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College essays, caffeine jitters, mountains of laundry, and the constant threat of late-night pizza runs - sophomore life was a rush hour of organized chaos. Then my girlfriend Amanda walked into my life. She was about 5’4” with dark hair, deep green eyes, and an amazing body. The kind of girl you’d see on a poster advertising exotic vacations, or maybe a new fitness app. To say I was smitten would be like describing the ocean as ‘wet.’

We had been dating for a little over six months and had a great time together. The sex was amazing, though admittedly rather vanilla. We liked to play it safe in bed, which was understandable considering we were still getting to know each other.

Juggling classes and late-night study sessions, we prided ourselves on our good grades but never underestimated the power of eight blissful hours of sleep. As a result, Amanda spent a lot of time at my apartment, which I shared with one other guy, Anton.

He was an enigma; Anton’s height could intimidate you, yet his warm and welcoming demeanor put you at ease. His eyes were pools of darkness, capturing your attention and drawing you in. His athletic build made me wonder if he played sports, which was confirmed when I discovered his love for basketball. He always had a bunch of girls around him, which sometimes caused friction between Amanda and me.

Anton and Amanda got along pretty well, and they would often have friendly conversations when she stayed over. There were a few times that Amanda said that he was very attractive.

Of course, I didn’t think much of it then since she was just complimenting him like any other acquaintance might do. But as I started thinking back, her admiration of Anton’s physical attributes lingered in my memory more than I’d have liked. Was it possible that she felt attracted to him? The idea seemed absurd, but somehow my gut told me something was brewing beneath the surface.

After all, I couldn’t deny that Anton was good-looking. The guy never had any problems getting girls to stay over. He even also had a steady girlfriend on top of his one-night stands. Amanda and I would always hear them fucking through the thin walls of the apartment. His girlfriend or one of his fuck buddies would moan and scream in such pleasure that it would make us uncomfortable. But we never said anything because it wasn’t our place to tell someone how to live their life.

One morning after a late-night study session, Amanda rose out of my bed to use the bathroom. I was awake, trying to fall asleep again, when I heard the door creak open from down the hallway.

“I gotta pee so bad!” Amanda giggled nervously, sounding embarrassed.

It was then that I had a strange feeling. I heard a shriek and Amanda came running back into my room and closed the door. She paused for a moment and her face turned beet red.

“Oh, my god. I can’t believe what I just saw.” She looked stunned, almost frightened, like a deer caught in the headlights. I tried to ask her what happened, but she wouldn’t stop hyperventilating. Finally, she managed to get her words out between her pants, “I went to the bathroom and Anton was standing there naked, washing himself. I mean, he had everything hanging out! His dick was huge!”

My heart skipped a beat. It was not a pleasant sight, knowing that my girlfriend had seen another man completely naked. But before I could react, Amanda continued speaking. “And it was massive.” She had a tone of awe in her voice. “But not only that, he had an impressive body too!”

“Oh,” I muttered, unable to form coherent sentences.

“I wish you worked out so you could look like that.” Amanda blurted out, taking me completely off guard. My mouth might have hit the floor. I couldn’t believe what had come out of her mouth. But any of my objections to the subject faded away when she climbed back into bed with me.

She wrapped her arms around me tightly, pressing her soft lips against mine. Our tongues danced passionately, mingling with familiar tastes and sensations. In that moment, I decided not to bring up the topic. Let it lie. Who cares if she saw some random dude naked? Right? It was no big deal.

“Sorry baby. I didn’t mean to depress you. You have a nice penis, too.” She said as she reached down and cupped my cock gently. It was already hard from her kissing me, but hearing her talk about a big dick made it even harder.

“Well, hello there.” Amanda chimed as she stroked me. “Well, aren’t you all worked up from hearing about Anton’s massive dick?”

“Whatever! It’s just morning wood,” I said defensively. “I’m always hard in the morning.”

“Mmmhmm.” She hummed softly, tracing patterns on my chest with her fingertips. “Sure…”

“Oh, stop!” I half-joked. “You’re being ridiculous.”

Amanda smiled like she knew a secret. It ground on my nerves. But my cock was stiff in her hand, aching for release. “Just imagine what it would feel like to have that inside you.”

I gritted my teeth. I hated the fact that she was fantasizing about another man’s junk, especially when it belonged to my roommate.

“Stop it, Amanda. That’s enough.” I pulled away from her, sitting up in bed. “I don’t want to hear about how fantastic his package probably is.”

She cuddle up next to me and grabbed my cock again. “Don’t worry Tim.” Amanda whispered reassuringly, sensing my discomfort. “I won’t ever leave you for another guy. Even if they did make me incredibly hot.”

Amanda purred seductively, planting wet kisses down my neck. She grabbed my hand and placed it between her legs. She was soaking wet.

