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Chapter 1

I was walking across campus at dusk, making my way back to my dorm room when I heard the sound of an acoustic guitar wafting peacefully through the air. Somehow this semester I had ended up with one of those rare evening classes, a Chemistry lab on Tuesdays and Thursdays that started at 6:00 in the evening and ended at 8:00.

My back was a little sore from standing up on the hard floors performing chemical tests for the past two hours, so I was in a hurry to get back to my dorm and get comfortable, but as I heard the sound of a second acoustic guitar join the first, I couldn’t resist but to check it out.

I followed the sounds, circling a building on the far side of campus that I had not noticed before. The guitars played in perfect unison, a song I had never heard before. It was a very pretty song with sort of a classic rock feel.

The building was shaped like an H, and when I got to the back of the building, in the grassy courtyard area I saw two guys sitting in the grass, with guitar cases and things strewn around them, starting to play. There were four or five other students sitting in front of them, chatting with each other quietly and listening. It seemed like a very friendly, casual environment, but I didn’t know any of them.

I stood in the back and listened for a moment. It was mostly dark, and I couldn’t really make out what any of them looked like. The sounds of their guitar playing, so in synch and so melodic was wonderful, and I had always been a very musical person, but my back was killing me.

I had just decided to head back when I heard an amazing, course, husky voice start to sing. It was the fierce voice of a rough man, lowly rumbling out lyrics to a song I had never heard, and it gave me chills. I stopped in my tracks and turned back to look again.

The guy on the left was singing, and his rough, soulful voice was amazing. It drew me in, and I stepped closer as he sang a few more lines of the song. I was stepping in closer and closer to get a better look at who this man was, with the deep melodic voice, when the chorus of the song started, and I melted. The second guy sang in harmony with the first, in a higher, softer tone, and the melding harmony between the two men and their two guitars at the climbing chorus of the song was breathtaking.

I think I literally gasped when I heard the two voices together for the first time. A moment later, almost without realizing it, I was sitting in the grass next to the other students, a part of the make-shift audience.

The music that these two were making, to my ear, was unreal. So powerful and so melodic, more than anything I had ever heard up close like this before. As they sang I started looking more closely at them, examining them.

The guy with the powerful, rough voice was a very handsome, rugged guy with long black hair pulled back into a ponytail, and a worn black leather jacket that it looked like he lived in. His jeans were ripped and he had on boots that I imagined were a requirement for riding a beastly motorcycle of some sort. He was definitely pushing all the right “bad boy” buttons for me. He was hot. Very fucking hot. And his singing voice was making my spine tingle, and other parts too.

But the chorus of the song came again, and I looked at the second guy. He was the polar opposite of the first. He was a shy looking, unassuming guy with glasses and perfect “businessman” haircut, and a casual button up shirt and jeans. He was not ugly, but very… plain. Just a normal guy, who looked like he had stopped here to sing a song on his way home from his job at an accounting firm somewhere in town.

But when he sang, along with the other guy, the power of their combined voices was almost overwhelming to me. It was such a bizarre combination, a guy who I imagined just got paroled earlier that day for robbing a bank or breaking into a liquor store or some other hot-as-fuck bad-boy shit like that, and another guy who looked like he could have been his lawyer at the parole hearing. I was mesmerized by the two, and then the song suddenly ended, and the place went silent.

I was suddenly a bit uncomfortable sitting in the grass with a group of people I didn’t know. But as soon as the song ended, my long haired bad-boy crush looked at me with a hot-as-fuck smile and said “Hey Babe. What’s your name?”. It was a little bit cheesy. It reminded me of Joey on the TV show “Friends”, saying in his “obviously-a-pickup-line” voice “How you doing?”. But it worked, even so. I blushed at the fact that this rough man with the voice of an angel was now focused on me.

I found my voice and said “Cassie”.

He said “Well Cassie. It’s VERY nice to meet you. I’m Bruce, and this is my friend Charlie.”

I gave a friendly nod to Charlie who smiled shyly but quickly turned back to Bruce, who had my full attention. I looked into his eyes. In the dark, I couldn’t discern what color they were. I said “That song… You two are amazing.” It sounded far more “gushy” and “school-girl-crush” than I meant it to. But I couldn’t help it.

Bruce smiled a cocky smile and said “Well, thank you, Cassie. Tell me, what is your favorite song?”

I thought for a minute as I watched him check me out. I watched his eyes trace their way down to my chest, which was fairly well concealed in my sweatshirt, and then they traced the curves of my ass and legs, sitting in the grass, all the way down to my feet. He was blatant and unashamed about the way he looked me over, and I suddenly wished I was wearing far less clothing.

He had just wasted a lot of effort checking out a girl who had just come from a Chemistry lab and was dressed like it. I suddenly wished I had just come from swim class and was wearing my bikini. Or from the shower, and was wearing nothing. I had a great body, and I knew it and wanted him to know it too. Fuck I’m such a hopeless sucker for bad boys.

Though for the most part, I was your average college coed, I certainly didn’t have the tastes and the fantasies of your average girl. I didn’t dream about the fancy millionaire who would make love to me like his little angel. My fantasies were quite the opposite.

I had never admitted it to anyone, but most of my steamy masturbatory fantasies consisted of dark and mysterious men fucking me hard. Very hard. Anyone who knew me would be stunned to find out that I would often hide in my dorm room with the lights out and my hand in my panties, teasing myself mercilessly as I dreamed of rugged, forceful men fucking me in brutal, dangerous ways.


Chapter 2

Taking in a sharp breath when his piercing eyes caught mine again, I tried to muster the courage to talk without sounding like a stupid teen groupie. I said “Well, actually I’m kind of into older stuff. You know. Real rock and roll.”

He smiled again and said, “Well, that just happens to be our specialty.”

The place was silent for a moment, and I suddenly remembered there were other people present, other than me and this rough rock and roll man who had my full attention. I looked around shyly at the other people sitting, who were smiling kindly, and seemed to be just waiting for my response.

I was hesitant. Telling people your favorite song was a bit personal. You were subject to be judged, to be told that ‘that song sucks’ or ‘that song which you love is stupid’. But I decided I didn’t know any of these people, and may never see them again, so I said “Well, I guess one of my favorite songs would be… ‘Wanted dead or alive’ by Bon Jovi?”

Bruce smiled at this, and before I had a second to really understand how hot his smile was making me, I heard Charlie start to play the opening riff of the song, with absolute perfection. Chills ran down my spine as I looked over at Charlie, who had his eyes closed, and his finger moving rapidly over the strings of his guitar. It was as if I was sitting 3 feet away from Ritchie Sambora as he played the intro to my favorite song in the world.

I watched with rapt attention as every note Charlie played of the song I had listened to 100 times, was perfect. It gave me goosebumps once again. And then, Bruce began to sing, and I was in heaven.

His rough voice was far different than John Bon Jovi but was still an absolutely perfect fit for the song. I stared, trying very hard not to let my jaw actually drop, and trying to ignore the subtle moisture forming between my legs, as the two men serenaded me with the most powerful acoustic rendition of the best song ever.

When the chorus came and the two sang together, it was magical. They had voices that matched as well as or better than John Bon Jovi and Ritchie Sambora, who I had a poster of in my dorm room.

Then a thought occurred to me. A part of the power of this song was the powerful, massive, whaling electric guitar solo towards the end, and these two were playing simple, quiet acoustic guitars. I prepared myself to be let down when it came to the most powerful, climactic part of the song, but I was so, so wrong.

As soon as Charlie set off on the guitar solo, I knew I was seeing something special. This shy, unassuming, lawyer/accountant looking guy who couldn’t even make eye contact, absolutely fucking destroyed the guitar solo on his simple acoustic guitar, in a way that I still can barely believe was possible.

He leaned back slightly, still with his eyes closed, and worked the strings on his acoustic guitar in an unimaginable way, making sounds so powerful it should not have been possible from such a simple wooden instrument. He was a fucking magician, and the acoustic solo was every bit as powerful to me, sitting in the grass with six or seven people, as it would be sitting in a giant stadium with a crowd of thousands, and all the powerful, screeching electric equipment in the world.

I turned back to watch Bruce finish out the vocals of the song, and I found that when the music stopped, I was suddenly very hot-and-bothered. My temperature had literally risen, and I let out a quick breath through tight lips to try and cool myself.

I tried to hide it, and not to be so obviously overcome, but Bruce could see it in me, I knew. I could tell that this cocky bastard was sure that he could take me out to his car and fuck me right then, like so many other groupies he had had his way with. And he was absolutely right.

He was feeding into my biggest weakness. My secret desire to be with a rough man for a rough fuck. My lifelong secret fantasy to be fucked like an animal by a bad, bad man appeared to have a chance to come true on that night.

But instead of rushing back to his car for a quick, rough “fuck me and forget me”, the evening went quite differently. They played a few more songs, and then Charlie said “I’ve got to get home. Got work in the morning.” I imagined him heading home to a small apartment to get a solid 8 hours of sleep, and head into the advertising agency or some such boring place in the morning for a solid 8 hours of work.

Bruce, on the other hand, I imagined differently. I imagined him partying all night and sleeping all day, and I was hoping that this night, in particular, he would take me with him. And he did.

As the other spectators left, Bruce said: “So, Cassie, you want to go get something to drink?”

Giving up on pretending that I wasn’t gushing for him, I said “Absolutely”. I told him to give me 30 minutes to run back to my dorm and get dressed, and I would meet him back at that very spot.

I ran back to my dorm as fast as I could.


Chapter 3

I quickly tried on a couple of dresses, trying to figure out which one was the most likely to help keep this man’s full attention. You would think a girl would already know that. Would know which of their dresses were the “fuck me” dresses, but for some reason, I had trouble making up my mind.

