmly back against me.

“Hey.” He said to me by way of greeting when he finally came up for air.

“Ah… Hi.” Was my articulate response but his attention was already back on Amelia.

“What you up to babe?” He asked.

“Just waiting on my drink.” Amelia held out her hand to take the plastic cup full of beer from Logan. “What took you so long?”

“Are you kidding babe, this party’s crazy. Like the whole frat is here!”

“So you’d rather spend time with your friends than your girlfriend.” Amelia fake pouted and Logan rolled his eyes.

“Come on babe! Besides,” He gestured at me, remembering my presence finally, “you’ve made yourself comfy.” Suddenly I wished he’d continued ignoring me.

“James here was the perfect gentleman when there was nowhere for me to sit while waiting for my boyfriend!” Amelia responded, pressing her ass firmly against me and causing a wave of pleasure.

“Okay, okay.” Logan raised his hands admitting defeat, “I’m sorry alright?”

Amelia rose from my lap and molded herself against Logan, kissing him languorously.  I stared at the ass that had only moments ago been wedged against my erection. At least, I thought, she had him distracted so he wouldn’t notice the lump in my pants.

As she led him away, Amelia glanced back at me and winked. I guessed the two of them just liked to play games with each other and I was a convenient prop. If I got blue balls in the process, it was no worry of hers. I sat there for several minutes waiting for my erection to subside. It didn’t matter that I knew she was a flirt and a tease, with a body like that I just couldn’t help reacting to it.

Perhaps if I did have a girlfriend of my own and bit less pent up sexual frustration it might be easier. But, shy and new to the college, I had neither of those things and a lot of sexual frustration. I wondered again why I’d come to this party. I don’t like parties, I’m always out of place at them. But, how else was I going to make any friends at this new place?

When everything felt back to normal I got up, planning to get myself a drink. Perhaps I would fit in better if I was at least a little drunk.

*     *     *

Two drinks later I was definitely a little drunk but I still felt isolated from everyone else at the party. I wandered from room to room at the house, lingering on the outskirts of the conversations but never included in them.

Eventually, I retreated to a quieter part of the house and from there to the bedroom where all the jackets were. It was time to get out of here and go home.

“So have you ever done it?”  Amelia spoke just as I was reaching for my jacket. I whirled around to see her leaning against the side of the door watching me. I tried not to think of her ass pressing against my crotch.

“Done what?” I asked, more than a little confused.

“You know… taken a cock.” Her lips exaggerated the word cock and I noticed some slurring in her words. I wondered how many drinks she had had by this point in the evening.

I wanted to tell her to fuck off. I wanted to see what was under that glittery top. I wanted her to leave me alone. I wanted to fuck her on the bed on top of everyone’s coats.

“Leave me out of your games,” I said, picking up my coat.

“You’ve thought about it though right?” Amelia continued taking a wobbly step towards me. “Thought about cock.” again she exaggerated the word, going for shock value. “It’s okay, you can tell me all about your faggy urges.”

I looked at her in shock. “That’s not okay,” I said, anger flaring in my gut. She waved my outrage aside like it didn’t matter, moving closer to me step by step.

“You’re the type, I can tell.” she teased, standing right in front of me now so that I could see down her top. “Do you think about sucking, or would you rather bend over?”

“Get out of my way,” I said, but the words lacked any force and Amelia just smiled.

“I get it, James. I like the feel of a big, stiff, cock.” She said pausing between each word for effect as her hand reached out to cup my crotch. I tensed, and a crooked smile spread across her face. “You like me talking about cocks don’t you James?” She teased, her palm massaging my crotch. “Are you sure you’ve never sucked dick? I love to run my tongue up Logan’s fat, hot, shaft.”

Her hand moved on my dick, teasing it hard through my pants. My breath came in ragged gasps. I knew I should pull away and get out of here, whatever game she was playing would end badly for me. She was so close, her chest pressed against me, her hand, molding to my erection.

“Mike,” I whispered. Her eyes widened and she giggled.

