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1. Keeping Busy in Lockdown

Why did it have to be now? A nationwide lockdown just had to ruin my final year at college, didn't it. Twenty-one years old and I've been cooped-up in my grotty shared apartment for, how long now, two months? Why couldn't this have happened another time. If I was old and grey, maybe it wouldn't have mattered then. I'd happily stay at home. But now this ridiculous pandemic has come and completely shattered my dreams for the last months in the city. I wanted to drink, go out, party. And fuck. But no, my precious youth was wasting away with me sitting inside watching Netflix all day.

To make matters worse, most of my flatmates scurried off back to their parents' as soon as news of the lockdown hit. Lucky them. If I was welcome back I would have immediately hopped on a train and fled this dire pit of boredom. But nope. I'm stuck here. Just me, Logan, and Todd. We got on alright for the most part. But only in the way flatmates had to if they wanted to keep hostilities at bay. Plus, they were sort of on the lower tier of our friendship circle.

They could actually be really fun to be around when the whole crew was here. Annie, Grace, and Fred really brought out the best in them. In everyone. But without them it just wasn't as fun. Sometimes it felt as if I was stuck in the flat alone. I'd be lucky to see the other two at all some days. Logan spent most of his time in his room 'working', but from the sounds of it videogames and porn were the most vital research methods for his final thesis. And then there was Todd, who was always mopey when I caught him alone. His girlfriend had also moved home and their long-distance relationship didn't seem to be going too well for him. I did feel sorry for their situation, but it became a bit tiring after the hundredth time that he complained about missing her. Anyway, they still manage to videocall every evening so I don't really see why it’s such a big problem.

It therefore fell to me to entertain myself. Somehow the lockdown had actually helped with my college work. With all the free time from all the cancelled seminars and lectures I was actually able to keep on top of everything, and with the end of semester coming up I realised I wasn’t left with much to do. Most of my psychology papers had been submitted and with a nearly empty calendar I had originally planned to get a job over the summer, but that didn't seem possible now. So the most productive thing I did was exhaust the Netflix library and try to beat my record for how many orgasms I could achieve in a day.

So far it was five. That was today's main achievement. I did try for the sixth but lost all motivation as even the teensiest ounce of arousal was hard to find. It didn't help that my pussy started getting sore too, and even my trusty vibrator wasn't enough to make it pleasurable. Nevertheless, it had done a great job up to the point, and the small wand massager had proven to be my best purchase in lockdown. If the number of orgasms it brought me is any indicator, it was extremely good value for money.

But no matter how many times I reached climax, it didn't do anything to satisfy my desire for the real thing. A big hard cock. Even though I was able to get rid of my arousal by cumming five times in a day, it did nothing to stop me missing the feel of a throbbing dick filling my tight pussy.

That's what upset me most about lockdown. All I wanted was to go to a club, dance with a stranger, and bring him home. My friends might joke that I'm a slut, but what can I say? It's fun. I missed it all: the ritual of dressing-up in a tight strappy dress, applying a layer of dazzling makeup, and spraying my most enchanting perfume. That entire process, and the anticipation of where it might lead, just couldn't be replicated in lockdown.

I loved knowing the effect I had on guys when I put on my best, and slightly drunk, moves on the dancefloor. Seeing their eyes on me. My bare legs. The deep cut of a dress that shows off my titillating cleavage. I loved being able to look around and choose my prey for the night. All it took was a bit of eye contact and a smile and they'd be all over me, dancing and offering drinks. 

If there was one thing I missed most about it all, it was the feel of their entire body tense up as I grinded on them. And, of course, the bulge in their pants as I rubbed my tight ass over their crotch. Knowing what I was capable of achieving was such a thrill. Sometimes I thought I could make them cream themselves just by pressing harder and continuing to dance against them. I would sometimes face them and press into them, kissing and grinding and feeling their hips buck as they pulled me in tighter. And holy fuck. I remember one time I did actually make a guy cum. It was incredible. He pretty much froze in the middle of the dancefloor as I worked my wet pussy into a frenzy. I was about to invite him to come back with me but he sort of quivered and ran away to the toilet. Then I didn't see him again. Luckily there was someone else to fill his spot on my bed that night.

Great. Now I've turned myself on again. Maybe I can try again to get to number six. I already had porn on an open tab on my phone so it shouldn't take much effort. I turned the vibrator on and got to work. One thing I appreciated about it was how silently it performed its magic. Lying under my duvet, I knew my flatmates wouldn't be able to hear. As I watched a poor woman get railed by two eight-inch dicks, one from behind and the other down her throat, I felt the orgasm approaching. About time. I needed to cook dinner.