I decided on a very tight, very short dress that hugged my perky, medium sized tits, and struggled to keep my ass covered. I was feeling particularly naughty, so I wore bright yellow, lacy panties under my dark purple dress. When I danced, which I would, and the dress rode up, which it would, it was going to be blatantly obvious that my panties were on display. I chuckled as I thought that they might even glow in the fucking dark if one of the bars had a black light.

We did party hard that night and we did fuck, but it was not at all what I had expected. We spent a couple of hours bouncing from bar to bar, just outside of campus, drinking heavily and dancing. The drinks were good and the dancing was dirty. I spent most of the night with his hard cock grinding through his jeans into the crack of my ass as we danced.

The night was spectacular, Bruce was a fucking naughty, bad-boy dream, and I was on fire for him. He truly seemed to be the handsome, rough, “don’t give a fuck about anything” kind of dangerous guy that I had always fantasized about. Even though I was always so drawn to them, I had always been a good girl and stayed away from the trouble that they represent. But not on this night. I was ready and willing to get into any trouble that Bruce wanted, any way he wanted it.

After a few hours of drinking and dancing, in a drunken, horny haze, we made our way back to my dorm. And then the most unexpected thing happened.

He made love to me.

He didn’t fuck me. He didn’t pound me. He didn’t throw me down and screw my brains out. He kissed me tenderly and sweetly. He undressed me carefully. He kissed and caressed his way all the way up and down my body. And then he made love to me. Who would have fucking guessed?

It was sweet and gentle and romantic. It was pure and passionate. And above all, it was a total surprise. At first, I was shocked and confused, and even a bit disappointed with the direction things were going. I had planned to get my brains fucked out by a rough man, not be made love to by a gentleman. But after a few minutes of his gentle kisses and caresses, I quickly came around. And a few minutes later, I was totally on board.

To my utter surprise and amazement, he was strong and gentle and giving and passionate. He gently laid me down on the bed, and kissed his way down, from my mouth to my neck, settling on my left breast for a moment, and then the right. He sucked my nipples in gently, teasing and tasting them each, causing me to let out gentle moans and coos before he moved on. I was already on fire for him and had been for most of the night, so this foreplay, though romantic and sweet, was absolutely unnecessary.

He kissed his way down my stomach and began planting gentle kisses on each of my inner thighs, driving me fucking wild. I had been burning for hours, and almost screamed at him to get on with it, when he finally did.

His lips made contact with my pussy, ever-so-gently at first, and then he began to kiss and caress my soft pussy lips with a bit more strength and force. That was all it took, and within a minute, the climax that had been churning in my stomach since I first heard him sing in the courtyard, set itself free.

I reached down and pressed his face tighter into my pussy, making sure that his lips and tongue did not lose contact as my hips bucked and my back arched and I let out a wail of pleasure and release, and relief. I had been so fucking hot and so fucking horny, the first orgasm felt more like easing a great pain, than real total pleasure.

Then, as I lay there basking in the blissful relief, he stood up and removed his clothes. His hard cock sprang into view, and it was a beautiful sight. It was a good size, though not huge, and was red and pulsing, needing relief of its own. I smiled at the sight of this beautiful man with the beautiful voice and the beautiful cock, as he gently laid down next to me.

I reached for his cock immediately, gripping it tightly and I made a slight motion to move my body so I could take it into my mouth. But he pulled me up to him and kissed me more. I would have sucked him. I would have let him fuck my mouth like a rag doll if he wanted to. But he held me and kept me from my goal. He seemed to be totally focused on me, and my pleasure.

We kissed passionately and deeply. His hands explored more of my body, landing firmly on my ass, as he turned to press his cock at the entrance to my pussy. With one firm but gentle push, he was all the way inside me. I was so fucking wet and ready that it took nearly no effort at all. And then, we made love.

It was the kind of sex you would enjoy on a lazy Sunday afternoon. It was the kind of sex you could fall in love with. We rolled over so that I was on top of him, and I rocked myself back and forth on him. It was amazing and surreal. It was the most powerful, intimate sex I had ever had. He kept pulling me down to kiss me, and I came again, kissing him deeply through the entire climax. Then with a few more strong thrusts into me, he came as well, growling with his beautiful, low voice as he did.

It was a shocking, though not unpleasant surprise. I had finally found my bad boy, my dangerous lover, and brought him home to my room to fuck the shit out of me, only to discover he was a sweet and gentle lover. What the fuck?

He kissed me more as our bodies separated, and then he turned on his back and started to fall asleep. I was so confused and so conflicted. This situation made no sense. Almost nothing about this night, or this man, had gone as I had expected. It wasn’t bad though. It was actually very, very nice. Then I had an even stranger thought? Could this crazy, sexy, surprisingly gentle man be… boyfriend material?

I had not even considered him in that light. I decided to just go to sleep and see what strange, surprising things might happen when we woke the next day.


Chapter 4

The next morning, I woke to gentle kisses on my neck. I looked to see that it was 10:30, and I had already missed a class, but I didn’t care. I kissed him back, and within a few minutes, he was inside me again.

We made love again, and this time I was prepared for it. It was not a surprise or a disappointment, it was a wonderful way to wake up. I climaxed again with his cock firmly inside my pussy and his tongue in my mouth, letting my moans barely escape around his tongue.

Then he came too, reminding me of how much I loved his low, gruff voice as he grunted and panted. We parted and he stood up. It was the first time I had gotten a view of his naked body in the daylight, and it was just as spectacular as I believed it would be. His ass was rock hard, with sharp edges defined by firm muscles, and his abs were a nice, tight six-pack as well. He was every bit as hot as I had guessed the night before.

I lay there naked watching him get dressed. He went over to my desk and wrote something on a piece of paper. He said “We are playing a show at this club tonight at 9:00. I hope you will be there.”

Then he leaned down and kissed me deeply one more time, and disappeared out the door. I laid there on top of my covers for another 15 minutes, feeling lots and lots of things. I felt happy, excited, surprised, elated, but mostly just confused. Out of nowhere last night, I met a delicious, rough, would-be bad boy, threw myself at him shamelessly, only to end up spending a romantic night with him and developing… feelings for him? Once again I say, what the fuck?

I rolled out of bed and looked at the paper he wrote on. He had written:

Bruce, 202-555-2187
Concert at Phillies Night club, 9:00 PM.
Hope to see you there.

Even the note was unexpected. I expected some poorly scribbled note with the name of a club on it. Not a phone number and a “hope to see you there.” What was with this guy. He was really not very good at this whole bad-boy bit. But the thought made me laugh.

I decided to go and take a shower and attend at least one of my classes for the day. I threw a towel around herself, grabbed a few things, and headed out the door towards the showers with a crooked, confused but happy smile on my face.

I entered Phillies Night Club around 8:45 that evening. I hadn’t wanted to seem too eager and considered being fashionably late, but I didn’t want to miss any of the show. I made my way into the crowd, through the guys and girls who were out on the prowl.

I had worn short jean shorts, a university t-shirt, and tennis shoes, dressing much more conservatively than the night before. I struggled with what to wear and decided on this standard ‘college girl’ uniform. The lack of a tight-fitting, revealing dress did not keep me from getting glares and stares from the guys at the club, looking for a hookup. I was a sexy young coed, most men's dream date, and it didn’t really matter what I wore, I pretty much always attracted attention.

But this night, I was not interested. I bought myself a drink, turned away a few conversations, rebuffed a few pickup lines, and made my way towards the stage.

Right at 9:00, an older gentleman came onto the stage with a microphone. He made a few announcements about discounted drinks for ladies, and bands performing in the next few weeks and then said “But tonight, we have one of the most popular bands in town, back for their fifth performance here on the Phillies stage. Please welcome ‘The Duo’”.

And then, I got another huge surprise. The crowd went absolutely wild and rushed the stage. All the ladies in the entire building were screaming and forcing their way to the front, with the guys who were perusing them close behind. On stage, Bruce and Charlie walked out waving and smiling. They were real fucking rock stars.

I had no idea. I had no idea that the two men I met on the grassy lawn the night before could make so many people scream. That they were so well known, and obviously so well loved. They were full-on local club celebrities. They were small-town stars.

Bruce stepped out in front and blew a few kisses to the crowd, and the ladies screamed and howled, eating it up. The way everyone was acting, I fully expected more than one pair of panties to be thrown at him on that stage before the night was over.

Charlie, as expected, was more reserved, but still exuded a kind of amazing, rock star charisma that I had not detected from him before. The excitement in the crowd was so frantic, they had to wait a few minutes for the girls to stop screaming before they could start. It was like Elvis had just taken the stage here at the Phillies night club.

Finally, the crowd calmed down a bit, only to start screaming with renewed vigor as Charlie started to strum a tune on his guitar. It was a tune I had never heard before, but apparently, I was the only one in the building who hadn’t. Everyone else screamed as if recognizing their favorite song.

And then, Bruce started to sing, and the piercing screams from the girls in the room, in reaction to his low, gruff-but-angelic voice became overwhelming. I squirmed and wiggled and forced my way back through the throng of screaming, squealing girls, creaming their panties over Bruce’s voice and Charlie’s guitar, to get some air in the back of the room.


Chapter 5

I took a seat at the bar, which was easy to find, since most of the people in the building were now crammed into the front half, near the stage. It was overwhelming. Yesterday I felt like I had discovered something amazing and rare.  A pair of talented guys who serenaded me in the grass. It felt like my little secret at the time. A diamond in the rough kind of thing. Now, come to find out, they were no secret. Everyone knew them, and everyone apparently loved them.

The night I spent with Bruce had been amazing, fantastic, and surprising, but again, I was so confused. If he had just taken me out back and fucked me, used me like a rock star should use a gushing, blushing groupie, this would all make more sense. But he hadn’t. He had made me feel… special. Loved even, in the way that a man who just met a woman can make her feel loved anyway. But not used.