“Oh my god. I was right!” She squealed and I cringed at how loud her voice seemed but her hand was still cupping my cock.”Did he have a big thick dick?” She teased me.

“And did you suck Mike’s dick, James?” She pressed. I nodded my head and her grin widened at that. “You liked it didn’t you, I know you did? It feels so good to have a hot cock throbbing in your mouth and hear them moan for you. What did you do for Mike?”

As she asked the question she steered me back onto the bed, encouraging me to sit down, her hand still massaging my crotch.

‘It was just a bit of experimentation after school.” I tried to explain, not wanting to sound weak. Amelia stared at me intently, biting her full lip. She seemed fascinated. Swiveling around she straddled my lap and I groaned as she pressed against my cock.

“Tell me all about it.” She purred.

*     *     *

The summer before college Mike and I spent a lot of time together. That wasn’t unusual, we’d been friends all through school, but it felt different now. We were going to different colleges, we wouldn’t see each other every day as we had for years now.

With both my parents working we had my house to ourselves all day long during the week which meant we could do anything we wanted. Mostly that was playing World of Warcraft but as the summer crept on we gradually got a little braver. Sometimes we’d help ourselves to a beer from the fridge, and then one day Mike found the porn links in my browser.

It was embarrassing of course but Mike just laughed and started scrolling through the videos. Soon he was watching them and while it was a little awkward at first, they were still hot.

“Fuck, look at the tits on that one!” Mike exclaimed. I’d never heard him talk so crudely but the porn just seemed to bring it out and he wasn’t wrong, the blonde pornstar had huge breasts. My passivity only encouraged him. “I’d love to drill that pussy. I wonder if she takes it up the ass.” His comments got more vulgar and aggressive as his excitement grew.

I didn’t expect what happened next though, With a grunt, he shifted on the bed and unbuckled his jeans, then unzipped them. Shoving his hand into the waistband, he pulled out his cock.

“Mike!” I cried out, shocked, but he just laughed.

“It was getting tight in there. Got to let the snake breath, you know?” He said.

I couldn’t help myself, I looked down at his crotch. He had his cock in his hand and it was large, larger than me at least. He didn’t seem to have noticed me staring yet, his own eyes focused on the porn. I couldn’t look away, the porn playing on my computer just background noise to me now, instead, I watched as his hand moved slowly up and down the thick shaft of his cock. I watched as his cock swelled and grew harder and bigger in his hand. I stared at the purple head, shiny with Mike’s pre-cum.

“Well? Help a guy out.” Mike’s voice broke the spell. He stared right at me and I frowned, wondering what he meant. “Come on man, give me a hand!” He urged gesturing towards me with his hard-on.

The rational part of my mind knew this would be a bad idea and I should end things now, but instead, I reached out arm trembling slightly and wrapped my hand around the soft yet hard flesh of his cock. It felt so similar and yet so different to my own. The size, the fit even the texture not quite the same.

Mike groaned, taking pleasure in the touch of my hand on his dick. “That’s it, tighter.” I squeezed just a little at his instruction, not wanting to hurt him.

The whole thing was surreal, following his directions I stroked and squeezed and jerked his cock as he sat there on the edge of my bed, watching porn on my computer. I didn’t really know what I was doing, mostly just repeating the thing that felt good when I masturbated myself and trying to adjust when Mike grunted out another command.

Mike didn’t reciprocate or touch me or even look at me as I jacked him off, he just watched the porn videos. I’m not sure how long I did it for, but long enough that my wrist became uncomfortable. When I moved to release his cock, Mike’s hand clamped down on my, forcing me to keep going.

He didn’t say anything, but I could feel he was close by the way the muscles in his body tensed. I speed up my strokes eager to give him the pleasure he obviously craved. Moments later he gasped and a splatter of hot cum landed on my thumb, followed by several more dribbling down my hand.

The spell was now broken and I pulled away and rushed off to the bathroom to clean his cum off me. When I came back he was standing and buckling his pants back up, his cock already away. I felt a small pang of disappointment at that.

