
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Favor

by Zoe DeNoir


Warning

The following story contains explicit sexual content and other content that many readers will find offensive. If you do not wish to read such content, if it is illegal to read such content in your jurisdiction, or if you are under the age of 18 or under the legal age of adulthood in your jurisdiction, do not read this book.


Copyright Notice and Other Information

Copyright © 2022 Zoe DeNoir

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the author.

ISBN: 978-1-7782164-2-8

Cover design by: Zoe DeNoir

Cover illustration:  OpenClipArt

Printed in Canada


“Josh, I have a favor to ask you. It's kind of a big one.”

Nikki, my girlfriend, was normally cool and confident, but she was clearly nervous. It made me a little uneasy.

“What is it?”

“You know my friend Samantha?”

I nodded. Samantha was Nikki's best friend. They had been friends for seven or eight years, since junior high.

“Well, the new guy she's hooked up with, Eric, won't go down on her. She's been with him for two months, and he refuses to do it. He says it's not his thing. She's really in love with him. She's talking about spending the rest of her life with him. She loves fucking him and giving him head. But Samantha needs her pussy licked once in a while. She always has the most intense orgasms when a guy uses his mouth on her. She can't get that from fucking. That girl needs some head. She's been going crazy.“

I wondered where Nikki was going with this. Was she actually thinking of asking me what I suspected she was thinking of asking me?

“I was wondering if...if maybe you would...if you would help Samantha. If you would be willing to use your mouth to get her off. As a favor. I don't like the idea of you being intimate with another woman. But Samantha's my best friend and she really needs some help.”

I was stunned. Samantha was gorgeous, and I had often fantasized about having sex with her. She was tall for a girl, at five foot eleven—four inches taller than me. She had an amazing figure, with long legs, curvy hips, a perfect ass, and huge boobs. She tended to dress like a cross between a biker chick and a goth, and had multiple tattoos, including a snarling wolf on the back of her right hand, an ornate upside-down Satanic cross on her left bicep, and a Chinese dragon that stretched from the swell of her right breast to her jawline. To some this may have marred her beauty, but to me it just made her even hotter. She had thick raven hair that spilled in an unruly waterfall around her face and shoulders halfway down to her ass. Her face was strikingly pretty, with lush, full lips, high, wide cheekbones, and long, thick eyelashes that naturally accentuated her eyes on the rare occasions when she didn't bother with makeup. Those icy blue eyes, if she noticed you at all, had a way of looking into you as if she could read the darkest secrets of your soul.

“Um, so you're saying you want me to have sex with Samantha?” I stammered.

“Well, sort of. The thing is, she doesn't want to fuck you or go down on you. Nothing personal. It's just that she's committed herself to not fucking or giving head to anyone but Eric.”

She smiled coyly at me. “I told her how good you are at...you know. And she thinks you're kinda cute. So she said...she said if you're willing, she'd love it if you...um...helped her.”

“You really want me to do this?” I had been with Nikki for six months, and hadn't even kissed another woman during that time. And as far as I knew Nikki had never strayed either. I would be lying if I denied that I wanted to make love with Samantha. But it didn't seem fair that I would be getting Samantha off without any reciprocation. However Nikki was not offering me the chance for some outside sex for my own gratification. She was asking me to help her friend.

“Yes, I...I really want you to do this.”

The situation felt surreal. My girlfriend was asking me to have sex—just with my mouth, but sex nonetheless—with another woman. Not just with another woman, but the hottest woman either of us knew. As a favor to the two of them! Samantha was so sexy that it almost felt like Nikki was the one doing me the favor by asking me to look after Samantha. I was starting to feel like I'd won some weird lottery.

“Okay, Nikki. I'll do it.”

We were sitting side by side on Nikki's couch. She leaned over and kissed me. Her tongue darted playfully between my lips. Nikki was not tall and voluptuous like Sam, but she was a sexy girl. She was a couple of inches shorter than me. She was slender, almost waif-like, with small pert breasts and a compact but shapely butt. She had a delicate, pretty face and straight black hair that was cut in a bob just above her shoulders. She shared Samantha's fashion aesthetic to a large degree, though both her style and personality were not nearly as over-the-top as Samantha's. Her handful of small tattoos were all located in places where they could be hidden for work. Our kiss intensified, and I felt myself getting hard.