My fingers slipped easily between her folds and I was instantly reminded of how exciting it is to please her. I began rubbing small circles over her clit, watching her bite her lip in anticipation. Her breath quickened, matching the rhythm of my movements.

“Do you want me to fuck you right now?” I asked, teasing her.

“Yes.” she gasped, arching her back.

I mounted her and plunged deeper inside her, feeling both her warmth and her tightness enveloping me. She whimpered softly, begging to fuck her silly. Unfortunately, I was overwhelmed by my climax and began to cum. I pulled out just in time to release onto her belly.

I was ashamed. I had only thrust into her three times and blew my payload way too soon. I didn’t want to admit but Amanda’s excitement about talking about Anton’s enormous cock got to me more than I thought it would.

Amanda looked at me with disappointment. “Are you kidding me?” she sighed, slapping my butt. “What’s wrong with you today?”

Her words cut deep. I felt like I’d let her down. But I tried to brush it off, saying, “Hey, I’ve got a lot on my plate, okay? I’m stressed about finals and shit.”

Amanda gave me a stern look, shaking her head. “Finals? Are you serious? This isn’t about finals. This is about you leaving me hanging. What am I supposed to do?” Amanda spat, her anger palpable.

I winced, shrinking under her wrath. She saw how her outburst affected me and changed her tone.

Amanda sighed. “I’m sorry for yelling. You can make it up to me by going down on me.” She suggested, staring into my eyes, challenging me silently. She laid back down on the mattress, spreading her legs wide apart. “Come on, give me what I need.”

Her gaze left no doubt that she wanted me to fulfill her request. I hesitated for a moment and looked at my cum still pooling on her stomach. Still, I took a deep breath and crawled between her thighs.

As I tasted her sweet juices, I found myself lost in the intoxicating scent of arousal mixed with her unique perfume. Amanda groaned softly, gripping my hair tightly.

“Yes, oh yes,” she breathed heavily, “don’t stop.”

I licked her swollen clitoris eagerly, feeling her body tremble beneath me. With each stroke, I tasted her essence, growing bolder in my exploration. I suckled on her engorged nub, swirling my tongue around it, savoring her response.

“Oh, Tim. I can’t imagine how that cock must feel inside!” I was uncertain if she was talking about my cock or Anton’s. Probably Anton’s since she had just had my cock in her for ten seconds and was disappointed with my performance.

I could tell she was close to cumming, and she began to buck her hips against my face. Amanda gripped my hair tightly and I looked up at her. She had closed her eyes and opened her mouth, but no words came out. Her sec began to spasm against my lips and her juices covered my face.

“MMMmmmm!” She moaned. It was so loud that I was certain my roommate heard it.

“Oh god!” she breathed. “That was intense!”

I nodded, my face flush with embarrassment. I was relieved that we had moved past the awkwardness, but her fixation with my roommate gnawed at me.

Amanda rolled out of bed and grabbed one of my shirts to clean my cum off her belly. She glanced at me, noticing the lingering sense of defeat in my expression. Her eyes narrowed sympathetically and walked over to me.

“I have to get ready for school,” she said, grabbing a towel. “I’m going to shower.”

She left, her absence plunging me into a funk. I remained lying on the damp sheets, contemplating what had transpired. Had I truly failed her? Or was it my imagination fueling these feelings of inadequacy? I was determined not to let it get to me, though it proved easier said than done.

Amanda’s words kept echoing in my head, taunting me. How could I compete with that monstrous thing between Anton’s legs? The situation was utterly unfair. I pushed the negativity aside and decided to act like an adult and move on. Besides, Letting Amanda know it bothered me would only paint me as insecure. So I resolved to keep up a stoic front.

Over the next couple of weeks, Amanda and I moved through the steps of our established routine. We’d study, and she’d stay the night. But almost every night when we were trying to sleep, we’d hear Anton fucking some girl. We didn’t know if it was his girlfriend or not, but whoever it was seemed to love Anton’s gigantic cock.

The noises they made were so loud it was impossible to ignore. Amanda would squeeze my hand and sigh wistfully. It was clear the sounds were affecting her and would often comment on it.

“Did she really just beg to suck his cock?” Amanda asked.

Then thirty minutes later. “Dang! How much can a girl scream?” Amanda wondered aloud. “Does size matter that much?”

I pretended to ignore her, burying my nose in my pillow. But I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. My blood boiled with jealousy. I had the urge to pound on the wall and ask them to quiet down. However, I suppressed those impulses, focusing instead on remaining calm and composed.

“Tim, do you think there are two girls over there?” Amanda asked, her voice barely audible. “I swear I heard them moaning at the same time.”