“Same time tomorrow?” He said, not looking me directly in the eye.

“Sure.” I nodded, although I wasn’t certain what I was agreeing to.

The porn video was still playing on my computer after Mike left, but I didn’t masturbate to that, instead, I thought about how his cock had felt in my hand.

Mike did show up at my house at the same time tomorrow and the next day and every day during the summer and we did play games. We just added a new element to our routine. Each day before he left we would watch more porn and I would jack Mike’s cock until he came. He never touched me, blatantly taking advantage, but I went along with it. And then after he left I masturbated remembering how it felt. And that’s how things stayed until the last day of summer.

“Fuck  I’d kill to have someone suck my cock like that,” Mike said. He was sitting on my bed as usual watching porn on my computer while I knelt and stroked his hard cock. “Bet it feels so damn good. I wouldn’t tell.”

I glanced up at that last comment, he was looking directly at me for once and not at the porn. I hadn’t misheard, he wanted me to suck his cock. My hand didn’t slow down, his cock both hard yet soft to my touch and I wondered what it would feel like.

“Just once,” Mike said, still looking at me. I couldn’t say no to him, I nodded.

Licking my lips, I opened my mouth, and, lowering my head slowly I slid his cock into my mouth, feeling the smooth skin on my lips as I took just the head in.

“ Fuck yeah! Mike grunted, clearly enjoying the feel of my mouth on his cock. Encouraged, I swirled my tongue around his cock-head, teasing it, tasting the pre-cum that oozed out.

“Unhh, faster like the slut is doing it.” Mike urged me on. I couldn’t see the video from this angle, but I’d watched enough of them. I started to bob my head up and down, taking more of his cock into my mouth, sucking and licking it as his obvious excitement spurred me on.

I gagged slightly as I went too deep and pulled back, one hand still stroking the base of his shaft as I licked and worshipped. The twitching and throbbing of his cock was the only warning I got. With a grunt, he thrust his hips up and my mouth flooded with hot, salty cum.

*     *     *

Amelia’s grinding against me had my cock rock hard as I finished my confession to her. Her eyes were bright and her cheeks flushed as she leaned in close.

“It felt right, didn’t it.” She breathed softly. “Sucking on cock. Helping him cum.” Her hips kept moving and I realized I was dangerously close to cumming just from the stimulation. I nodded, it was true, it had felt right.

“What are you two up to?” Logan’s voice, taut with anger,  cut through the haze of my lust and I froze in panic, with Amelia still on my lap. 

“Oh relax.” Amelia laughed it off. “James here isn’t into me. He prefers guys.” The erection she was still pressing against proved that untrue, but I certainly wasn’t going to say anything under the circumstances. Let Logan think I was gay, let them all think I was gay if it meant I didn’t get beaten up.

“Oh yeah?” Logan didn’t seem to believe her. The way he was standing it seemed like he could launch himself at me any minute. “You a faggot James?” He said it like he wanted to pick a fight.

I nodded, cheeks flushing, and not quite able to say something out loud but my non-verbal response didn’t convince him.

“Or do you just say that to creep on girls, huh?”

This time I shook my head but realizing that silence would not be enough I croaked out a response. “No, I-I’m gay.” Logan frowned, but his stance relaxed and I started to breathe again.

“It’s true,” Amelia confirmed getting off my lap and pressing herself against her boyfriend, “He was just telling me what a cock slut he used to me.”  She giggled at this, and Logan smirked.

I sat there, crossing my legs trying to hide my excitement. Amelia was exaggerating what I had told her and it was embarrassing but I’d take it over a beating from Logan.

“You know,” Amelia began, twirling her hair with one hand while she kissed Logan’s neck. “I’ve always wanted to see two guys go at it.”

“Fuck that!” Logan swore, pushing her away. “I’m no fag.”

I looked at the door, wondering if I could make a break for it, but realizing I’d never make it past Logan.