Nikki abruptly broke away from our kiss. “There are a few things I need to tell you before you can agree to help Sam.”

“Yes?”

“First, you can never tell anyone about this. If her boyfriend Eric ever finds out Samantha was with another guy—even if all the guy did was eat Sam—he might kill you. He might hurt Samantha too. So we all need to make sure he never knows about this.”

“Okay.” I had met Eric a few times. He was a big, brutish guy with long, scruffy hair and numerous tattoos. He was a prospect with a new motorcycle gang that did not exactly have a friendly reputation. He had essentially ignored me each of the handful of times I'd been around him, but I had noticed him feeling up Nikki with his eyes. What Samantha saw in him was a mystery to me.

“Second, Samantha often takes a really long time to come. She always gets insanely horny from having her pussy licked, but a lot of the time she has trouble getting over the edge. And once she gets going she likes to keep going until she's had at least several orgasms. So if you do this, it isn't going to be something quick. You're going to have to do a lot of work.”

I hesitated, then said “Okay.”

“Also, Samantha told me to warn you that she can—to use her own words—get very enthusiastic when she's humping someone's face. She might be a little rough.”

“No problem.” Nikki, though she loved getting eaten, normally just lay on her back and let me do all the work when I went down on her. I found the idea of Samantha aggressively fucking my face was turning me on.

“Lastly, Samantha has a...a special request. She doesn't want you feeling her up while you're...um...looking after her. She feels that if she lets you grope her boobs and ass it would be cheating on Eric. Between you and me, I don't see how she doesn't consider having someone perform oral sex on her to be cheating, but I guess she considers it justified since Eric refuses to do it. Also, she doesn't want you wanking off while you're eating her. She said she's had too many guys lose interest in getting her to the finish line once they've nutted. So...um...she'd like me to tie you down on the bed so that you can't move. She wants to sit on your face so that you can only use your mouth and so that you can't touch any part of her except her pussy.”

“Uh, that seems a little...excessive.” I trusted Nikki, but Samantha was more than a little wild, and the idea of being tied down and completely at her mercy made me uneasy.

“Yes, I agree, it's a little excessive. But that's how she wants to do this.”

“I don't know...”

“Honey, Samantha really needs this. I'm sorry that she's being a bit neurotic about it, but she's going batshit from going so long without getting head. Will you please do this? For me?”

“Alright, I’ll do it.”

She leaned over and kissed me deeply. My cock got harder.

“Thanks, babe,” she whispered. “I want to do something for you, to thank you for agreeing to do this for Samantha. Since you're going to make Samantha come without getting to come yourself, I'm going to go down on you right now and make you come, and you don't have to do anything for me afterward.”

She knelt in front of me. “If you want me to, that is...” She smiled coquettishly.

I stood up. It took her only a moment to get my jeans and boxers down. She brought her mouth to my cock and gave the head several sensuous kisses. Then she took it in her mouth and sucked it. I groaned blissfully.

She had been pleasuring me for several minutes when I noticed that she had hiked up her miniskirt and was stroking herself through her panties. My already engorged hard-on got even stiffer in her mouth. She obviously intended to make herself come while she sucked me so that I wouldn't have to do anything for her afterward. Not that I minded going down on Nikki. I enjoyed making her come.

I felt myself erupting in Nikki's mouth.

Samantha was already at Nikki's apartment when I arrived the following evening. It was just after 9:00 p.m. Eric was off on some long distance errand for his motorcycle club, and was not expected to be back for a couple more days. Nikki and Samantha were sitting on the couch, drinking tall cans of beer. I could see half a dozen empty cans on the coffee table.

“Hi babe,” Nikki greeted me, rising to kiss me.

“Hi Josh,” Samantha echoed. “Thanks so much for agreeing to do this.”

“Um, no problem,” I replied awkwardly.