But shit. The vibrator reduced to a dull drone. I turned it off but then it wouldn’t turn on again no matter what I tried. Great. I’ve run down the batteries. No surprise, I guess. I'll just have to work with what I've got. I fingered myself, feeling how wet I'd become as I targeted my clit. It felt good. But not brilliant. I was still quite sore from my record-breaking activities. And my poor unvibrating fingers seemed utterly incomparable to the thrill of my massager. I tried for five minutes. Even seeing the two dicks squirt their thick juices over the pornstar's plastic face turned me on. God I wish that was me. But it still wasn’t enough. I couldn't tease out the orgasm from behind the dull throb of my oversensitive pussy.

Well shit. I lied in bed, annoyed at myself. I was now horny again but unable to achieve orgasm. The only thing I could do was try to distract myself from my utterly frustrated state. I put the vibrator on charge and went to kitchen to see what I might have to eat.

*****

As usual, Logan and Todd were nowhere to be seen. I thought they might show up to say hello at some point. But no. I just ate the cold leftover pizza I had found in the fridge by myself. Maybe this is how my life would be from now on. Alone. I wasn't going to meet anyone any time soon, the government had made sure of that. And how long will it take until we're out of lockdown again? I'll probably be old and grey and my tits will be sagging. I do like to joke to myself. Not that there's anyone else to joke with. But it still pains me. Even the great pool of potential fuckbuddies on Tinder was defunct. There's no chance of meeting a guy on there now. Not in person. Not even for a coffee date, and certainly not for a one night stand.

I gobbled down a chunk of melted cheese and looked at my new matches. Anyone new today? Nope. Maybe everyone else had given up on the app. It was a source of frustration more than anything now. If I couldn’t meet anyone in person it was just a teasing form of torture to use it now. All these hot guys. I'd fuck him. And him. Hmm. Maybe him. If he lost the goatee. Aww cute dog.

I wonder what these guys thought of me? What made them swipe right? Or, hell, what ever made them swipe left? Did I come across as too easy? The photo from last Halloween might suggest that. It was a cool outfit. A policewoman. But, of course, it was an obligatory slutty version. The tight dress hardly covered my ass, but it did make my tits look incredible. If I do say so myself. And my long blonde hair looked dazzling in the flash of the camera. Maybe I'm just so hot that some guys are intimidated. They swipe left because I'm out of their league. I'd love to believe that.

But seriously, who could say no to my pool pic? I was actually happy with my body last summer, so of course I was going to flaunt it in a skimpy bikini. Perhaps the ice lolly was a bit too much. The way I have my lips around it was, I admit, purposefully provocative. I wonder if the guys looking at the pic know how many inches I have in my mouth. I reckon it was three or four. But I'm sure I could fit more. Fuck me. Now I want to suck a dick.

That's something else I've missed. And it's impossible to replicate. There's nothing like the real thing. Feeling its warmth and the pulse of blood as I pleasure the lucky guy. It's fucking satisfying. And making him cum with just my mouth? I took pride in that ability. 

But there was nothing I could do about that. Or was there? I went to my bedroom again, needing the privacy as I browsed Ebay. Dildos, dildos, dildos. How could there be so many different types? And they weren't too expensive either. One in particular caught my mind. Eight inches, apparently. And completely realistic in appearance. It might not taste or feel like the real thing. But hey, it also includes balls. A suction cup too, which might prove handy. Fuck it. I immediately ordered it, paying a bit extra for speedy delivery. As my vibrator proved, money is never a waste if you use something so regularly to bring you pleasure. And this dildo looked like a lot of fun.

I switched my attention back to Tinder as I lay in bed. No harm in doing some swiping now. But first I wanted to check my profile. I thought it was decent, but I hadn't updated it for a while.

5'3" and looking for fun. 

Is that really my entire bio? Maybe some guys think I'm a bot. That would be funny. I deleted the short caption but decided to keep my height. Maybe some guys like a small girl. I'm fun sized, after all. I lay back, sinking into my duvet and desperately trying to think of something. Won't message first? Nah, that's too stuck-up. I don't want to come across like a bitch. Okay. Hmm. I typed out a line.

Bored in lockdown and feeling unsatisfied.

I left it at that. It was relevant, cheeky, and completely true. I updated the bio and swiped for a couple of minutes. Most of the guys were sent left due to my arbitrary judging, but there were a few a liked. I had to stop myself from getting into a swiping frenzy, so I put my phone down and started-up Netflix on my TV. When I looked back at my phone halfway through an episode of a true crime doc, I saw a new notification. I had a match.


2. Remote Fun

I had long since learned to get less anxious about new matches, but with the decrease in frequency throughout lockdown I couldn't help myself feel a rush of adrenaline. Maybe my new bio had worked. Now I needed to reel in the lucky fella.