“What if you got to do… you know… the thing I won’t let you do?” Amelia teased. “ I bet James here would be happy to help?”

I looked back and forth between them as they talked trying to figure out what exactly they were referencing All I knew for sure was that it involved me somehow.

“Imagine how tight it will feel.” Amelia cooed, pressing her body against Logan again, her hand cupping his crotch. “And you don’t need to worry about my feelings or hurting me. Don’t you want to fuck a slut in the ass?

My eyes widened in shock at that, she meant me, I would be the slut who took it in the ass. I had to get out of there before this got any worse. But it was already too late. Logan didn’t say anything, but he reached back and pushed the door closed. I had no way out now, not without alerting the entire party.

Amelia turned to look at me and her face was sympathetic. As she leaned forward my eyes drifted back to her cleavage. God, why did she have to be so hot?

“Come on James, you know you want this really. If it was Mike you’d do it wouldn’t you.” She said. I wanted to shake my head, but I couldn’t because it was true. If Mike had had a little more time he’d have done this for sure.

“So just relax and let it happen.” Amelia continued. “I’ll be here to make it feel extra good.” She licked her full lips as she said this. “I make things feel very good don’t I?”

I nodded like an obedient puppy, my cock twitching in my pants as I remembered her sitting in my lap.

“Take your clothes off and lean over the bed, I’ll help you get ready.” She encouraged me and almost dream-like I obeyed her.

The room felt cold without my clothes, but my skin was hot. The fabric of the jackets was rough against my skin and I glanced back nervously at Amelia as I positioned myself kneeling and bent over the bed. She smiled reassuringly.

“Close your eyes, I have something to make it feel better.” She said.

I did as instructed, muscles tensing at the touch of her fingers, cool against my skin. Her hands stroked my ass cheeks, fingers dipping between to tease my asshole.

“So tight.” She murmured. “You need to relax.” As she spoke she pulled her hands away and then moments later a cold finger, slathered in something wet and silky pressed against my asshole. I gasped in surprise, but she pushed slowly and gently forward.

“We need to get you ready.” She said, her finger sliding into my ass and wiggling around. “Logan’s cock is big and hard, but you like them like that don’t you.” She giggled and a second finger began to explore my ass. “Oh, he’s going to love this!” She said, her voice giddy with excitement.

I didn’t speak, I didn’t know what to say. Part of me wondered why Amelia had brought lube to the party, but her fingers stretching and lubing my ass felt so good that I just kept my eyes closed and listened to her soft voice.

I let out a soft moan when Amelia’s fingers withdrew but her voice reassured me. “Shhh, not much longer, Logan’s ready for you. You want that hard cock don’t you?” And I did, I wanted it so badly.

I lay there passively, bent over the bed, ass exposed waiting almost impatiently and finally, I felt it, the warm, yielding yet hard pressure of Logan’s cock against my asshole.

“Nice and slow babe.” Amelia coached him, I felt the mattress give as she climbed up on the bed beside. “Stretch him out.”

Logan’s hands moved to my hips and from the tension, in that grip, I could tell he was holding back, that he wanted to plunge his cock into me but for now he listened to Amelia’s instructions.

“Oh Gawd that’s hot.” She murmured. “You’re inside, him, how does it feel babe?”

“Fuck the bitch is tight.” I could hear the strain in Logan’s voice as his cock slid slowly into my ass, spreading my cheeks, invading me.

“Keep going, sliding it right in. He’s going to take it all.” Amelia encouraged her boyfriend. All her attention seemed to be on Logan now, I had become the vehicle for his pleasure.

The bed undulated as Amelia moved, straddling my back and then sitting down, her weight pressing me into the scratchy material of the jackets as her boyfriend’s cock sank deep into my ass.

“So fucking hot.” She muttered. “You’re all the way in him.” The pressure on my back changed as she leaned forward and I heard her give Logan a passionate kiss. “Is it like you imagined?” She asked and her voice sounded breathless with excitement. “Are you ready to fuck that ass?”