“I'd offer you a beer,” Nikki said, “but I know that Sam is dying to get started. There's a bunch of beers in the fridge. Once you've looked after Sam you can help yourself. I'm going out for drinks with Trish. I'll be back in a few hours.”

I had not realized that Nikki intended to leave me alone with Samantha. I had envisioned her waiting in another room. I felt apprehensive, but didn't say anything.

Nikki suggested I use the bathroom, since it would be a while before I had the chance to do so again, and I did. It belatedly occurred to me that I should have wanked off before coming over, so that I would not be going crazy with lust that I could do nothing to alleviate while Samantha was riding my face. But it was too late for that now.

Nikki led me into the bedroom, and instructed me to lie on my back on her queen-sized bed. I left my clothes on—there didn't seem to be any point in taking them off. Samantha followed us into the bedroom. She still had a beer in her hand. She tilted her head back and drained the can.

Nikki had laid out four sets of handcuffs on her dresser, each with a thin length of chain looped through one of the bracelets. Each chain had a small padlock attached to it. Nikki snapped one of the handcuffs around my right wrist, then drew my arm toward the nearest bedpost. She wrapped the chain around the bedpost, pulled it taut so that my arm was stretched out as far as it would go, and then secured the chain in place with one of the padlocks. She repeated the process on my other wrist and my ankles, leaving me helplessly spreadeagle. Nikki and I had made love innumerable times on this bed, and it felt a little weird knowing that momentarily I was going to be getting intimate with Nikki's best friend here. Samantha watched Nikki securing me in place with a bemused expression. I discreetly tried moving one of my arms, and couldn't budge it more than half an inch. Samantha noticed, and smirked.

“Well, he's all yours,” Nikki said cheerfully. She guzzled the last of her own beer and set the empty on the night table.

“Thanks so much for doing this,” Samantha whispered. She hugged Nikki affectionately. “I owe you big time for this.”

“You don't owe me anything, sis. I'm glad to help.”

Nikki turned to me. “See you in a few hours, Josh.” Without waiting for a reply, she turned and left the room. A moment later I heard the front door of the apartment open and close. I was alone with Samantha.

“Let's get started, shall we?” Samantha said, grinning.

I was feeling a little apprehensive. But also excited. I nodded.

Samantha was wearing high heeled leather boots, faded blue jeans with rips across the front of the thighs and the knees, and a black T-shirt that was slightly too small emblazoned with a picture of some all-girl thrash metal band. She was not wearing a bra. Her nipples were already slightly hard.

She took off her boots, then removed her socks. Then she stripped off her jeans, revealing a pair of semi-transparent black thong panties. She had a massive bush of thick curly black hair that the flimsy lingerie did little to conceal. Nikki kept her crotch shaved aside from a closely trimmed patch above her cleft. The handful of other girls I'd slept with had also shaved or trimmed themselves down there. Samantha grinned as she watched me staring at her crotch.

“I like to keep my pussy au naturel. I hope you don't mind.” Her grin widened. “Oh, who am I kidding. I don't give a fuck whether you mind or not.”

My cock certainly didn't seem to mind. I could feel it stiffening, as if it had a mind of its own.

“God, I'm fucking horny. It's been two months since I've had a guy give me face. I've never gone more than two or three days without getting head before I met Eric. I love fucking, and jilling off can be fun, but it's just not the same as having a warm mouth down there.” She smiled impishly. “I can't wait to nut in your face.”

She peeled off her thong and clambered onto the bed. She was still wearing the T-shirt with the all-girl metal band. I realized that she intended to leave the T-shirt on. I felt a little cheated. Sam's breasts were the largest of almost any woman I'd ever met, and I'd been looking forward to seeing them bare.

Samantha seemed to read my mind. “No, you're not going to get to see my titties. You don't need to see my boobs to eat me.”

She shuffled over to me on her knees. She raised one leg above my head and lowered her knee onto my shoulder. Then she placed her other knee on my other shoulder, so that she was straddling my head. She was still upright from the knees up. From this vantage point she seemed even taller than normal. She was heavier than I expected. My shoulders were pinned firmly against the mattress—I wouldn't have been able to move even if my arms and legs had not been restrained. I was having serious doubts about the wisdom of agreeing to this.