“I don’t know,” I responded. “I’m trying not to listen.” I lied, hoping Amanda would drop the subject.

She looked over at me, and her cheeks were rosy. I could tell that she was aroused from listening to Anton. Amanda was squeezing my hand harder than usual. “Why should we be bored?” she questioned. “When there’s so much action happening next door?”

I frowned, confused and concerned. “I’m tired, babe. Can we just go to sleep?”

“Alright, alright,” she said, “But I’m telling you, this is driving me crazy. I wish it was us making noise. Want to get frisky? You know you want to…”

I was turned on by the situation, but I didn’t want to let it show to Amanda. “Okay,” I replied, kissing her.

She pulled me on top of her, and I rubbed my tip against her entrance. Again, it was sopping wet. I easily slid inside my girlfriend and was determined to last longer this time as I began to thrust. Amanda lay there with her eyes closed, completely silent. I kissed her tenderly, caressing her bare breasts as I started to pick up my pace.

During our encounter, we couldn’t help but overhear the raucous commotion next door. We exchanged glances, but neither of us spoke a word knowing that our sex seemed very vanilla in comparison to Anton’s. I could tell that Amanda was enjoying the experience because she had small orgasm about a minute later.

After five minutes, I felt the familiar signs of my impending orgasm. My breathing became ragged, and my pace increased, becoming faster and more urgent.

“I’m gonna cum,” I announced, feeling the pressure building within me. I held on as long as I could, but my climax swept over me like a tidal wave.

“Pull out!” She asked quickly.

I complied, pulling out just in time to ejaculate onto her stomach. She looked up at me. I couldn’t tell if she was disappointed or bored, but I was happy because I lasted longer than thirty seconds.

For a brief moment, I basked in the satisfaction of having pleased Amanda. But my celebration was quickly drowned out by the sounds of loud fucking emanating from Anton’s room.

When I rolled off of her, Amanda turned to me. “Look, Tim, I have a great idea,” She said abruptly, interrupting my post-coital bliss. “Let’s spice things up. Why don’t we invite Anton to join us sometime?”

I stared back at her incredulously, unsure whether what I was hearing was real. My jaw dropped in disbelief. “Um…are you serious?” I stammered, struggling to find the words. “You want me to have a threesome with you and Anton?”

Amanda nodded enthusiastically, biting her lower lip suggestively. “I think it’d be good for us.”

Amanda pleaded, her eyes pleading with me as she spoke. “We could try it once. Just to spice things up, you know?”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “I don’t know, Amanda…that doesn’t sound like a good idea.” The thought of sharing Amanda with Anton was unbearable. I feared that inviting him into our intimate space would lead to disaster.

“Please, Tim.” Amanda pressed, reaching out to touch my arm.

“Stop.” I snapped, frustrated beyond belief. “You just want to get your to try out his huge dick.”

“No, Tim,” she argued, her voice quivering slightly. “I just want to make our sex life more interesting. Come on, you know you want to…”

“Want to?” I snorted derisively, unconvinced by her feeble attempts to justify her proposition. “You expect me to share you with Anton? Don’t you realize that’s betrayal?”

Amanda faltered, her eyes widening in surprise. “B-betrayal? Don’t be silly! You need to get over this whole competition thing. If you two were on the same team, it would be good for you.”

I shook my head firmly, refusing to entertain further discussion. “My answer is no!”

“But Tim.” She pleaded.

“No means no,” I said, putting my foot down.

Over the next week, Amanda’s mood whipped back and forth. One-moment disdain, the next, pleading persuasion. Days blurred into a dizzying rollercoaster of anger and pressure. She used all kinds of psychology to try to convince me. Amanda would say things like “It’s just that you’re insecure about it.” or “It’s healthy to be open”. Even if she wasn’t suggesting I had a small dick, the insinuation hurt nonetheless.

But her most effective argument was- “I’m not in the mood.”

After a night or two of getting turned down, I finally caved.

I agreed to the threesome.

I was a bit surprised by Anton’s reaction. He shrugged nonchalantly, his gaze fixed on his phone. “Yeah, sure, man. Whatever you guys want is fine.”

His casual acceptance threw me off balance. I hadn’t expected him to agree so willingly. Was it just an act, or did he secretly desire to engage in a ménage à trois with Amanda as well?

“When did you want to get together?” he asked, not even looking up from his phone.

I cleared my throat loudly, attempting to regain control of the conversation. “We were thinking tomorrow night,” I replied, my voice cracking.

Amanda squeezed my hand encouragingly, her grip tightening. “Is tomorrow night okay with you?” she added, addressing Anton directly.

He shrugged again dismissively. “Sounds good. I’ll be here.”