Logan’s only response was a grunt but his fingers dug almost painfully into my hips as his cock withdrew from. I responded with a moan of my own as the pressure eased, and I missed the sensation. Then he thrust back in again and I gasped in shock. He started to fuck me, building up speed as he did.

“That’s it babe, don’t hold back, fuck the cock loving slut!” Amelia’s ass wiggled on my back and her voice caught as she rubbed herself, getting off on the scene happening before her.

Logan’s fingers gripped me like iron, he thrust harder, faster, no care of how I felt. My own cock, throbbed with need and pleasure, pressed against the coats and the mattress. I kept my eyes closed ashamed of how I was being treated. They were both using me to get off, treating me as little more than a toy in their perverted sex game, but I didn’t want it to stop, I wanted to be fucked.

Amelia’s moans joined Logan’s grunts as he pistoned in and out of me, and I heard them kiss again. Logan’s thrusts pressed me down into the mattress and made my cock rub against jackets beneath me creating a combination of pain and pleasure. I was getting close, I could feel it.

And then with a loud grunt, Logan slammed deep into my ass, cock throbbing as he unloaded his cum into me. Logan and Amelia kissed again as he spurted inside me.

“That feels better, doesn’t it babe.” Amelia soothed him. “See, I’ll always get you what you need. I lay there in frustration, cock throbbing, unable to move with their combined weight on top of me.

Finally, Logan pulled out.

“You gaped him, babe.” Amelia giggled. “See why I won’t let you do that to me? I can’t believe he went along with it.” She talked as though I wasn’t even in the room.

“Well, you’re persuasive.” Logan laughed. “And besides, sluts love my cock.”

“Just remember who that cock belongs to.” Amelia teased. “Still… I bet you’re not the only horny guy who’ll be happy to hear that the frat has a bottom on top.” Her voice had taken on a mocking and dismissive tone that I hadn’t noticed before.

“Hey, you’re not telling anyone about this?” Logan sounded alarmed. “I won’t have anyone calling me a fag!”

“Oh no babe, we don’t tell the guys, we tell the girls.” Amelia giggled. “That way all you big macho guys can unload in a tight ass just like you want to and we don’t have to do it.”

I lay there, pants still down, cum cooling in my ass, listening to them both plot to pass me around the rest of the frat. I should have protested, but I didn’t. Yes, I was ashamed at what I had done, but even more ashamed at what I would do. Mostly I just thought about how close I had been to cumming.

“What should we do about the bitch?” Logan asked, not sounding very concerned.

“He’s a big girl, he can take care of himself.” Amelia dismissed me without a second thought.

I heard them open the door and the sound of the party grew louder as they left me where anyone could find me.
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	● 	Sissified at Work - An arrogant boss receives a lesson in what it’s like to be a woman from his female employees. It’s humiliating being made to dress in a sexy skirt and parade around for the warehouse crew to leer and grope. So why is it turning him on?
	● 	Sissy Secret Exposed - When his old college flame Morgan comes to visit it doesn’t take her long to bring up an old panty wearing dare that he chickened out on. From there she easily guesses his secret and takes full advantage. How far will she take it? How far will he let her go?
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	● 	Watching My Wife Cheat When Jeff discovers through his wife’s friend what Nicole really gets up to on her girls’ nights out he has to find out more. But is his curiosity driven by jealousy or by something else? Increasingly obsessed by thoughts of what Nicole gets up to when she goes out, he cannot resist the temptation to see for himself.
	● 	I Asked My Wife to Cuckold Me When Chris confesses his fantasies to his wife Sam, she take them even further than he could ever imagine. But just how far will Chris go to pursue his cuckold desires an what happens when Sam’s ex-boyfriend gets involved?
	● 	My Stripper Wife When Dave gets into debt it’s his wife Krista who has a plan to bail them out. But even though she claims she’s just waitressing at the strip club, Dave knows there’s more too it than that, and maybe she’s enjoying her new job a bit more than she should!
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