“I've noticed the way you always look at me, Josh. You think you're being discreet, but you're not. I know that you want to fuck me. I know that you've wanted to fuck me since the first day you saw me.” She smiled sweetly. “That's never going to happen. Only Eric gets to fuck me now.”

I found myself remembering the numerous stories Nikki had told about partying and clubbing with Samantha before Samantha met Eric. Samantha had routinely hooked up with guys she’d never seen before, fucked them, and moved on. She often fucked a different man each night. Sometimes she fucked more than one man in a single night. She was, as I've mentioned before, the most physically attractive girl I personally knew. But she was also the sluttiest. Her past promiscuity had not seemed like an issue yesterday when Nikki had broached her odd request. Like most sexually active people, I had gotten the recently developed vaccines against HIV and herpes, so I didn't have to worry about STIs. And I certainly wasn't going to get Sam pregnant with my mouth. But the idea of having her cunt on my face seemed a lot less appealing when I thought about all the nameless men she had fucked.

I reminded myself that I could still tell Samantha that I'd changed my mind. I wondered how she would react if I did. I was acutely aware of how utterly at Sam's mercy I was. If Sam wanted, she could just sit on my face and force me to eat her whether I wanted to or not. I didn't find it hard to imagine her doing that.

I didn't suggest that we call it off. Truth be told, it wasn't because I was afraid Samantha would get mad and force me to eat her anyway. Despite my unease, I didn't want Samantha to stop. I wanted to make this slutty bitch come. I wanted her to fuck my face until she creamed in my mouth.

Samantha shuffled forward, so that her shins were now on my shoulders, and then lowered herself until only three inches separated her vertical smile from my face. I could smell her lust. Her scent was stronger than Nikki's. A lot stronger.

“I didn't bother taking a shower this morning,” Sam remarked casually, as if she was commenting on the weather. “I did masturbate a couple of times, though. I jilled off a few times yesterday evening, too. I masturbate a lot when Eric's not around to fuck me. I should have washed up before coming over. But I didn't feel like bothering. I hope you don't mind.”

I was rather shocked by Samantha's confession that she didn't feel it was worth her trouble to take five minutes to clean herself when she knew that I was going to be eating her. And also somewhat indignant. My cock didn't care. It was fully erect.

Samantha lowered herself more, reducing the gap between us to no more than an inch. Her thick public hair brushed my lips and nose. I could feel the heat radiating from her. Her big nipples were now rock hard and strained against her T-shirt.

“Actually, to be honest, I decided that I wasn't going to wash after Nikki told me you'd agreed to do this yesterday. It really turned me on when I was playing with myself last night and this morning to think about the mess I was making down there between my legs and how my kitty was going to taste when I sat on your face after giving myself all those orgasms.”

My doubts about the wisdom of agreeing to this were increasing. My cock had no such concerns. It was so hard it was almost uncomfortable.

“I wish Eric had been here today so that I could have fucked him a couple of times before coming here. I'd love to make you eat me right after my man has fucked me.”

The smell of her lust intensified as she said this. I could see a little pink flesh poking out between her wide outer labia.

I thanked whatever deities might be out there that Eric was out of town.

“Give me some kisses. Kiss me the way you kiss Nikki when you go down on her.”

Nikki had obviously shared more than I'd thought about the details of our sex life. I felt a little violated.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Let's get this party started.”

I reluctantly raised my head to her snatch and kissed her. She moaned softly. I gave her more kisses, slowly and teasingly moving back and forth around her cleft, her outer lips, and the insides of her thighs. Her slit was moist. And very warm.

“That's it. Don't stop.” Her thick pubic hair brushed over my lips, chin, and nose. Her heady feminine musk was getting stronger. Her ladywood was becoming more prominent, and I lavished gentle kisses on and around it.

Sam lowered herself a little more, pressing herself into my face.

“Lick me.”

I tentatively ran my tongue along her groove. She murmured with pleasure. She was resting what felt like her full weight on me. I was finding it hard to breathe. Her flesh was so warm it was almost hot. I continued running my tongue back and forth inside her cleft. She rapidly got wetter. Her raunchy taste was intoxicating. She slid back and forth over over my tongue, gently moaning. One of her pubic hairs got into my mouth, and I ended up swallowing it. My cock strained futilely against my jeans, desperate for attention.