Our dinner plans for Saturday night morphed into a peculiar prelude to an anticipated event. I struggled to maintain composure, and the mere presence of Anton triggered waves of anxiety. I was dying to get back in my girlfriend’s pants, but my stomach was knotted with a mix of anticipation and terror at the thought of sharing her with Anton.

As Amanda and I waited in the bedroom, I found myself stealing glances at her body. “How do I look?” Amanda asked she asked excitedly.

“You look hot, as usual,” I replied honestly, my voice cracking slightly.

It wasn’t until that moment that I realized how far we were willing to go to keep our relationship interesting. I couldn’t believe we were about to embark on this new adventure. As scared as I was, I wanted to satisfy Amanda and fulfill her needs.

“Oh, thanks.” Amanda blushed. “I just thought it would be fun to dress up a little.

“Dress up? You’re practically naked.” I rolled my eyes. She was wearing a tiny crop top and booty shorts - a combination that revealed far more than it concealed. Her curves tantalized me, and I fought the urge to pull her closer. Instead, I forced myself to stand erect, adjusting my posture as I sought to appear confident.

“I hope Anton really likes my outfit.” Amanda said flirtatiously.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’m sure he’ll appreciate it.” I said sarcastically. “Besides, I don’t think you’ll be wearing it for long.”

Anton knocked on the door and let himself in. “What’s up?” He asked nonchalantly.

Amanda walked straight over to Anton, who was casually leaning against the doorway in his jeans and tank top. Her body language was noticeably different from her demeanor towards me earlier in the evening. She stood inches away from him, allowing the aroma of her perfume to weave through the air. Her eyes locked on his as she ran her hands through her long, silky hair. “Do you like my outfit?” she asked him coquettishly.

He looked at my girlfriend. “Nice…”

Amanda blushed, her cheeks flushing a delightful shade of pink. “Thanks, Anton.” She giggled nervously, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

I watched them intently, a knot forming in my gut. Despite my reservations, I couldn’t help but admire Amanda’s courage.

“So, uh, how do we start?” Anton asked.

Amanda’s eyes glanced at me and back at Anton. “Why don’t you both strip for me?” She suggested.

Anton smirked. “Sure.” The tension in the room grew thick as Anton removed his tank top, revealing a chiseled upper body that contrasted sharply with my own scrawnier physique.

“Your turn, Tim.” My girlfriend seemed to be really into it. “You know you want to…” she teased.

Those words seemed to become some sort of mocking catchphrase.

I did as she asked and removed my shirt and jeans. I glanced over at Anton, who hadn’t undone his belt.

He looked back at me and then looked toward Amanda. “Take off that shirt and come over here and undo my pants,” Anton demanded.

I was caught off guard by his dominance because I had never heard anyone tell Amanda to do anything before. And yet, she hesitated only for a second before pulling off her crop top and revealing her perfect tits.

She then walked over to Anton and knelt in front of him. She began to undo his belt and then his zipper. As she pulled at his jeans, Anton smiled confidently, clearly enjoying the sensation of Amanda’s delicate fingers tugging at his clothing.

My cock was stiff as it strained against my tighty-whiteys, as I watched Amanda undo Anton’s belt with eager anticipation.

Anton chuckled, his gaze locked on Amanda. “You’re doing great, dollface.” His voice was smooth yet commanding, filling the silence with an aura of confidence.

Amanda was finally able to pull down Anton’s jeans, revealing his boxer briefs with a gigantic bulge. I squirmed uncomfortably, my cock throbbing painfully.

Her eyes gleamed with a fire that I’d never seen before. It was as if she couldn’t wait to taste the forbidden fruit, eager to sink her teeth into something sweet and sinful.

Anton flashed a grin at my girlfriend. “What are you waiting for, Amanda? Take it out.”

Amanda didn’t hesitate, her eagerness apparent as she grasped Anton’s boxers. The sight of his cock springing free from restraint was breathtaking. It jutted outward, standing proudly erect. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; Anton’s member was enormous, towering over the rest of us. The sheer magnitude of it rendered me speechless.

“Get a load of that, Timmy boy.” Anton gloated, his gaze fixed on me.

I didn’t like being called Timmy. Especially Timmy boy. Amanda and Anton both knew this. But steadied me and remained silent, trying to not let it get to me.

Amanda reached out and took the gigantic cock in her hand. “Oh my God,” she murmured, her eyes widening in surprise. “This is incredible.”

I felt a strange mixture of jealousy and admiration wash over me. Amanda’s words hung heavy in the air, creating an atmosphere charged with tension. I knew she meant it when she said she wanted to see what it would feel like to have that inside her.

“Anton,” Amanda gasped, her hand trembling slightly as she gently stroked his impressive erection. “Can I?”

His eyes sparkled with amusement. “Only if you beg, dollface.”