But there I was sitting in the back of a club, watching Bruce sing to hundreds of women, just like me. Hundreds of girls all hoping that they will be the next one he takes out back and fucks. An ocean of women that made me feel much less special. I felt like I was just another of a thousand women who wanted him, and I didn’t like the feeling at all.

I thought there was no way that the rock star on that stage, with his long black hair, beat up jacket and beautiful cock, was going to even notice I was there, among the vast sea of ladies whose panties he was in the process of soaking with his angelic, rough voice and piercing smile.

But he did.

Somewhere in the middle of their 5th song, and my 3rd drink, he spotted me in the back at the bar. He smiled a huge smile, and without breaking stride in his song, pointed directly at me. He pointed at me for a long moment while everyone in the room looked back at me, and then he motioned for me to come to him.

And I did.

There was no stopping it. Never any doubt that when he made eye contact with me and told me to come to him, that I would. I worked my way through the crowd, suddenly feeling like an awkward spectacle. I got to the front of the stage and the group crushed in around me again.

He looked down, directly at me while he finished the song, and then when it was over, he leaned down and kissed me. He kissed me deeply and passionately right there in the crush of the crowd.

The crowd went wild, and so did my body. I was suddenly flushed, feeling almost overwhelmed by the moment, the attention, and the heat. The heat of the crowd crushing around me and the heat inside of me.

He finally broke off our kiss and leaned into my ear and said “Thanks for coming.” And I knew. I knew that I was special to him and I was the one he wanted, and no matter how many of these bimbos in short skirts threw their panties at him, I was the one going home with him tonight.

They finished the show, and it was amazing. Over and over, I was blown away by the magical sound of the harmonies between the two men. Bruce’s voice was undeniably amazing, but when it mixed with Charlie’s, it was otherworldly.

Charlie jammed out a few unbelievable guitar solos. He truly was amazing, bordering on unbelievable on the guitar. As he played, I saw quite a few dreamy looks on the girls’ faces as they swayed their hips to the sounds he was creating. I found myself mesmerized by his music as well, and had I not just fallen so hard for his rough, gorgeous partner, I could see myself falling for this quiet, shy, musical magician myself.

When the show as over, the crowd started to disburse. One of the security guards came over and took my arm, and said: “The band would like to see you.” I chuckled thinking, here I was, the hot groupie that had been selected by the rock star to service his cock for the evening. I knew it wasn’t really like that, and it almost disappointed me a little.

Any disappointment faded when Bruce, sweaty from the show, smelling like beer and leather, gripped me in his arms and kissed me passionately as soon as I entered the backstage area. It wasn’t a groupie kiss. It was more of a girlfriend kiss. I wasn’t exactly sure how I felt about that since we barely knew each other, but I kind of liked it.

They packed up their gear, and then I rode with Bruce back to his place. It was a small house in a small, unassuming neighborhood. We walked in the front door into a living room that was absolutely filled with musical and recording equipment.

Bruce motioned around and said “This is our space. This is where we write and record all the songs.” He pointed around and said “In there is the kitchen, the dining room and the porch out back. Upstairs is my room, a bathroom and Charlie’s room.

I was surprised and said, “Oh, Charlie lives here too?” It surprised me because even though the two did sound amazing together, they didn’t seem to have all that much in common.

He said “Yeah. We’ve lived together for a year or so now. Makes it easy to get music written and recording done.”

Bruce removed his torn leather jacket and tossed it onto a drum set in the living room area. He led me into the kitchen where he grabbed us two beers, and we headed out to the back porch.

We sat in a couple of lounge chairs on the porch and did something we had not done much of since we met. We talked. We got to know each other a little bit.

He told me about his parents, his upbringing, and I realized that he really had earned his bad-boy street cred. His father was an alcoholic who left him when he was small, and his mother struggled to keep them afloat until she died when he was sixteen.

He had managed to live on his own, staying with friends and bouncing from place to place since then, but it had not been easy. He had been arrested a few times for shoplifting, stealing a car, and once for a bar fight. His story explained a lot about how he came to the “don’t give a fuck” lifestyle he now seemed to live.

I explained that I was quite the opposite. I had a model upbringing. My parents were great parents, still together and supporting me through college. I was an only child, and my family life was basically perfect. Perfectly boring, but perfect. I had been a daddy’s girl growing up, always able to relate to him more than my mom. I was your average American college girl, working hard at school to make my mom happy and my daddy proud. I was a good girl who had a serious thing for bad boys. As simple as that.

The conversation came back around to Charlie. I asked “You guys seem kind of like an odd couple. I mean you don’t seem to have a lot in common, for roommates.”

Bruce laughed a low, rough laugh and said “Yeah, you are right about that. We are pretty different. But he is my best friend and I love him like a brother. I would do anything for him. When I was hopping from place to place, I somehow ended up at his apartment, renting a tiny little room, through a friend of a friend. He played guitar like no one’s business, and started to teach me when we were at home with nothing to do.”

“Before I knew it, we were writing music and singing together, and people seemed to like our stuff. He is so fucking shy though, it was like pulling teeth to get him to go out and play music in front of people.”

I laughed and said “People at the show tonight certainly seemed to like your stuff. I mean, it was like a freaking frenzy of crazed fans in there.”

He flashed his cocky smile again and said “yeah, I guess we have gained a bit of local popularity. It’s no big deal though.”

We talked for another hour, out on the deck. It was nice. At one point I told him honestly “You know, you surprised me. Last night, when we met, I totally expected you to fuck me like some sort of groupie, and then lose my number. Isn’t that the typical rock-star move?”

He laughed and said “Yeah, I guess that’s not really my style. I mean, I’ve tried the one-night-stand thing. It can be fun, but it kind of leaves you feeling like shit. I guess I decided the shitty, empty feeling really isn’t worth the quick fuck for me.”

This seemed very sweet, and very out of character for such a guy, but I would take it. I know that I was expecting a quick-and-dirty fuck, but it seemed somehow like I had won the grand prize.

We went up to his bedroom and he made love to me again, just as gently and just as sweetly as the night before. It was fantastic, a kind of emotionally invested sex I could definitely get used to. I was learning that this man, this rugged brute of a man, was actually a gentle and sweet person who I definitely was developing real feelings for. Life was just full of surprises. And then I got another surprise.


Chapter 6

I woke up in the strange house at about 2:00 AM and had to use the bathroom. Bruce was sound asleep. I slipped out from beside him and he didn’t move. He appeared to be a very heavy sleeper.

I wasn’t sure if Charlie was home yet or not, so I grabbed my t-shirt and put it on so I wouldn’t startle Charlie walking naked down the hall to the bathroom. While I was using the bathroom, I could hear music in Charlie’s room, and the sounds of movement and talking inside. I guessed that maybe he was in there with a girl he brought home from the show. “Good for you, Charlie,” I thought, truly excited for the sweet, shy guy.

But just when I was about to leave the bathroom, I heard a sharp, piercing squeal. It was a startling noise. I stopped in my tracks, trying to figure out what it was. It sounded like an injured cat or something, but then I heard another sound, a deep, low moan.

It was a woman’s voice. A woman who appeared to be in pain. I heard another low moan, and then I was finally able to make out something she said. It was actually very clear. She said “Please… fuck me, Charlie. Please, please, please. I want your cock so… fucking… bad.”

I stepped back in shock. The begging turned to whimpering as she said “Oh God, Oh God, I need it, Charlie. I need your big fucking cock.” Then she screamed, “I need your fucking cock, Charlie!”

After a stunned moment of silence, I heard Charlie speak. Shy, quiet Charlie, who had not even been able to look me in the eye in the courtyard, said in an amazingly firm, assertive voice “Oh, I’m going to give you my cock. Don’t worry. I just don’t think you have earned it quite yet.”

I was in complete shock, and totally enthralled. Unconsciously, a small smile came across my face. I decided to sit down on the floor and listen. I curled up on the small rug on the bathroom floor, and put my ear to the wall, to hear better.

I heard some rustling and then I heard a loud smack, followed by a squeal. Then the girl’s voice said “Oh Fuck yeah. Spank my ass. Spank my ass, Charlie. I have been such a bad, bad girl Charlie. So bad…”

I heard a few more smacks and then a few more squeals, and then Charlie’s voice, even more assertive than before, saying “Do you want to suck my cock you fucking slut?”

The girl instantly said “Oh fuck yes Charlie. Please let me suck your gorgeous cock. Oh, fuck I want to suck your cock so, so bad.”

Then I heard it. I heard her moaning and growling and sucking. She was sucking like her life depended on it, and she was moaning as if it was her favorite thing in the world to do.

I had sucked a few cocks in my life, but it was always just a task. Not really something I enjoyed, but something I did to make the guy I was swooning after happy. It was something completely different from what was happening in Charlie’s room at that moment.

This girl was sucking Charlie fiercely. She was acting like Charlie’s cock was the most delicious dessert she had ever tasted, and she was starving to death. It was very loud, and it was turning me on big time. I listened intensely to the sounds of her lips smacking around his cock, and her moans of pleasure. I could envision perfectly the scene in the room from the sounds, and it was making me so fucking hot.

Almost without realizing, I lifted the t-shirt I was wearing up past my waist and started to gently rub the middle finger of my left hand, up and down my soft, smooth, suddenly soaked pussy.

After a good five minutes of what seemed to be Charlie fucking this girl’s mouth brutally, to her great pleasure, those sounds suddenly stopped.

Then I heard Charlie say “Are you sure you are ready for me to fuck you?”

The girl moaned quickly and said “Oh God yes. Please fuck me. Please. Shove that fucking cock in my pussy right now PLEASE!”

Charlie said, “Tell me how badly you want me to fuck you.”

This sounded rough, even a little cruel, but she answered quickly and willingly. She said “Oh God, Charlie I want you to fuck me so bad. I want your cock deep inside my hot cunt right…fucking…now. Please, Charlie. I’ll do anything you want. Just please fuck my cunt with that giant cock of yours. Please put it in me. Please. Please.”