“Stick your tongue inside me.” She shifted her position slightly, so that the entrance to her love tunnel was directly over my mouth. I probed her with my tongue, feeling the rippled surface of her interior. She spread her legs slightly and rested even more of her weight on my face. The mattress sagged slightly under the back of my head.

“Deeper. Stick your tongue in deeper.”

I inserted my tongue as far as it would go.

“Oh yeah, that's it. Now I'm going to fuck you.”

Samantha started grinding her twat into my face, literally fucking herself with my tongue. Her delicious nectar trickled into my mouth. The taste and smell of her arousal were almost overwhelming.

Her thrusts gradually became more powerful. Her tantalizing boobs jiggled out of reach above me. My cock throbbed, struggling vainly for release.

“Usually it's me down there underneath somebody getting fucked senseless.” Samantha’s voice was husky with lust. “It feels so good to be the one doing the fucking instead of the one being fucked for a change. I think this must be what it feels like for a guy when he's pounding a girl's pussy with his cock.” She thrust extra forcefully to emphasize her point, pushing my tongue further than ever into her depths. “Don't you think?” She again pushed herself down hard onto my tongue. “Oh Jesus, that feels so good...”

My cock felt like it was going to explode. I had never been so desperate for release. I would at that moment have given everything I owned to fuck Samantha. Hell, I would have given everything I owned just for her to give me a handjob.

“Oh yeah,” Samantha moaned, mashing herself harder than ever into my face. “Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Oh fuck yeah!” She was fucking my mouth as if it was a hooker's cunt.

“I hope Nikki warned you that sometimes I take a long time to come. I'm horny as fuck right now, but I'm having trouble getting myself over the edge. I hope you didn't have any plans for the rest of the night.”

I tried to tell her that it was okay and that she could take her time, but my words were muffled and unintelligible.

“Don't bother trying to talk, sweetie. I need your tongue for other things.”

She continued riding my face for what seemed like hours. She alternated between humping my tongue as if it was a dick and gliding back and forth over my mouth so that I could kiss and lick her from one end of her slit to the other. When she fucked my tongue she varied the pace and force of her thrusts, going slowly and relatively gently for a while, then faster and harder again. It occurred to me that sucking her clit might help her get over the edge, but she never kept it in the right place long enough for me to do this. I could barely breathe as she relentlessly ravaged my face. My tongue and jaw ached. My neglected cock was in torment. I started to wonder if she was ever going to come.

The trickle of Samantha's love juice became a small but steady stream. I had to swallow some of it. She sensed me swallowing, and it clearly aroused her. She had been grinding herself against my mouth at a leisurely, relaxed pace for perhaps the last ten minutes. She started humping my face more aggressively than ever. Her breathing got heavier and she got even wetter.

“Oh God, I think I'm going to come,” she whispered.

Her thrusts became even harder. She seemed to be trying to pound my head into the bed, like someone hammering a nail into a piece of wood. My entire body rocked with the force of her gyrations. Her boobs bounced wildly. I felt light-headed from insufficient oxygen and my need to come.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh...oh fuck... I'm coming!”

A gush of hot girl cum spilled into my mouth. I couldn't believe how much there was. I had to swallow again.

Samantha continued thrusting for another moment or two, then sat passively astride my face. She was quivering slightly from the intensity of her orgasm. “Holy fuck. That was amazing,” she said.

She raised herself slightly. I thought she was going to get up, and hoped that she would now release me from the handcuffs so that I could tend to my own desperate need.

Instead she turned around, so that she was now straddling my head while facing my feet, and lowered herself back down on my face. The top half of my head was buried beneath the soft yet firm curves of her beautiful round ass. Her soaking slit was planted squarely on my mouth. She once again settled her full weight on me.

“Nobody told you to stop, bitch. Get back to work.”

I pushed my tongue back into Samantha’s warm depths. She let out a sultry moan and started grinding on top of me.