His cock swelled larger in Amanda’s grasp as she inhaled deeply. “Please, Anton,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible. “I want to kiss it.”

Amanda rarely gave me head and when she did, she would stop after a minute in. I didn’t expect her to kiss his cock. Much less beg to.

Anton grinned wickedly, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. “Then go ahead.”

With a gentle nod, Amanda leaned forward, her lips parting slightly as she grazed the crown of Anton’s massive penis with her mouth. The skin was velvety soft, yet firm beneath her touch. She kissed it softly, tasting the masculine musk that permeated the air.

“Oh, yeah, that’s a good girl,” Anton growled lowly, his voice sending shivers down my spine.

My cock was rock hard again, straining against my briefs. I figured I better get in on the action, so I pulled them down and walked over to my girlfriend. She was looking up at him with awe when I stuck my cock in her face. She took it in her hand and just held it there while stroking and kissing Anton’s enormous cock.

I glanced over at him and compared. He was so much longer and thicker. I knew that there was no way I could compete with Anton’s massive cock. However, I still tried to hide my growing discomfort.

“Why don’t we go to bed now?” I suggested, trying to divert attention away from the obvious power dynamics unfolding in the room.

“Not just yet,” Anton said. “I want you your girlfriend to suck my dick.”

Kissing his cock was one thing but she surely wouldn’t give him a blowjob. Again I thought she wouldn’t, but again, I was wrong in that assumption when Amanda let go of my cock and put both hands on Anton’s.

She started licking his shaft and working her way down, stopping every couple of strokes to kiss him and tease him with her tongue.

“Wow,” Anton moaned. “That feels amazing.”

“I bet it does,” I muttered under my breath, feeling completely insignificant.

She opened wide and took his giant tool in her hand and did her best to take it in her mouth. Her lips stretched out, and she managed to only get the head in.

She worked her mouth vigorously and attempted to swallow as much of his length as possible. After a few moments, she coughed and sputtered, her face flush with arousal. Anton appeared to enjoy it too.

“You’re a natural cocksucker, dollface,” he complimented her, patting her cheek.

She just looked up at him in a daze as Anton took her hair firmly in his hand and guided her head back onto his cock. I watched as things got messier and messier as Amanda drooled over Anton’s monster, her saliva mixing with his pre-cum. This was becoming increasingly uncomfortable for me, as I saw my girlfriend on her knees, slobbering all over another guy’s huge schlong. It was almost as if Anton was in complete control, dictating the pace and depth of her oral pleasure.

I stepped back, unable to fully confront the reality of the situation. I crossed my arms tightly across my chest, hugging myself for comfort.

Watching Amanda’s face contort in ecstasy as she savored Anton’s massive cock filled me with a profound sense of loss. I had lost control of the situation, and it felt as though my entire world was crumbling around me.

Anton and Amanda moved over to the bed he laid down. My girlfriend straddled his legs and got back to work, sucking his cock. “Hey, Timmy,” Anton called out, breaking through Amanda’s loud slurps and moans. “Why don’t you lick her pussy from behind.”

Even though he called me Timmy, I felt obligated to comply. I shuffled over to Amanda, who was kneeling on the mattress, her eyes shut in blissful concentration. I paused briefly, collecting my thoughts and mustering whatever courage remained within me. I swallowed hard and reached out with my tongue and grazed Amanda’s engorged nub.

“Fuck, that is so hot. Suck my pussy, Timmy.” Amanda said.

I paused for a moment when she called me Timmy. That was a name I was called as a child and it was starting to grate on my nerves that they kept calling me that. But since Amanda was enjoying herself so I ignored it and went on sucking her clit.

Anton grabbed her hair and guided her head up and down his cock. She kept bobbing her head up and down his length as I sucked her clit faster and harder.

“Faster, Timmy!” she cried out to me. “I need more!”

Her words hurt, but I increased the speed of my movements, determined to please her despite my feelings of inadequacy. I pressed my nose against her asshole, breathing in her scent as her juices trickled down my chin. Amanda squealed in delight as my nose pushed into her ass, the heat radiating from her wet hole making me weak in the knees.

I could sense she was about to cum any second. I was happy with myself that I was going to make her cum before Anton did, but my hopes we cut short when Anton said. “Ready to fuck?”

“Yes, please!” I heard her say as she moved away from my tongue.

I watched as Anton took my sweet Amanda by the hips and lifted her up, placing her right on the edge of the bed. He positioned her so that her back was against me. I was stunned, frozen in place, my heart pounding against my throat. I couldn’t believe what was happening. Anton was ready to fuck my girlfriend. He was about to fuck her right in front of me. I could see his huge cock standing proud and ready. Amanda was staring at it, lustfully, hungrily. She had the look of a woman desperate for release.