The blatant rawness of her words was driving me absolutely wild. I was rubbing my pussy much faster now, and it was no longer an absent-minded effort. It was building towards something.

And then, apparently, he gave her what she wanted. She let out a fantastic howl, like a female werewolf shouting at the moon, which I imagined was in response to Charlie fucking her with his ‘giant cock’ as she had put it. I could hear rapid movements and loud skin-slapping sounds as Charlie fucked her, and he was evidently doing a very good job. She moaned and howled for only about a minute and then said in a ragged, broken voice “Oh fuck Charlie I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum.”

Her words brought me quickly to the edge as well. I felt the sudden rising pressure of climax building inside of me. But then, the pounding, skin slapping sounds in the next room stopped and the girl let out a low, pitiful whimper. She pouted and said “No Charlie don’t stop…. Please don’t stop… Don’t tease… please let me cum… please let me cum Charlie…. Please.”

I was right there with her. I had stopped when the sound had stopped, on the very cusp of climax. I waited with her, her fate and mine now connected, even though I had no idea who she was.

Charlie was being a wicked man, to both of us, even though he had no idea I was there. But after another long moment of brutal teasing, he let both of us off the hook. The pounding sound started again, and so did the screaming. This time the girl screamed “Oh.. My.. God… cumming… cumming….”

And so was I. I turned my head to the left and bit down on the musty old towel that was hanging there, trying desperately to make sure that no one in Charlie’s room or Bruce’s would hear me as I cried out. I squeaked and squealed into the towel, bit down hard, and came and came and came.


Chapter 7

It was powerful and wonderful, and dirty. I had just gotten myself off on the bathroom floor listening to an absolutely astonishing man fuck the shit out of a begging, whimpering girl. It was wrong, and it was the hottest most spontaneous thing I had ever done in my life.

I got myself together, collected my senses, but quickly realized that the fucking in the room next door had resumed. She had had her climax, announced it to the entire fucking world, and then went right back to riding his cock like a fucking animal. My God these two were hot.

I laid there still immersed in the action, for ten, fifteen, twenty more minutes. She announced two more orgasms but he never even slowed down. She was shouting and muttering like a woman being fuck straight out of her mind. I started touching my aching pussy again. I just couldn’t help it. The sexual heat coming from the room was overwhelming, overpowering.

I slid my finger up and down across my pussy vigorously and then had an idea. I looked around the bathroom for something, anything I could use. I needed something inside me. I found a hairbrush, with a perfectly rounded, smooth handle. It would do nicely.

Without even thinking, I shoved the handle of the hairbrush inside my wet, engorged cunt forcefully. I had never shoved anything inside my pussy before, not even a dildo. Never even considered it. But at this moment, there was nothing I wanted more. I wanted to be fucked hard. I needed to fuck myself hard. I wanted something close to the forceful, violent fucking I could hear in the next room, and I wanted it bad.

I continued to listen to the ferocious pounding that this poor girl was taking, as I pounded my own pussy with the hairbrush. And then finally, I heard Charlie say “oh fuck I’m gonna cum.”

I moved the hairbrush faster, with even more force inside of me, wanting to cum with him, at the same moment. But then I heard him say “Where do you want it?” The woman quickly shouted in an exasperated, desperate voice “down my fucking throat.”

In one intense, overwhelming moment, I heard Charlie say “Oh God you are a fucking slut.” The pounding noises stopped. The girl’s words instantly made me cum in powerful, amazing waves of sexual force on the hairbrush I was shoving up inside me. I came hard and listened to hear the girl next door gurgling and nearly choking, and Charlie moaning in a harsh, animalistic growl like nothing I’d ever heard from a man before.

And then, it was over. The raw, brutal fuck had stopped, and all three of us were satisfied. I was on the floor, breathing heavily, with a few small tears streaming down my face. Not crying really, just tears of exasperation. The whole thing had been so overwhelmingly powerful, and I had really just been a spectator to it.

I got myself together and cleaned up a little bit. I wondered whose hairbrush I had just fucked, Charlie’s or Bruce’s, as I cleaned it up as well. Then I tugged my t-shirt down and went back to Bruce’s room.

He was still sound asleep. It seemed amazing to me that he slept through the raw sounds of sex that had been exploding from just down the hall. I suspected that astronauts in space could hear that girl screaming out her climaxes.

I took my shirt back off and cuddled up naked in bed next to Bruce, with a calm, content smile on my face. I spent about 30 minutes tossing and turning, having trouble sleeping in my worked-up state. And then something unbelievable happened. The shouting sounds from the room down the hall resumed.

I was absolutely stunned. The girl was whaling and crying out once again, and it went on and on and on. I finally fell into a fitful sleep, dozing and waking to her shouts of ecstasy at different points throughout the night, all night long.

I looked over at Bruce sleeping once again. I had found my bad boy. The one who really knew how to please a girl. How to fuck her senseless. The one that could fuck me the way I wanted to be fucked. The way I had fantasized about being fucked as long as I could remember. I found my fucking bad boy, but unfortunately, I was currently in bed with his roommate.


Chapter 8

I woke the next morning to the smell of Bacon. I got up and put my t-shirt and shorts on, and headed downstairs to find Bruce in the kitchen, looking hot in just his boxer shorts, cooking.

He spotted me and said “Ah, you are awake. I hope my cooking didn’t wake you.”

He was sweet, and hot, and amazing. I realized I was lucky to be with him, even if, in the middle of a weak moment the night before, I was wishing to be with his quiet, shy roommate. In the light of day, when I was being a bit more rational, it didn’t seem like that big of a deal. I was lucky to be with Bruce, the sexy, long-haired rock star who was currently cooking me bacon.

I went straight over to him and kissed him deeply, and then sat down at the table. He finished cooking and brought over plates of bacon and eggs, which I devoured. We finished eating and were chatting and laughing when a girl came walking down the stairs.

She was wearing bright hot-pink panties with little bows on the sides, and nothing else. And she was absolutely stunning. She looked like a supermodel, but with bigger tits. Her bare tits bounced spectacularly as she stepped down the final step, defying gravity in their attempt to point in an upward direction.

She saw us and her face broke out in a sweet, beautiful smile. She said, “Hey Bruce.” He nodded a “hello” to her, attempting to be somewhat of a gentleman and not stare at her, though I don’t know how that would be possible. I certainly couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

She was absolutely amazing, from her smile to her fantastic tits, to her trim muscular waist, the sizable gap between her legs that was filled by the pink panties, and her long, flawless legs. It was impossible not to look at her, even for me.

He looked at me and said “This is Gloria. She hangs out with Charlie sometimes.”

She bounded over to me with an amazing, sexy energy and shook my hand, completely unashamed of the fact that the only clothes she was wearing were a tiny pink pair of panties. She walked past us and into the kitchen to get some food of her own, and I noticed a few things.

First, her panties were a thong. Second, she had the most amazing, tight, muscular little ass I had ever seen, and third, I was fairly certain I could see the slight red outline of a hand mark across her ass, most likely from a fairly forceful spanking.

This was obviously the girl that had been so roughly and thoroughly fucked by Charlie, all night long the night before, and she was amazing.

I said, “So, are you Charlie’s girlfriend?”

She laughed a cute little giggle and said “Oh no. Well, maybe for a night or two here and there, but no, not really. I come into town on business every now and then, and Charlie is nice enough to let me stay with him when I’m here.”

“He’s nice enough to do a lot more than that.” I thought in my head but did not say.

She made some toast, and then came and sat at the table with us, as casual as she could be. It was cute to watch Bruce try not to stare, and he even said “Don’t you want to… put a shirt on?”

She giggled again and wiggled her body a little bit so her tits wobbled and shook seductively and said “Oh God no. Why would I do that? Besides, I don’t even know where my shirt is. It may still be in Charlie’s car, I think.”

She giggled again, and in the spirit of being friendly to this new guest, I said “well, I don’t think you need a shirt, as long as you don’t mind if I stare. Those tits are fantastic by the way.”

She giggled and wiggled again and said “Oh thank you. Looks like you’ve got quite the lovely pair there yourself. How about you get that shirt off and we have a little topless breakfast date here.”

It was a crazy idea. Just ludicrous. It was so far from anything I would ever even consider. But I did it. I just did it. I lifted my shirt up over my head, and tossed it over on the drum set, with Bruce’s jacket. I laughed and Gloria giggled and even Bruce chuckled.

And then, as if nothing out of the ordinary was going on, the three of us sat and had a friendly chat at the breakfast table, while Gloria ate toast.

Then we heard another noise, and Charlie came down the stairs. I froze and realized that I now had to act like I thought it was no big deal that Charlie was going to see my tits. I hadn’t even thought about it, stupid me. It just seemed like such a spontaneous fun thing to do.

I realized that Bruce was seeing Gloria’s tits, and that was no big deal, so maybe guys seeing each other’s girl’s tits was not a big deal around this house. That was the idea I was going to go with at least.

Charlie came into the room wearing casual pants, and a button up shirt and tie. He stopped, stunned for just a moment, seeing both Gloria and me topless at the breakfast table. She gave him a sweet hello and a wink. He made the same type of effort Bruce had made, not to be too obvious about staring at my tits.

He rushed through the room, not making eye contact with any of us. He grabbed something from the kitchen and said: “Got to go to work.” He leaned down to give Gloria a sweet little kiss goodbye, but she wasn’t having it. She pulled him down to her by his tie and kissed him hard. She even reached down and stroked his cock through his pants for a moment while they kissed.

Finally breaking free, he said, “I’ll see you back here tonight?”

She said “You bet your ass you will. I don’t leave till noon tomorrow.”

He gave everyone including me a quick nod and sped out the door.