“Oh fuck, yeah, that’s it. Give me another one.”

I could barely breathe. Samantha didn’t seem to care. She rode me as if I was a dildo from her toy drawer. Her thrusts grew more aggressive. I could feel the muscles of her ass rhythmically tightening and relaxing on top of me as she humped my face. She varied the pace, alternately slowing and speeding up again. I could tell from her breathing that she was approaching another release. I pushed my tongue in as deep as I could. She groaned and flooded my mouth with more of her warm, slutty female cum. This second orgasm was longer and even wetter than her first.

She remained seated on top of me as she caught her breath. My lungs were starting to burn.

“Nnnnggghhh!”

Samantha raised herself enough to allow me to suck in some air. “Oops. Sorry about that. You okay?”

“I’m alright.”

“Good. Nikki would be pissed if I smothered you.” Samantha giggled. “And I’m going to need at least several more of those.”

She repositioned herself so that she was facing forward again.

“Ready for round three, my little fucktoy?”

Holy fuck! Nikki wasn’t kidding about how hard it would be to satisfy Samantha. This woman’s sex drive is unreal.

I nodded. Samantha lowered herself and moved forward, bringing her ladywood to my lips. Her fingers gripped my hair.

“Suck my clit, bitch.”

My cocked twitched. It had settled down somewhat when she’d stopped humping my face, but was now straining like a crazed dog on a leash. I looked up at Samantha imploringly.

“I—I’ll suck you as long as you want. All night, if that’s what it takes. But could you at least undo one of my handcuffs so that I can get myself off while I do it?”

Samantha let out a boisterous laugh.

“That’s not going to happen, sweetie. But I’ll tell you what. If you give me another orgasm like those first two, I'll let you look at my titties while you work on the next one.” She gave me a wicked grin.

I could have told her I’d had enough. That I was done. But I didn’t want to disappoint Nikki. Truth be told, I didn’t want to disappoint Samantha either. The arousal—the need—she was awakening in me was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. I wanted her to please her. To make her come again.

“Okay, I’ll do it.” My voice was hardly more than a whisper.

Samantha smirked. She pushed her swollen clit against my lips. It was about the size and shape of a thumb tip. I hesitantly parted my lips and let her push it between them. I began sucking.

“That's it,” Samantha purred. She gently stroked my hair, the first act of tenderness she had displayed all evening. I felt absurdly touched by this token of kindness. It made me want to please her even more. I felt dismayed at myself for feeling this way. She was treating me little better than a human dildo.

“Mmmm. This must be what it feels like for a guy when he gets his cock sucked. Wouldn't you agree?” I was unable to respond with her twat mashed against my mouth, but she didn't seem to notice that I didn't answer.

“I've spent so much time on my knees having cock shoved down my throat. And most of the time the guy doesn't even care if I come or not as long as he does. I love having someone sucking me off.”

She started thrusting her hips, slowly pushing her engorged ladywood back and forth between my lips.

“Fuck, that feels good. I can see why Nikki keeps you around. Maybe Nikki can lend you to me for a few days. Eric can fuck me, and then you can suck me off.”

She let out another gleeful laugh. But it didn't really sound like she was joking.

I was belatedly realizing that Samantha wasn't just wild. She was at least a little bit psycho.

Samantha continued to leisurely grind herself against my mouth. Her movements gradually became more forceful and insistent. Her tits jiggled tauntingly with each thrust. Her slit was sopping wet. She reeked of sex, like a wild animal in heat.

“I bet you wish I was sucking your cock right now, don't you? Too bad! Tonight it's my turn to get sucked off.”

She shoved her insatiable punani harder than usual into my face. I realized that I was paying for the innumerable men this young whore had bedded who had concerned themselves only with their own pleasure and not hers. Not that it seemed that she had minded all that much at the time, since she had kept hooking up with the same type of guy. I wondered if I was the first guy who had ever eaten her without getting a blowjob or a fuck in return. I was pretty sure that I was.

“I don't really blame guys for wanting to have their cocks sucked all the time. Eric loves having his dick sucked. He gets me to suck him at least once or twice a day. His cock is huge. It's so thick it makes my jaw ache. But it feels so fucking good.”