He leveled out his giant tool and pushed it against her slick opening, spreading her moist folds apart. I could see his cockhead disappear inside her, stretching her entrance wider than ever before.

“O- Oh F- Fuuuuuck!” She screamed out as her hips began to quiver. “I’m c- cumming!”

I felt completely humiliated at this point, watching Anton own my girlfriend like this. I also realized I had helped him- prepping her with my mouth before he took her with his cock. She had cum instantly after he stuck his monster in her.

And to make it worse, Amanda was sounding like all the other girls we had heard Anton fuck. Screaming and begging for more. I wanted to close my ears, but I couldn’t. The sounds and images of my girlfriend getting plowed by another man were too enticing. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the spectacle.

“F- Fuuuuuuck! I love that big dick!” Amanda moaned as he began pounding her.

I sat back and started to watch. He was fucking her like a machine, pumping her relentlessly, his balls slapping against her as he drove deeper. My sweet Amanda was screaming, her cries echoing through the small apartment.

“Fuck me!” she yelled. “F- Fuck me!”

Anton was pounding her with everything he had, thrusting into her with such force that I could hear the slap of flesh connecting each time his cock plunged inside her. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Just minutes ago, I was expecting to be part of this encounter, sharing her with Amanda. But it was now clear to me that this wasn’t a threesome anymore and Anton and my girlfriend didn’t care.

“Fuuuuck! Uuunghhh…” Amanda grunted.

She came again and again as he continued to pound her, her muffled screams filling the room. Anton groaned deeply, his body trembling as he continued to thrust into her. I watched in disbelief as Amanda begged for more, her eyes alight with unspeakable desire. Her breasts bounced with his movements, and her nipples were swollen and long. Her mouth was open, and her lips were wet. She looked towards me and noticed my cock was hard and wanted attention.

I hoped that she would suck it like she did Antons, but I was wrong again. “Stoke it, Timmy,” Amanda commanded me.

I reluctantly gripped my cock. It was already about to burst just from my fingers touching it.

“Jack off Timmy.” She commanded again. “You know you want to…”

I looked at Amanda in disbelief. Was she seriously telling me to jack off while she got fucked by Anton? I felt a wave of embarrassment mixed with anger. How could she do this to me? Yet I couldn’t deny the intense arousal building within me. Watching my girlfriend get pounded by another man was turning me on beyond belief.

I gripped my cock tightly in my fist, stroking it slowly.

“There you go. Stoke your penis. Is that better?” She asked.

I was furious, but the humiliation made me even hornier and I began to stroke my cock harder, faster. I looked back at Amanda. She was getting off on watching me stoke myself while she had Anton’s massive cock fucking her.

“Look Anton, look at Timmy jerking himself off!” Amanda shouted.

I was shocked and embarrassed. I wanted to stop. To walk away. Amanda had chosen Anton over me and renamed me Timmy, a name I hadn’t been called in over 13 years. She was fucking him right in front of me, and she was ordering me to stroke my cock for their entertainment. It was degrading. It was humiliating.

Every time Anton slammed into Amanda, she let out a scream that echoed through the apartment. Each scream made my cock throb harder. I could feel my balls tightening as my orgasm quickly approached.

“You gonna cum?” She asked me. I could barely hear her over Anton’s balls slapping into her ass, but I nodded yes in response.

“Cum for me, little Timmy!” she commanded.

Her words sent me over the edge, and I blew my payload onto the floor. It was the most intense orgasm I’d experienced in my life. I collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily, my limbs shaking uncontrollably.

Amanda squealed, and her body shuttered into another orgasm. “Ughhhh…” she groaned as her eyes rolled around in their sockets. I had lost count of how many times he had made her cum by this point.

“I’m gonna cum.” Anton said, staring at me. “You want my cum, Amanda?”

“F- Fuck yes! Give it to me!” My girlfriend said, moaning in ecstasy.

Anton groaned and buried his massive tool as deep as he could into my sweet Amanda. I watched on helplessly as he released his load deep inside her. I could only imagine the immense satisfaction he felt as he pumped his essence into her womb. I envied him, wishing I could be the one providing her with such pleasure.

Anton finished and pulled out of my girlfriend. He stood up and admired his work as Amanda reached between her legs and scooped up her cum with her hands.

She brought it to her mouth and started eating it, closing her eyes and smiling with satisfaction. Anton turned to me and chuckled. “Well, Timmy, looks like you missed out on the main course.”

I nodded, barely able to look at them. I couldn’t believe what had happened. Not only had Anton taken my girlfriend from me, but he had also reduced me to a mere spectator. I was angry, jealous, and humiliated. I left the room and went to wash my cum from my hands. When I came back in, my girlfriend was cleaning his massive dick with her tongue.