Gloria jumped and said “Oh crap” and sped out the door after him, wearing only her panties. She came back in a moment later holding a handful of clothes. She said “I almost got stuck wearing just these panties all day long. I’m going to go take a shower. See you guys later.”

She floated off, back upstairs and out of site. A short while later, I put my shirt back on and gathered the rest of my things. I kissed Bruce and said “I’ve got to get back to the dorm. I need to take care of a few things.”

He drove me back to the campus, and then flashed his cocky smile and said “How about we do the whole ‘date night’ thing tonight? Dinner and a movie or something like that?”

I smiled back and said, “Sure, Pick me up at 6:00?”


Chapter 9

I spent the day in a pleasant daze, taking care of the things I needed to take care of, all the while reliving the fun of the past couple of days. I kept reflecting on how strange this relationship with Bruce has started, and how it had grown into something I never expected.

But throughout the day, even when Bruce and I were having dinner together that night, and sitting in the movie theater holding his hand while we watched the latest scary movie, the most exciting part of the past few days kept flashing back into the forefront of my mind. Sitting on the bathroom floor, and listening to Charlie fuck Gloria relentlessly for hours and hours.

I wanted it. There was no denying my predicament. I had just started a beautiful relationship with a gorgeous rock-star of a man, and all I could really think about was how badly I wanted to fuck his roommate.

I did truly care about Bruce, and that night when we made love in his bed once again, it was wonderful and magical and lovely. But it felt… incomplete. It wasn’t what I had convinced myself that I needed. It wasn’t Charlie.

Around 12:00 Bruce drifted off to sleep, but I lay awake, waiting and wondering and hoping to get to be a spectator again to the greatest sex show on earth, down the hall. I felt like a Peeping Tom, a voyeur who was waiting for the private show to start, but I didn’t care.

But instead of moaning and howling, I heard the harsh distortion of a hypnotic electric guitar solo from down the hall. I climbed out of bed and tossed my t-shirt on again, and stepped quietly out into the hall.

The music was beautiful, harmonic and entrancing and I took a few steps down towards Charlie’s room. The door was open and there was dim light coming from inside. I guessed that Charlie and Gloria were just hanging out, relaxing and enjoying some musical foreplay, and I thought maybe I could stop in and say a quick hello before their marathon fuck got started for the evening.

I stepped over into the doorway and was shocked by what I saw. Charlie was leaning against the wall with his shirt off, a cigarette in his mouth, and he was expertly playing a slow, distorted guitar solo from a song I had never heard, but instantly loved. Though not as muscular and bulky as Bruce, Charlie’s body was firm and chiseled and gorgeous.

But even more surprising was Gloria. She was completely naked in the middle of the room, dancing and swaying to the amazing sounds that Charlie was creating with his instrument. They both saw me, and I felt like I had been busted with my hand in the cookie jar.

But Gloria’s face lit up and she floated over to me, pulling me into the room. She pulled me into an embrace in the middle of the room, and we danced. We danced a slow dance like two teenagers at a prom, our bodies pressed tightly together while Charlie serenaded us. It was wonderful and exciting and intense.

Gloria held me close and we swayed together for a few moments, and then she seemed unable to wait any longer. Without saying a word, she broke off our tight embrace and stepped over to Charlie, and slid down to her knees.

I took a step backward as I watched her unzip his pants and pull them down, revealing the largest, most amazing cock I had ever imagined a man to have. It was long and thick and, thanks to Gloria’s naked dancing I assumed, as hard as steel. It was almost startling the way it sprang out of his pants, level with Gloria’s face.

I took another step backward towards the door, but I was unable to take my eyes off of the beautiful shaft between Charlie’s legs. Gloria reached up and wrapped both hands around it. Her hands looked so small and frail compared to its size, and with both hands in a line, the bulbous head of the cock still poked out at her, begging for her to taste it.

I looked up for a split second to see Charlie, never missing a note in his amazing guitar solo, looking right at me as I admired his cock. I didn’t care if he saw me, or saw how badly I wanted it. There was no way I could have concealed it anyway. It was written all over my face. I even subconsciously licked my lips as I watched her take the tip of his cock in her mouth, and begin to lick and suck it and give it the attention a beautiful cock like that deserved.

I took another step backward, feeling so conflicted. I knew I should leave. Every ounce of decency in me was screaming that I had to go, to leave them to it. But I felt glued in place as well. I wanted to stay, wanted to watch it all. I wanted to see what I had heard the night before.

I wanted to see how this man and his amazing cock made this beautiful girl beg and whimper and plead. I wanted to see the look on her face as he teased her with it, and the shine in her eyes when he finally gave it to her. I wanted to see it all, but I knew I couldn’t.

I took another step backward, and watched as the movement of her head settled into a rhythm on his cock that matched the music he was playing. I looked up again, and he looked directly into my eyes, giving me a stoic look, as I finally made my way out of the doorway and back down the hall.

I stopped at the bathroom door where I had listened the night before and considered for a moment. I knew I should just return to the bed with Bruce, and try and get some sleep, but I didn’t.


Chapter 10

I returned to the bathroom floor and pressed my ear to the wall. I heard the guitar solo clearly through the wall, and then a moment later it stopped.

Then I heard Gloria say “God I love the way you play guitar. It makes my little pussy so fucking wet. Do you want to feel it? Do you want to feel how wet my little pussy gets when you play guitar?”

God, she was such a good little slut. She knew exactly what to say, and how to say it. I wished I could be half the good little slut that she was. I continued to listen.

I heard Charlie say “I want you to bend over the bed here like a good girl, so I can taste that sweet, juicy pussy of yours.”

Gloria said “Oh fuck you know what that does to me. You know I can’t take it.”

Charlie spoke again, sounding stern “You are going to take it. I’m going to eat your sweet little pussy and you are going to take it and you are NOT going to cum. Do you understand me?”

Gloria said, “But, I don’t think…” Then there was sudden loud SMACK sound, and I could only assume Charlie smacked her ass. Gloria squealed out loud in shock and then let out a soft moan followed by a surprising laugh, as she said “Oh God. But I might. I mean… I might cum…”

Charlie shouted “You will NOT cum” and there was another smack sound, followed by a moan again. Then Gloria said “OK. OK. I won’t cum I promise… Just… have mercy on me, please.”

I heard Charlie's stern tone say “I will NOT” and then Gloria erupted into long deep moans and gasps. Once her moans gathered their rhythm, in between harsh breaths she said “God you are so… fucking… good… Your tongue on my pussy is too… fucking… good.”

Suddenly there was another SMACK, and Gloria said “Oh no. I didn’t… I won’t…” and the moaning resumed. This went on for at least fifteen minutes, as I got more comfortable and settled into a nice rhythm of my own, caressing and circling my aching pussy with two fingers from my left hand.

Eventually, Gloria was begging, pleading with Charlie for permission to cum, which he did not grant. As I had done the night before, I tied my fate to Gloria’s, and I too wanted to cum, but I too held back as Gloria did, waiting for permission.

She suddenly shouted “Going to cum” and another loud SMACK sounded and the room went silent. Gloria let out a long, deep moan and appeared to be whimpering once again.

“Please, please let me cum. Please don’t stop. I want more. Just a little bit more. I need it so fucking bad…” She sounded like a desperate, whimpering mess, and I felt the same. I wanted to cum. I wanted him to make her cum. I wanted him to make us cum.

But Charlie said, “Turn around”. A moment later the licking, sucking, slurping sounds resumed from the night before, when Gloria had sucked his cock as if her very life depended on it. Now that I had seen his massive, wonderful cock it was amazing to imagine. I imagined her on her back on the bed, leaning her head over the edge so he could fuck her mouth, and it sounded like he was fucking it mightily.

I imagined how wonderful she must feel, with that amazing cock filling her mouth, sliding back and forth across her tongue and tightly in and out between her lips. I licked my lips and continued a gentle motion on my pussy, enough to keep my senses heightened, but not enough to push me over the edge just yet.

The gasping, sucking, gurgling sounds went on for a few more minutes as I occasionally heard Charlie say “Good girl.” Then he said “You’re such a good little slut. You love that cock don’t you?” to which Gloria responded with an enthusiastic but muffled “mmm hmmm”.

The sucking stopped with a long slurping sound and then Gloria, still breathing raggedly said “Please fuck me now Charlie. Please fuck me. I love your cock. I need your cock in my pussy Charlie. Please, please, please!”

There was a long moment of silence, and then a sudden, loud scream. It seemed that as soon as Charlie penetrated Gloria, she came. The lucky little slut had jumped ahead in our little game, and was climaxing without me. I could imagine why, as I remembered its size and imagined that huge cock forcing its way into her soft little pussy. I started fingering my clit with great speed, desperate to feel the powerful climax that Gloria was shouting about in the room next door, and it came.

I laid all the way back on the floor of the bathroom and stiffened, biting down on my right hand as my left hand worked my pussy desperately, pushing me forward and over the cliff of my own climax. As Gloria shouted “Oh Fuck Oh Fuck Oh Fuck I’m… cumming…” I imagined that long, hard cock forcing its way into me, and I came with a greater, more urgent force than I had ever experienced before.

I collapsed onto the floor fully, desperate for breath and hoping that I had not made enough noise for anyone to notice I was there, tagging along on their insane sexual adventure ride. But Gloria was still moaning and howling. The fact that she had climaxed seemed to be a mere side note to Charlie, who, it sounded like, was fucking her with great force and speed, all the way through her first climax and well beyond.

To the sound of the rough, rhythmic, humming moans and gasps for breath in the other room, I collected myself and made my way back down the hall, and climbed back into bed with Bruce. Sweet, loving Bruce, who seemed to care for me deeply, and would likely never betray me. Who would never, ever fuck me the way Charlie fucked Gloria. The way I needed to be fucked.