Thinking about her lover's cock in her mouth seemed to amp up her arousal even more. She ground herself more forcefully against me, pushing her clit as far between my lips as it would go.

“Oh Jesus, I think I'm going to come again!” She gripped my head with both hands and accelerated the pumping of her hips. I was no longer sucking her, but just letting her fuck my lips with her swollen clit.

“Oh yeah, here it comes!”

She started gushing. This time my mouth was on her clit rather than her vagina, so most of her warm cum spilled over my chin, jaw, and throat. But a little did find its way into my mouth, and I had to swallow again. This orgasm was longer and even more powerful than the previous two. Her body shook as one wave of pleasure after another washed through her. I was on the verge of coming myself, but was unable to achieve release.

She rested astride my face for several minutes while she recovered.

“Wow, this is so much fun!”

She shifted her position so that my mouth was directly under her wet fuck hole again.

“Lick me some more.”

I resumed licking and tonguing her. She crooned approvingly. Soon she was rocking back and forth on my face.

She slid one of her hands down to her crotch, and slipped it between my nose and her twat. She stroked her clit slowly with her fingers. I realized with a shock that she was masturbating. I felt humiliated as I realized that my efforts were not enough and that she was now jilling off in my face. She became noticeably wetter as she stimulated herself.

Suddenly she paused. “Oh, I almost forgot. I promised I'd let you look at my titties this time.”

She pulled her T-shirt off and tossed it aside. Her naked boobs were magnificent. Usually breasts as large as hers tended to sag quite a bit unless they were surgically enhanced. But hers maintained their rounded shape remarkably well. I knew they were completely natural. Nikki, who was a little envious of Samantha's monster tits, had mentioned this more than once. Samantha's nipples were huge. They had puckered into wrinkled ellipses. The nubs looked almost as thick as my thumbs.

Samantha gave her breasts a playful squeeze. “What do you think?”

I managed an approving murmur. Samantha laughed. “I'm glad you like them.”

She slid her hand back down to her clit, and resumed massaging it. She was going a little faster now. To my surprise, I was discovering that having this sexy nymphomaniac rubbing one out in my face was turning me on. I needed to come so badly that I felt like I was going to die if I did not achieve release soon.

“I want you to suck my clit some more,” Sam announced at length. She withdrew her hand and gripped me roughly by the hair. I could feel the wetness from her fingers on my scalp. She edged her body forward slightly, bringing her clit back to my mouth. She roughly pushed her engorged nub between my lips.

I resumed giving her head. Soon she was thrusting her hips again, gently at first, then harder. She had only been fucking my mouth a short while when she abruptly had her fourth orgasm of the night.

“Oh my God, I'm coming again!”

Another gush of girl cum spilled over my face and into my mouth. She jackhammered my face for what seemed like several minutes as the orgasm racked her body. “Oh fuck yeah! Oh my fucking God!”

Her orgasms were coming on faster and faster. And each orgasm was longer and more intense than the last. How many more orgasms was this crazy slut planning to have? And just how powerful could her orgasms get?

I again almost came when she did, despite being unable to touch myself, but didn't quite get there. I wanted to scream in frustration.

Suddenly I heard the door to the apartment unlocking.

“Hey Josh! Hey Samantha! We came back a little early. I hope you don't mind! How are the two of you making out? Can we come in?” Nikki's voice was slightly slurred. She was a little drunk.

“Sure. As long as you don't mind seeing me sitting buck naked on your boyfriend with my cum all over his face. I just had my fourth orgasm.”

“That's great, Samantha!” Nikki appeared in the bedroom doorway. “Hi Josh!” she greeted me, as if there was nothing unusual about me being tied spreadeagle to the bed with her best friend astride my face. “Sam, I'm so glad he was able to help you!”

“He sure did. I was kinda hoping to get my rocks off a few more times, though.”

“That shouldn't be a problem. The night's still young. Actually, Trish and I were wondering if we could join in? I kept thinking about what you were doing with Josh the whole time we were out. It's gotten me horny as fuck. Trish is feeling really horny too. She says its not fair that I'm letting you borrow him but not her when she's been friends with me almost as long as you have. So...I was thinking the three of us could share him for the rest of the night...”