“That was pretty hot, huh?” Anton remarked smugly.

Feeling defeated, I mumbled a weak agreement. “Yeah… I guess so.”

They began fucking again, and I sat on the edge of the bed and watched them for maybe an hour. Every time Anton would cum, he would shoot his seed into my girlfriend’s hungry pussy, and she would smile with satisfaction. He had my girlfriend in a trance. I had never seen her act like this before. She was a completely different person in his presence.

After what seemed like forever, Anton pulled out of her. “See ya, ‘Timmy’” he said as he left, leaving my girlfriend soaking wet and covered in his cum.

I watched her struggle to stand up, still high on his potent cocktail of lust and debauchery. She stumbled towards me, attempting to maintain her composure. “Thank you Tim. That was amazing. You are a special boyfriend.” She said and kissed me on the cheek.

Amanda left to clean herself up, and I went down to the kitchen to grab a drink. I needed a break from all this. A minute later, Anton came down in fresh clothes and grabbed his letterman jacket.

“Gotta run. Have a date with Jackie.” He said before walking out the door.

I stared blankly at the spot where Anton had just been, numb from the shock of everything that had just happened. It was bizarre that he was so nonchalant about it too.

Amanda came down about five minutes later after showering. She was wearing the shirt Anton had left on my bedroom floor. I found myself gazing at her in fascination. I could see the remnants of their passion lingering in her eyes, and I couldn’t help but wonder about what kind of relationship they had now. Did they plan to meet again? Would he call her dollface or would it be Amanda now?

I looked at her and asked. “Are you okay?”

“Of course, I am. Why wouldn’t I be?” she replied.

The way she spoke to me sounded detached, as if she was far from reality. There was no remorse or guilt, only cold indifference.

The next couple of weeks were agonizing. Amanda was over at my apartment more than I was. It was obvious that she and Anton were still hooking up multiple times a week. Things started to sour between us, our conversations became strained, and I could feel the distance growing between us. With quiet cruelty, she delivered the coup de grâce and told me she was leaving me for Anton.

“No hard feelings, Tim, it’s just not working out between us. And also, you don’t have a 13-inch cock.”

I sat there, dumbfounded, as she uttered those words. It was a punch to the gut, a revelation that shattered the remaining fragments of my self-esteem.

“You’re right, Amanda. I don’t.” I conceded, defeated. “But why did you have to leave me for that?”

She studied me carefully, her expression unreadable. “I just need someone who can satisfy me in every way, Tim. You never really have. And Anton, Jackie, and I have a special connection.”

Monogamy in Anton’s dictionary had an asterisk you can see from space, and Amanda was just the latest addition to his harem.

The rest of the school year was very difficult. Seeing your ex-girlfriend with her new boyfriend plastered all over social media doesn’t exactly make for a relaxing experience. I remember sitting alone in my apartment, scrolling through pictures of Amanda and Anton, and then watching her strut down my hallway half-naked. At night, I hear her moan and beg for Anton’s cock like the rest of his girls. She sounds like a whore and it breaks my heart.

It wasn’t long before I dropped my resistance and surrendered to the truth- it turned me on. Amanda knew this too because, through the paper-thin walls, I’d hear her muffled voice shout- “Stroke it, Timmy. You know you want to…”

[image: ]

[image: ]


Also by Velvet Rainne

Eli’s Harem Series

	The Bimbo App (Book 1)

	The Bimbo App (Book 2)

	The Bimbo App (Book 3)



Harem Cologne Series

	Harem Cologne (Book 1)

	Harem Cologne (Book 2)

	Harem Cologne (Book 3)

	Harem Cologne (Book 4)

	Harem Cologne (Book 5)

	Harem Cologne - The Collection: (Books 1-5)



Enthralling Orb of Control Series

	Enthralling Orb of Control (Book 1)

	Enthralling Orb of Control (Book 2)



Alpha Augmentation Series

	Alpha Augmentation (Book 1)

	Alpha Augmentation (Book 2)

	Alpha Augmentation (Book 3)

	Alpha Augmentation (Book 4)

	Alpha Augmentation (Book 5)

	Alpha Augmentation - The Collection (Books 1-5)



Pill of Submission Series

	Pill of Submission (Book 1)

	Pill of Submission (Book 2): Owning The Strip Club

	Pill of Submission (Book 3): Owning the Agent

	Pill of Submission (Book 4): Owning the Daughter

	Pill of Submission (Book 5): Owning the Harem

	Pill of submission - The Collection: (Books 1-5)