Chapter 11

The next day, things got more complicated. Gloria came down in the morning, wearing clothes this time, and said her goodbyes and left, heading out of town. Charlie came down and joined Bruce and me at the table for breakfast. This time it was me who didn’t make eye contact with Charlie. He had seen me and seen the look of lust and desire on my face while Gloria tried to swallow him whole. I didn’t exactly know how to play that off the next morning at the table, so I pretty much just tried not to look at him.

I was doing OK, and we were having a pleasant, normal conversation when Bruce’s phone rang. He stepped out onto the patio to take the call and returned with an excited look on his face.

“That was the Hard Rock in Miami. They want us to come play there next weekend! Can you believe it? We’ve been trying to get in there for months now.” Bruce said, as excited as a kid at Christmas.

I saw Charlie’s face light up as well, and he stood up and gave Bruce a big high five and said: “How in the hell did you get us in there?”

Bruce laughed and said, “Well, I’ve been calling them for months, but they said someone from their office saw our show the other night, and how the crowd responded, so they finally decided to book us.”

It was fun to watch the pride and excitement in both of their faces. Two very different guys so excited about the same thing. They High-Fived again and Bruce came to sit with me.

He said “I’ve got to drive down their tonight to work out the details with them. They are giving me a free hotel room and everything, so do you want to take a road trip with me?”

My first thought was “Yes, free road trip”, but then my second thought was, “Oh Fuck, Chemistry test in the morning”.

“Shit I can’t. I have a Chemistry test at 9:00 in the morning. I’ll have to spend most of the night studying and then be there on time…” I said.

“Well, that sucks. I wish you could come. But I understand. You have to be a good little college girl. I get it.” He said, looking a little bummed.

“You can study here though, tonight if you want. Quieter than that dorm of yours. You can even stay here in my room if you want overnight, and then catch an uber back in the morning.”  He said.

Then Charlie piped up and said “Or I can drive you back in the morning. I mean, I have to head to work anyway, and the campus is on my way.”

I smiled a shy smile at Charlie. Then Bruce made it even more awkward by saying “Yeah, stay here with Charlie, he’ll take good care of you.”

I wanted that, really bad. I wanted Charlie to take really good care of me. That was the problem. I managed a semi-normal expression and said: “Ok, thanks.”

Soon after breakfast, we all went our separate ways. I went back to campus and went to my two morning classes, and then back to my dorm for a little nap. I had not been getting much sleep for the past couple of nights.

I must have had a very sexy dream, because I woke up heated, with a twinge between my legs that was begging for attention. I couldn’t remember the dream, but I knew it had been hot, plus I had been having lots of sex with Bruce lately, and the late night “spectator” sex with Charlie and Gloria. It was all turning me into some kind of horny monster.

Still only half awake from my nap, I slid my hand down under my panties, under the warm covers of my bed, and was amazed at the wetness I found there. My panties were soaked. It must have been an amazing dream.

I began to dreamily, absentmindedly slide my hand back and forth over my sensitive pussy, and contemplate my situation. Bruce was an amazing man, a wonderful lover. He was a wonderful, kind gentleman in a bad-boy disguise. He was great, but sort of ‘false advertising’ for my bad boy lust.

And Charlie. Charlie was a raging, savage sexual beast in an accountant disguise. He was the bad boy that I needed so fucking badly. It was a dilemma. As I touched myself and sought to satisfy the growing need between my legs, suddenly a decision was made.

I realize that it’s probably not a great idea to make life-altering decisions while you circle your clit with your middle finger, but it happened. I thought of Charlie, and his cock, and the way he had been with Gloria, and another powerful, life-altering climax hit me like a freight train.

After that, the decision was made, and there was nothing I could do about it. I felt like I was in love with Bruce, but I was willing to give that up. I was willing to sacrifice that love for one night of being Charlie’s slut. It was really no contest. As much as I was ashamed to be so willing to throw something meaningful away for a cheap fuck, I wanted that fuck, needed that fuck so badly that I knew it would be worth it.

Even though I had just climaxed, my finger was still gently sliding over my sensitive, soft pussy, and still occasionally bumping gently into my over-sensitive clit. I was still going at it. I was truly out of control.

I realized that I was totally out of control, and felt like I had no other choice than to give up what I had with Bruce to be with Charlie. What other choice was there? And then, suddenly, like having some sort of vision or hallucination, I remembered my dream. In it, I had been with Charlie AND Bruce.

Just the few slight, blurry memories of the dream and I was once again sailing over the cusp of a body-wracking orgasm. My body stiffened and shook and quivered, and I tried desperately to take in oxygen between pulses of pleasure.

A moment later, I lay gasping on my bed, completely spent, nearly unable to move. In the dreamy afterglow of my second climax of the afternoon, I dreamed of a perfect world, where I was Bruce’s passionate lover and Charlie’s desperate slut, all at the same time.


Chapter 12

My decision made things much simpler for me that evening. I put on a tiny pair of jean shorts and a “Rolling Stones” t-shirt that stretched nicely across my bra-less tits and took an Uber out to Bruce and Charlie’s house. I was going to fuck Charlie that night, and if it meant things between Bruce and me were over, so be it. I was on autopilot really, just doing what I needed to do to get what I was longing for with every fiber of my being.

Charlie wasn’t home when I got there, so I used the key that Bruce had given me and entered. I grabbed a snack and laid on the floor with my Chemistry book and notebook sprawled out in front of me to study. A tinge of guilt hit me as I realized that I had just used Bruce’s key and eaten Bruce’s potato chips while waiting to try and convince his best friend and roommate to fuck my brains out. The sight of Charlie’s cock had changed me, and I really wasn’t being a good person at all. I had lost it.

Charlie got home about 9:00. I had a plan to seduce him. To be coy and flirtatious and seductive. I was none of those things. When he entered, he looked down at me laying on the floor. He looked into my eyes but said nothing. I stood up immediately and stepped over to him and kissed him.

It was not a sweet kiss or a gentle kiss. The kiss said one thing. Please Fuck Me. I broke off and looked at him with a pleading look. It was the moment of truth. Would he have me.? Would he give me the honor of being his slut? Would he…

He gave a slight nod of his head, a wicked grin, and then put his hands on my shoulders, and pushed me down onto my knees.

I was ecstatic. At the moment, I felt I was exactly where I belonged. Where I wanted to be. On my knees in front of this sex god, about to worship his cock. I wasted no time unzipping his pants, and as his fantastic cock sprang to life in front of my face, I gasped.

I was even more beautiful up close and looked even bigger. I reached out and wrapped both hands around it, and like Gloria, even both of my hands were not enough to fully cover it. I caressed and stroked it a few times, and unable to wait any longer, I took it into my mouth.

It was so hard and firm, and it felt fantastic sliding across my lips and into my mouth. He only allowed me a few minutes of licking and sucking and worshiping his cock with my mouth, before he took over control.

He reached down and gripped my hair, and started to dictate a faster pace, pressing my face closer in and pulling it back. Each push grew a bit rougher until his amazing cock was hitting the back of my throat. He kept pushing, and I kept going, trying to give him everything, trying to take all of him, trying to swallow him.

I managed to give in completely, and take much more of his cock than I would have imagined possible into my throat. I was gagging and choking and drooling as he took over completely, fucking my face with urgency.

I managed to get my arms to function, and unzipped my shorts and shoved my hand down underneath my panties. With my left hand working the base of his cock, the last couple of inches I couldn’t swallow, and my right hand working my own dripping wet pussy, I was in heaven.

The cherry on top, the final straw that put me over the edge was his words. While forcefully face-fucking me, he looked down and said “My god you are a good girl. Such an amazing little slut.” The power of his words and the feelings of the experience put me over the edge, and my first orgasm washed over me. My screams and moans were stifled by the giant cock working its way back and forth over my tongue, but he heard them and smiled.

When he could tell that my climax had passed, he slowed down and removed his cock from my mouth with a pop. I gasped for air, drooling and tearing up from the efforts. He pulled me to my feet and smiled at me. I couldn’t smile back. I wasn’t in a smiling mood. I was in a fucking mood. I gave him a pleading expression again, and he looked at me with a tight grin and said: “get on the table, slut.”

I took one step back, and the kitchen table hit me at thigh level. He reached down and pulled my shirt up over my head and tossed it aside. He attacked my breasts with his mouth. He didn’t lean down, but rather grabbed me by the waist and lifted me in the air, moving me into a position where he could lick and suck and bite my left nipple, and then my right.

He tossed me back onto the ground and pressed my bare chest so that I leaned back over the table. He continued to push until I was laying on my back on the table, with my legs hanging over the edge. A few dishes went flying and a cool liquid hit my back, but I had no ability to care about the damage or the mess.

He ripped my shorts and panties off of me as if he was angry that they dared try to hide my pussy from him. With my body now laid bare before him, he spread my legs wide, exposing everything, and he attacked me. He dove straight down and began to devour my pussy. I cried out with the initial, startling shock of his assault.

There were no gentle kisses on my thighs or my stomach, no tender fingers caressing the soft skin. Instead, there was simply a man, a starving man, desperate to taste pussy. His wet mouth engulfed my slick pink pussy and he devoured it.

His wicked tongue licked, sucked and fucked me. He gripped me by my ass tight, ensuring that his mouth and tongue could reach and access every inch of me.

To my utter surprise and amazement, his tongue slid out from my hole and across the thin skin below my pussy, and slid coarsely across my tight little asshole. I cried out again, barely able to form words with my mouth “Oh Fuck…” as his tongue traced circles around the ring of my ass.

He was taking me, taking all of me, every inch. After a few moments of this sinful, dirty sensation he resumed engulfing my tender aching pussy. Wasting no more time at all, he focused everything he had on my overly-sensitive clit.

I came with complete abandon, like a wild fucking animal, screaming like a banshee and howling at the fixtures on the ceiling, holding onto the table beneath me for dear life. It was like the small nub of my clit was a magic orgasm button and he was smashing it violently over and over and over again with his strong, wicked tongue.