Trish had joined Nikki in the bedroom. She was a year younger than Sam and Nikki. She was not conventionally attractive in the way that Samantha and Nikki were. Her face was quite plain. Not unattractive, but not eye-catching or memorable. And she was seriously overweight. She was, like Samantha, tall for a woman. She was 5' 9” in flats, but like Sam usually wore high heeled shoes or boots that gave her another two or three inches. She had enormous boobs, even bigger than Samantha's. They were literally the size and roughly the shape of large watermelons. Like Samantha, she was adorned with multiple tattoos. Her hair was short, spiky and purple. She was wearing a short, low-cut black dress that showed off her impressive cleavage. She was not wearing a bra.

“Sure,” Sam agreed amicably. “I don't mind sharing him with the two of you. Actually it could be a lot of fun.”

“Is it okay with you, Josh?” Nikki asked.

Sam was still sitting on my face. “Mmph,” was all I could manage to say.

“Oh, sorry.” Sam raised herself off me.

“I really need to come,” I pleaded. “I'd be happy to give all of you as much face as you want. But I need some help first!”

“Oh babe,” said Nikki. “Let me look after that for you right now. Um, since I'm going to be sitting on your face, maybe it would be better if I gave you head rather than fucked you.”

“Okay. Just hurry! I can't take this any longer.”

Nikki climbed onto the bed and fumblingly released my tormented cock from my jeans and boxers and took it in her mouth. Within ten seconds I was spurting what I'm pretty sure was the biggest load of my life down my girlfriend's throat.

Trish wasted no time getting in on the action. As Nikki was clambering onto the bed, Trish reached under her dress and pulled down a pair of lacy black panties and tossed them aside. Then she joined Nikki on the bed. She pulled her short dress up around her waist, and sat on my face before I had even finished jizzing in Nikki's mouth.

Trish didn't bother with any playful banter or ask me to give her teasing kisses to get her warmed up. She just planted her big muff on my mouth, nearly smothering me. She had a thick, dark brown bush that like Sam she let grow wild. Her massive belly spread out above me, filling much of my field of vision. Beyond it jutted her gigantic tits. She smelled strongly of sweat and lust. Her hairy cleft was pressed hard against my mouth. It was already wet. She didn't wait for me to start licking her, but almost immediately began fucking my face. I started running my tongue along the inside of her slit, and she grunted with pleasure. She quickly got wetter. I knew from Nikki that she was, like Sam, fond of picking up guys at clubs and bars. She was not as promiscuous as Sam, but she had definitely fucked way more than her share of guys. I tried to banish this information from my mind, without success.

Trish's thrusts quickly increased in speed and strength. She gripped my head between her meaty hands, holding it in place between her thick thighs. Her cum began to trickle into my mouth. Her tits wobbled overhead. She was grunting and moaning. My cock was getting hard again.

Trish abruptly came. She treated me to several particularly violent thrusts as she climaxed. She did not gush like Samantha, though I did feel a splurt of extra wetness as she came.

“Trish has the opposite problem from me,” Sam remarked. “She comes almost instantly whenever someone goes down on her. But otherwise we're a lot alike. We can both keep coming over and over. And we both like to go for hours once we get revved up. Especially Trish. Once she starts she never seems to want to stop.”

Trish raised herself off my face and got off the bed. Nikki had removed her jeans and panties, but hadn't bothered to remove the tank top she was wearing. Her small nipples were hard and poked against the fabric of the top. She straddled my head on her knees as Sam and Trish had done. Her tiny clit was peeking out from between her lips. Watching Trish pound my face seemed to have driven her libido up an extra couple of notches.

Nikki lowered herself onto my mouth.

To my left, Sam was standing at the edge of the bed. She was still completely naked. One of her hands was leisurely playing with her clit. She clearly had no intention of leaving until she'd had at least several more orgasms. Trish was watching me with a leering smirk. It was obvious that she was also far from done with me.

Nikki, who was usually gentle and passive in bed, began aggressively humping my face.
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