Submission Among the Lecture Halls Series

	Submission Among The Lecture Halls: Book 1

	Submission Among The Lecture Halls: Book 2



Bimbopedia Series

	Bimbopedia

	Bimbopedia 2

	Bimbopedia 3

	Bimbopedia 4

	Bimbopedia 5

	Bimbopedia 6

	Bimbopedia: The Collection



Medallion of Submission Series

	Medallion of Submission (Book One)

	Medallion of Submission (Book Two)

	Medallion of Submission (Book Three)

	Medallion of Submission (Book Four)

	Medallion of Submission (Book Five)

	Medallion of Submission (Book Six)

	Medallion of Submission (Book Seven)

	Medallion of Submission Books 1-7



Ruling Her Series

	Ruling His Housemate (Ruling Her Book 1)

	Ruling the Model (Ruling Her Book 2)

	Ruling the Ex (Ruling Her Book 3)

	Ruling the Teacher (Ruling Her Book 4)

	Ruling the Woman of the House (Ruling Her Book 5)

	Ruling Her Collection: Books 1-5



Scepter of Domination Series

	Scepter of Domination (Book One)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Two)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Three)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Four)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Five)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Six)

	Scepter of Domination: (Book Seven)

	Scepter of Domination: (Book Eight)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Nine)

	Scepter of Domination (Book Ten)

	Scepter of Domination Collection: Books 1-5

	Scepter of Domination Collection #2 (Books 6-10)

	Scepter of Domination Complete Collection: Books 1-10






Bimbobook Series

	Bimbobook

	Bimbobook: Part Two

	Bimbobook: Part Three

	Bimbobook Bundle: Books 1-3



BIMBOS Series

	BIMBOS: The Beginning

	BIMBOS: Wonder Nympho

	BIMBOS: Super Blonde

	BIMBOS: Natalie Next

	BIMBOS: The Collection



Game of Bimbos Series

	Game of Bimbos: Lady Marella

	Game of Bimbos: Lady Vasna

	Game of Bimbos: Lady Symphony

	Game of Bimbos: Lady Marella II

	Game of Bimbos: The Collection



Wife Watch Series

	Wife Watch (Case #001)

	Wife Watch (Case #002)

	Wife Watch (Case #003)

	Wife Watch (Case #004): Cuckadile Dundee

	Wife Watch (Case #005)

	Wife Watch (Case #006)

	Wife Watch 7: Backstage with Metal-Lick-A

	Wife Watch (Case #008)

	Wife Watch (Case #009)

	Wife Watch (Case #010): A Woman Always Knows

	Wife Watch Collection: Cases #001-#005

	Wife Watch Collection 2: Cases #006-#010



Kinky Possession Series

	Discovering Rosalynd: Kinky Possession - Book One

	Rosalynd Unleashed: Kinky Possession - Book Two

	Rosalynd’s Desire: Kinky Possession - Book Three

	Kinky Possession Collection (Books 1-3)



From Big to Bimbo Series

	From Big to Bimbo: Part One

	From Big to Bimbo: Part Two

	From Big to Bimbo: Part Three

	From Big to Bimbo: Books 1-3



Stand Alone Stories

	Ashram: Language of the Pain

	Ashrum Chronicles (Volume 1)

	Can’t Take the Willing

	Cuck Thy Neighbor

	Cucked By My High School Bully

	Cucked by my Boss

	Cucked by the Heavyweight

	Cucked During the Big Game

	Drek’Tar the Orc Mercenary

	Meeting the Prince: Stormy Clan 1

	Ruling the Co-Ed: A Mind Control Story

	Xander’s Alpha Instincts: Xander’s Tails 1



Random Compilations

	2017 Compilation: 57 Story Mega Bundle

	August 2017 Compilation: 10 Erotic Stories

	July 2017 Compilation: 7 Erotic Stories

	June 2017 Compilation: 7 Erotic Stories

	May 2017 Compilation: 13 Erotic Stories

	November 2017 Compilation: 11 Erotic Stories

	October 2017 Compilation: 5 Erotic Stories

	September 2017 Compilation: 6 Erotic Stories




[image: photo of the author]

About the Author

Hi, my name is Velvet Rainne. For the last 16 years, I have been a professional Dominatrix as my full-time career. I have written erotica for my own personal fantasy exploration since college. I have always wanted to publish my writing and am now working to make that dream a reality.

You can connect with me on:
[image: ] https://twitter.com/EnthralledPub
[image: ] https://www.facebook.com/Enthralledpub


OEBPS/image_rsrcRD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRJ.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcR1.otf


OEBPS/image_rsrcRH.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcPZ.otf


cover.jpeg
CUCKED

BY MY ROOMMATE

VELVET






OEBPS/image_rsrcRC.jpg
5/72%%//(%/%3%/@@7%





OEBPS/image_rsrcRG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRF.jpg






OEBPS/font_rsrcR7.otf


page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcRE.jpg