I opened the app to see Bruce smiling at me in his photo. He was one of guys I had only just swiped right on, and I'm glad I did. With only three photos, all in roughly the same pose, I had nearly rejected him purely for his unimaginative profile. But the simple and classical handsomeness he was able to convey in those few photos had convinced me otherwise. Dark stubble and a square jaw, with black hair combed back in a quiff. He was certainly a looker. And I could tell he worked out just from the broadness of his shoulders. At least he wasn't one of those guys who loved their body enough to show themselves flexing in the gym.

I was still examining his photos when he sent a message. Only a few minutes after the match? That was keen.

"Hey, how's lockdown treating you?" he wrote. It was a simple greeting. Not much more imaginative than the standard 'how are you?' that bored me to hell. Usually I'd wait at least a few hours if not till the next day before replying, but I had nothing better to do.

"Extremely bored. Desperate to go out drinking and clubbing. You?" I waited, knowing he had just been on his phone.

He replied a minute later. "Same story here. I can't stand being stuck inside." A moment later a second message followed. "What are you unsatisfied about?"

I grinned. My bio was proving effective. For starting conversations at least. I didn't really know how to answer him. But what did I have to lose? "My vibrator isn't making up for the lack of dick in my life. Ygm?"

I squirmed, struggling to believe my response. Flirting in person was fine for me, but being so forward with a guy I could only see photos of? I always found it so awkward. Fortunately, he seemed to enjoy it.

"Oh really?" he replied. "I’d gladly make up for that absence in your life."

"I'm not sure about you but I'm so horny I would break lockdown for a fuck." There was truth to what I typed. If there was a chance of meeting this Bruce, I'm not sure I would be able to turn it down.

"I'm not sure that's such a good idea haha'

I couldn't help but feel disappointed. Boring Bruce had ruined my dreams of fucking a real cock. But there was nothing I could do about it, apart from make the most of my situation. "Add me on snapchat," I typed, giving him my username. 

I had never added something before meeting them in person. But fuck it. I was horny. And I knew I could easily make him horny, if he wasn’t already. May as well have fun.

Bruce didn't reply on Tinder but I got a request from him a moment later on Snapchat. Very keen indeed. Without waiting for him to chat first, I held my phone out above me and took a selfie. It showed my face, just to assure him I was real, and I may have tugged on my tank top a little just to make it look tighter over my tits. It was received and immediately opened. His reply was similar. He was just like his photos, but at this point I didn't care about what his face looked like. Or even how muscly he was.

"Show me your dick," I messaged him.

"Really?" he replied.

Surprised that he still needed some encouragement, I stripped off my top and laid down in my bra. But in this position my tits didn't look their best. I sat upright so they looked bigger, not falling so flat against my chest, and sent him the photo. All I said with it was "Please x"

That was all he needed. In return I was sent a dick pic, just as I wanted. And I have to say it was great. Most guys might have let themselves go ungroomed while in lockdown, but he was perfectly smooth and shaved which really highlighted how large and thick he was. Maybe seven inches from the look of it. And, of course, already hard. But he wanted something in return. "Your turn," he messaged.

I suppose it was fair. I took my bra off and let my breasts free. People have often called me busty, and it was true. Without the support my tits often felt heavy. It was a pain whenever I went to the gym as finding a proper sports bra was always such a chore. But it did have its benefits. I made sure they looked as good as possible, supporting them with an arm underneath, and sent Bruce a photo back.

"Your tits are amazing," he replied with another picture of his dick. This time his hand was holding it. Was he stroking?

"I'd love to see your dick in between them," I messaged back. By this point my hand had sneaked into my panties and I began to finger myself. I had recovered slightly down there, and talking to Bruce helped immensely to make my arousal drown out any soreness.

"I'd rather see it in your pussy." Bruce's message had me smile.

"You still could..." I tried one last time to see if he would budge, but he didn't let up.

"Once lockdown is over. The wait will be worth it."

Well isn't he a bold one. I doubted very much that I'd still be interested in him by then. But he continued to be very convincing. He next sent a video of him stroking his cock. No caption.

I stripped my jeans and underwear off and lay in bed completely naked. Then I joined him with the masturbatory videos and showing him my wet pussy.

"Are your fingers satisfying you?" he asked with more videos of stroking. I loved watching the way his foreskin moved over his hard shaft. What I'd do if I was there with him...

"Not as much as your dick would . . . or your tongue ;)"

"I wish I could."

"Oh I'd make you."

"I'd love to see you try."

As we continued to send messages back and forth along with videos and pictures, I finally felt my sixth orgasm of the day coming along. It felt so different to be able to share it with someone. Even a relative stranger. But I wanted to see something first.