He gripped my ass tightly, painfully holding me still and in place to ensure that the shivering and flexing my body was doing as I climaxed didn’t interrupt his meal.

He continued his powerful, pounding, torturous assault on my clit until my climax faded for just a moment, and blurred dreamily into another one. He eventually stopped, his thirst for my pussy quenched. He stood and examined me, a gasping, moaning, dripping mess of pleasure and flesh on the table, and smiled.

It was absolutely the best fuck of my life, and it had not even started yet.


Chapter 13

He pulled my body off of the table and turned me around. He pressed his body against mine, his massive cock pressing into my back as he turned my head and kissed me.

If earlier, when I kissed him, my kiss had said “Please fuck me”, then this kiss said, “Get ready”.

He pushed me down, fully bent over the table now with my ass high in the air. He kicked my legs wide and I flinched when the head of his cock slid against my soft slit for the first time.

He spoke again, saying “You take my cock like a good little slut now.” I instantly said “yes”, the only word I could think of. The only word I knew at that moment. I would have said yes to anything.

Then, finally, he gripped my waist and pressed himself into me. As the tip of his massive cock slipped past my slick pink lips and into my hole, I moaned a low moan. It was a moan of pleasure and a moan of relief. Finally, my emptiness would be filled.

With more pressure and a tighter grip, he slid further and further into me. It seemed like each time I thought I had all of him, more inches of delicious cock would fill me. When he finally reached the hilt, with all of him inside of me, the world was lost.

I expected just a moment to adjust, get comfortable with his massive size, but it was not granted. With a beastly growl he said “Good girl” and then he started to fuck me so deep and so hard, I could barely maintain my senses.

All sense of the room around me was lost as my body was pushed and pulled back and forth over the length of his massive steel shaft. My mouth was open, but only occasional screams could escape as I struggled to keep air in my lungs through the vicious, brutal fuck.

In my head, I was whimpering and whining and begging for more. My body was on fire, like nothing I had ever felt before. It was everything I had ever imagined and more. This wicked man with his beastly cock was using my body in the way it was meant to be used.

Every thrust was bringing me to a new level of pleasure, and my climaxes kept coming and going like sound waves bouncing back and forth off of the walls around us.

Then, unexpectedly, the fucking stopped. He didn’t cum, he just stopped and pulled away from me, leaving me feeling emptier than ever before. I turned to face at him, to beg him not to stop, to plead with him to continue fucking me just like this for the rest of my fucking life.

When I turned to see his face, I found a wicked grin. He said, “I think maybe you’ve had enough.”

He couldn’t be serious. If there was one thing that I was sure of at that moment, it was that I would never get enough. If he fucked me like this for the next month straight, it wouldn’t be enough. There was no such thing as enough.

I stammered and just managed to say “No”.

He said, “I don’t think you want it bad enough.”

I was confused and flustered. I said, “I do…”

He laughed an evil laugh and said “Well, you’re not going to convince me like that. I need to hear it.”

Still a bit dazed, I said “I want to. I want it. I want… you.”

With a serious look, he said: “You want what?”

I cleared my throat and said “I want you. I want you to fuck me… Please.”

The word “please” brought a smile to his face, as if we were making a little bit of progress in whatever wicked game this was.

He stepped closer to me, pressing me backward, pushing my ass into the table behind me. He touched my cheek and said, “I want you to tell me what you want, and I want you to use the nastiest words you know.”

I took in a breath. I was, for the most part, a very good girl. I didn’t use nasty words very often. I mustered up a bit of courage and gave it a try.

“I want your cock.”

He smiled again and said “Good. Where do you want it?”

I thought for a moment, and said: “In my pussy…” It sounded lame the minute I said it, so I took another deep breath and I said “In my fucking cunt. I want your giant cock in my fucking dripping wet cunt.”

This brought an even bigger smile to his face. But he just stood there looking at me, as if waiting for something.

So I said “Please. Please, will you fuck my cunt with your rock-hard cock? Please?”

His smile reached a peak and he said “Yes… Yes, I think I will”. He pressed me backward, so that I ended up laying back onto the table. He lifted my legs into the air and parted them and stared down at my pussy like a hunter with his prey trapped helplessly.

He rubbed the tip of his cock against my pussy, teasing me as he said “Good girl. This is how you will speak, from now on. If you want me to fuck you like a nasty little slut, you have to learn to talk like a nasty little slut.”

I leaned my head back and said “I do. I do want you to fuck me like a nasty little slut.”

He pressed the head of his cock into me just an inch and said: “Beg for it you slut!”. I shouted as loud as I could, for the whole fucking neighborhood to hear “Please. Please give me your cock. Please fuck my cunt with your massive cock”.

And he did.


Chapter 14

He growled and gripped me and pressed himself inside. It was forceful and brutal and welcome. It was harsh and amazing.

Once again, I was given no time to adjust, to get used to the idea of his massive cock fucking me. Instantly he began pounding me, ramming me. He reached down to rub my little clit with his fingers as he continued to pound into me. He grunted and groaned and said “Such a good little slut”.

I too found my voice and was shouting to the world “Oh My God, Fuck Me, Fuck Me, Don’t Ever Stop Fucking Meeeeeee”. It was hot and frantic, and suddenly, out of nowhere I came, shaking and shivering, my pussy flexing and clenching around his massive tool as I climaxed. As before, he held me tight and never even slowed down. Then, without breaking stride he said: “Are you ready for me to fill your tight little cunt with my cum?” Once again, there was only one answer I could think of, only one word that was needed.

“Yes,” I shouted to gritted teeth and ragged breaths. Then with a primal growl and a grip so tight on my waist that I nearly screamed from the pain, he thrust himself into me one final, brutal time.

I screamed out in harmony with his growl as I felt the heat of his cum splashing inside of me. He howled and grunted and manhandled me, lifting my body in the air with his grip on my waist and his hammer-cock in my pussy, emptying his seed deep into my core.

And then all at once, it was over. He growled once more, and then tossed my limp body back onto the table, and withdrew himself from me. He collapsed back onto the chair and gasped, taking in heavy, heaving breaths. I could barely move, and laid there still, desperately trying to refill my lungs.

I eventually slid down from the table to the floor. I looked up at Charlie who looked like he had already regained his strength. He gave me one quick sweet smile, but as I reached for my shorts under the table, he gripped my arm firmly and the smile disappeared.

He said “No. You may not get dressed until I tell you, do you understand?”

The heat rose in me once more, and I nodded.

For the rest of the night, he fucked me, until my mind, body, and soul were completely fulfilled in a way I had never experienced before. It was exactly what I needed. It was as if there had been an itch I couldn’t seem to scratch for my entire life, and it was suddenly gone.

I turned my body over to him completely. He was now it’s new owner. It only made sense, since he seemed to understand it and operate it far better than I ever had. He made my body do things I had never even imagined, and it only made sense that I surrender it to him once and for all.

I slept a little bit that night, curled up on a pile of blankets where Charlie and I both collapsed after he fucked my face one final time, and came directly into my throat.

I woke the next morning to the sound of my alarm on my phone. I was naked and sore, and my legs didn’t seem to work properly anymore, but I was smiling. Charlie was nowhere around, so I stumbled into the shower and cleaned the dried cum from my body, along with the residue of sweat and everything else my body had encountered the night before.

Clean and awake, I made my way downstairs, where Charlie was sitting at the table with breakfast. We sat and had bacon and eggs, right on the table where he had fucked me so viciously the night before. Neither of us said a word. There wasn’t much to say.

He drove me to the campus and I got out of his car. I looked back and said “Thanks for the ride”. He smiled his friendly, “accountant” type smile and said “no problem” and drove off.

I walked slowly to the classroom and tried desperately to concentrate on passing the Chemistry test. Then I fumbled my way back to my dorm room and collapsed into the bed.

As I lay in my bed, reflecting on the amazing, life-altering fuck I had experienced the night before, I discovered something I did not expect. Charlie now owned my body, there was no doubt about that as far as I was concerned, but what surprised me was the feeling that Bruce owned my heart.

When I had decided to be with Charlie, I knew that I was throwing away something amazing with Bruce. I had to do it. Every atom and molecule in my body pulled me straight to Charlie. I was not second-guessing that decision. It wasn’t even really a decision. I was simply a bit surprised at how hard I was taking the fact that I had betrayed Bruce.

It was at that moment that the most insane idea popped into my head. In the darkest crevices of my mind, a wild plan formed. One that had almost no chance of working, and would likely lead to total disaster, but at that moment, in the place I found myself, it seemed like the only good option.

I trudged through the day, plotting and scheming and formulating my plan in my head. The longer the day went on, the more I was able to fool myself into thinking that it just might work.

Finally around 6:00, Bruce texted me that he was home. I caught an Uber and hopped out at their house. I took a big deep breath at the door, and opened it and walked straight in.


Chapter 15

Bruce and Charlie were both in the living, and both stood when I walked in. Bruce smiled and started to speak, but I held up my hand and shushed him.

Then I slowly began to remove my clothes, in the middle of the living room, in front of Bruce and Charlie. I was so nervous that I was shaking a little bit, but I continued to slip out of my t-shirt and jean shorts, and then slipped my bra and panties off as well.

I wanted to say so much to both of them, but all of the words I thought to say seemed stupid and ridiculous. The only way to “say” what I needed to say, was with actions.

Now completely naked, I stepped over to Bruce, who had a big grin on his gorgeous face, and kissed him. I kissed him deeply, and it was wonderful. I had missed his kisses, and he had only been gone for one day. I melted into him and he held me close, and all of the feelings I had for him came rushing to the surface.

But after a long moment of passionately kissing him, I stepped away. With another deep breath and no words, I stepped over to Charlie. I leaned in and kissed him as well. I heard the intake of breath, of shock from Bruce as I pressed my naked body up against the man who now owned it. His hands instantly went to my ass, gripping it firmly, and I slid my right hand down to stroke his cock, waking the beast between his legs.

I felt his cock grow in my hand, through the fabric of his pants, and my need for it grew at the same time. I forced myself to step away from my forceful, overwhelming lover in the “normal guy” disguise and moved back between the two.

My statement had been made. I had said what I wanted to say. Now I had to wait and see where the chips would fall. Wait for the disaster to occur. I didn’t have to wait long.

I looked to Bruce, and just when I thought he was about to start shouting at me and berating me for my betrayal, he rushed over to me and kissed me again. He kissed me more deeply and more passionately than before.

Instantly I felt Charlie step up behind me, wrapping one arm around me and caressing my bare ass with the other. I kissed Bruce desperately and inhaled sharply when Charlie’s hand found its way between my legs and roughly over my sensitive and soaked pussy.

I tugged at Bruce’s shirt, pulling it from him. My grand plan had been executed, but I had not thought any further than the initial, very first step. I had no way to know how it would go from there and expected that I just might be kicked out of the house, never to return.

But amazingly, a wonderful, magical, unbelievable rhythm formed between the three of us. Bruce kissed my neck, nibbled my ear and leaned in to taste my rock-hard nipples, while Charlie played my pussy with his left hand like the taught strings on his guitar.

At that moment, I had everything I ever wanted and needed in these two men. I had the tender kisses and caresses of my love and the skilled, penetrating attention of my lover. As if my desire for both of them needed proof, I came almost instantly. I climaxed fiercely, standing in the middle of the living room, quivering and moaning into Bruce’s mouth as Charlie’s fingers pressed the nerves in my pussy beyond their breaking point.

My orgasm surprised all three of us, and it was like a physical affirmation that this duo worked just as well as a trio. Bruce and Charlie both managed to remove their clothes, and the three of us slid urgently to the floor.

I spent a pleasant moment kissing Bruce tenderly as we embraced on the floor, but the moment was quickly interrupted as Charlie nestled the head of his massive cock at the entrance to my pussy.

I nearly bit Bruce’s lip as I gasped in reaction to the cock being pressed against me, and I gripped both of his arms tightly as Charlie buried himself all the way inside. I didn’t loosen my grip on Bruce for a long while, holding myself tightly in place so I could continue to kiss him, deeply and passionately and meaningfully, while Charlie began to fuck me harshly and relentlessly from behind.

Both sides of myself were being satisfied simultaneously by the two amazing men. Bruce’s gentle breath and lips and hands caused butterflies in my stomach, and the fierce fucking I was receiving from Charlie caused them to flutter about with insane abandon.

For a long while, I laid atop Bruce, kissing him, biting his ear and savoring his breath and stroking his cock in my hand, with my ass high in the air to be fucked by Charlie like a crazed animal.

I came again. The second orgasm churned up from my core and passed straight through me in violent waves. As was his habit, Charlie never once hesitated or slowed to allow me a moment to savor my climax or to recover from it. He pounded and rutted and fucked me like a rag doll while I tried to maintain my position pressed tightly against Bruce’s chest.

I continued to make love to Bruce, stroking his rigid cock in my hand, sucking on his tongue, and savoring each of his breaths. But my attention was split between making love to my love and submitting my body entirely to the man who controlled it so completely.

Just as I felt the beginning of yet another climax plant its seed in my core, Charlie suddenly stopped. The forceful, brutal, wonderful fucking stopped, and he pulled himself away from me.


Chapter 16

Feeling suddenly empty and harshly teased, I collapsed down fully onto Bruce. His ready cock still in my hand, I moved my body quickly to fill my emptiness with it. I slid my body down onto his cock slowly and gently and smiled as I was once again joined with my beautiful lover.

I leaned in to kiss him as our lovemaking began in earnest, and the climax that was initiated by Charlie’s massive cock churning deeper inside of me that I would have thought possible, came to life immediately, finished off by the power of the feelings I had for Bruce now tenderly making love to me. I arched my back and came as I rocked my weakened, sweaty body on top of my love.

I moaned and howled, and Bruce smiled up at me, reveling in my pleasure, and enjoying his own. It was a wonderful, beautiful, peaceful moment, connected fully with the man I was in love with. But the peacefulness did not last.

As I tried to lean in to kiss Bruce once more, a strong arm gripped my shoulder and pulled my upper body up straight. Charlie stood before me, his raging, pulsing cock in his hand, just inches from my face. As I continued to rock back and forth on top of Bruce, causing wonderful sensations as his cock pressed in and out of me, I immediately leaned over to take Charlie in my mouth.

But his grip on my shoulder would not allow it. He looked down at me and with a deep growl said “You know what you have to do…”

He was teasing and taunting me, and he was showing Bruce and I both just how thoroughly he owned me. He was showing that even though it was Bruce’s hands caressing me, Bruce’s lips kissing me, and Bruce’s cock so perfectly inside of me, this body, my body, no longer belonged to me.

In between rocking back and forth on Bruce, I managed to whimper “please…” Hearing the sound coming from my own lips made me realize just how right he was. I was his so completely that I would hesitate at the moment, making love to my love, to beg for a single taste of his cock.

“Please… Please let me suck you…”

My words seemed to cause a stir in Charlie and in Bruce. I saw Charlie crack a smile for a moment, and I heard Bruce moan as he increased his pace below me.

But Charlie still held me at a distance. I knew what he wanted. I was not being nasty enough for him. He wasn’t going to give his cock to the sweet girl making love to her man. He was only going to give his cock to the whimpering, nasty little slut I had become in his presence the night before.

I looked down at Bruce and felt the most amazing spark of love and passion as our eyes locked for a moment. It was an amazing moment of true love. And then I looked up at Charlie and said with a whimper and a tremble in my voice “Please let me suck your big, hard cock. I need it in my mouth, in my throat. I need it everywhere, anywhere. Please fuck me. Fuck my face. Please let me have it…. Please”

All at once, Bruce moaned and bucked beneath me, and Charlie smiled and said “Good girl” and gave me what I asked for. I opened my mouth wide and welcoming and Charlie gripped the back of my head and pushed me into position, his long hard cock sliding roughly and wonderfully across my lips and tongue.

And suddenly, an amazing new passionate rhythm was created. A perfect triple harmony. I rocked back and forth, faster and faster on top of Bruce, my man, my love, as I worshiped Charlie’s viscous cock with my lips and my tongue.

All at once I felt so complete, both needs in my soul being satisfied, both holes in my life being filled. I was gushing and swooning and gasping and choking. It was passionate and gentle and brutal and raw, all at the same time, in the same moment. It was everything I wanted and more.

I was in heaven, and I never wanted it to end, or to stop. I suddenly felt a wave of pleasure, deeper and tighter in my body than ever before. It was a warning shot, a predictor of what was to come. A climax like nothing I had ever imagined before began to well up inside of me as Bruce made love to me, body and soul, and Charlie fucked my face like an angry demon.

I somehow managed to let out a desperate howl around Charlie’s cock as the waves started to build and then the most powerful, erotic moment of my life came to pass. Bruce let out a low, passionate moan as he bucked beneath me once more, and then gripped me by the waist and pressed me tightly down onto him as he came into me. I felt his explosion within my body, the spark that ignited my own explosion.

Just as Bruce held me firmly down onto him, Charlie gripped the back of my neck and held his cock deep inside my mouth as he too exploded into me, letting out a deep, animalistic growl.

And at that very moment, with my lover climaxing deep inside my aching and grateful pussy, and my owner cumming into my worn and welcoming mouth, I climaxed with a force so powerful that every nerve in my body seemed to react, and the room seemed to darken.

The edges of my vision blurred and I felt as if my spirit had left my body for just a moment as if the pleasure my body was feeling was simply more than my soul could handle.

Then the room came quickly and sharply back into focus, as I rocked ever so gently on top of Bruce, milking out the last drops of his seed, and I swallowed down as much of Charlie’s cum as I could manage as he slid his cock slowly across my lips one last time.

When Charlie finally let go of the back of my neck, I collapsed onto the floor, a used up, whimpering mess trying to remember how to breathe. I was gasping for air as I rolled onto my back and tried to find a position for my spent body to rest.

I leaned my body up against Bruce and through my barely open eyes I saw Charlie lay down on the other side of me. As my wits began to return, I felt Bruce’s hand gently caressing the curves of my waist on my left, as Charlie’s rested against me on the right.

For a few long moments were a silent pile of naked, sweaty, satisfied bodies in the middle of the Livingroom floor. It was wonderful and perfect. I had found the absolute perfect lover for me, who just happened to be made up of two very different men.

Once my brain began to function fully again, I felt so thankful. Thankful that these two had both reacted the way they had to my insane needs and desires.

I looked over at Bruce, and my love for him felt twice as strong as it had before. I cleared my throat and said “I guess we have some… things to talk about.”

He simply smiled and said, “No we don’t.”

He leaned in and kissed me, and I felt his love for me being returned in amazing, passionate waves. When the kiss broke off, I turned to look at Charlie, resting with his eyes closed next to me. Without opening his eyes, as if sensing my gaze on him, he said: “I’m not a big fan of talking.”

All three of us let out a brief chuckle, and then Bruce kissed me some more. He gave me sweet gentle kisses at first, on my cheek, on my nose, and on my lips. But before long, the kisses grew deeper and more passionate.

I turned to lean into him, wrapping my arms and legs around him, pulling him to me and enveloping him with my body and my love. It was sweet and romantic and moving, and the moment I knew that my life had changed forever was the moment I felt Charlie’s cock, rock hard once again, pressing forcibly between my legs from behind, moving to make me whole once more.

At that moment I made a wish. I wished for things to stay this way. I wished to be the passionate muse for both of these musicians, with them both in my heart, and in my head, and in my body in one way or another, forever…
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