"Cum for me. Video it for me." My request was accompanied by a photo of my tits, with me pinching one of my nipples.

I waited impatiently. Then, a minute later, a video came through. I was practically hanging on the edge of climax as I opened it and saw Bruce furiously stroking his cock. He continued for a moment before slowing down, gripping it tightly. It looked so amazingly thick. Then it pulsed and cum spurted out onto his stomach. His messy white load poured out as he kept stroking. It looked incredible. What I would give to feel that happen inside my pussy. The thought had me crash over the edge and shake with pleasure. My sixth orgasm of the day was by far the strongest. It was incredible. Somehow all the others before had helped to catapult the sensations of this one through the roof. I could hear my pussy squelching as I fingered it through to the end of my climax before lying on the bed completely shattered by the experience. I didn't care about the wet patch staining the sheets.

I lay still for a few minutes and had almost forgot about Bruce when he sent another message.

"I guess you're satisfied?"

"Very," I answered, showing the juices flowing from my pussy. "All done for tonight - we should do this again sometime xxx"

Bruce replied to wish me goodnight and I remained in bed, resuming the episode on Netflix. Despite what I had told him, I wasn't certain about doing that again with him. It just made me miss the feel of a real person, not just a real dick. Maybe if I was really horny again it might be fun. But I didn't want to rely on him. I needed to try and stop thinking about sex so much.


3. Satisfying a Hunger

I was still fairly satisfied the next morning. In fact, I was determined to spend a day not thinking about sex. Well, okay, that was impossible. I couldn't just stop thinking about sex. But I could at least stop thinking about how desperate I was to be fucked. To feel some guy ram his hard cock inside me and make me cum over and over and then shoot his milky load inside me and—

Fuck. Okay. I needed to stop. The least I could do was not masturbate. That might be a fun little challenge. Just don't touch my pussy for a day. Then, as a reward, I could spend the next day fingering myself as much as I wanted. I could even try to reach lucky number seven on the orgasm count. Maybe it'll be easier this time. Especially if I am able to abstain for an entire day.

I thought it was going well, and it was for a time. I spent most of the morning concentrating on work and managed to submit my final piece of coursework. Now all I had was one exam to revise for, but I didn't even know yet if that was still happening or if the college might cancel it. That would be a concern for another time, however. I planned to just laze around the rest of day. Like most day, sure, but at least I could do it with a clear conscience, knowing there wasn't work I needed to do.

My success, however, was put the test when I went to the kitchen to have lunch and passed Logan's room. Something made me stop outside his door. I pressed my ear against it. I could hear woman screaming and man groaning in an amazingly theatrical fashion. The tone of their voices was familiar to me. It was porn. I was used to hearing that from Logan’s room but this time was different. He was always quiet when he watched porn. Maybe he didn't always masturbate to it? But now, as I focused on the muffled sounds, I could hear him. It was unmistakable. There a moaning. It was definitely his and not coming out of his computer speakers. The other main giveaway was the squeak of his chair. It was like a metronome, so constant and regular. I really hoped my bed wasn't that loud. 

I couldn't help but stand there and listen. Maybe this was an invasion of privacy, but Logan knew it was a shared house. He should have learnt by now to be more subtle about these things.

I heard the squeaking getting faster and louder. It was as if his chair was going to break. He must really be going at it to cause such a loud noise like that. And he seemed to be synchronised with the porn which was undergoing its own crescendo. The man was groaning louder. The woman had become more high-pitched. I was sure I could hear her scream "Cum for me baby!"

Then there was silence. Was that it? I heard the floorboards in Logan's room creak. Shit. I tried to hurry down the corridor as the door opened. My face burned red, both excited and embarrassed at the thought of getting caught listening to him shoot his sticky load.

"Bec?" His voice was croaky, as if having just woken up. But I knew that wasn't quite the case.

I turned around to see Logan standing outside his door, still in his pyjamas. I was sure there was a slight bulge visible. "Oh hey. You alright?"

He nodded. "Yeah. You?"

"Yeah." I didn't know what to say, but something about seeing him so dishevelled from his recent draining turned me on. Or perhaps it was the smell. Sweat. And, yes, cum. It was the smell of sex. 

"Cool, I'm just gonna shower." 

He walked off to the shower and I watched, noticing something in his hand. He had tried to hide it from my view. But I saw it. A bundle of white tissue paper crumpled between his fingers. I smirked, knowing what stickiness lay inside.

As Logan disappeared I continued to the kitchen. Thanks to him, sex was the only thing on my mind once again. And now I couldn't believe it, but there was something else I couldn't stop thinking about. What would Logan be like to fuck?

*****

Logan was always stereotyped as the nerdy one in the flat. Not that he helped that cause. By embracing that persona and becoming just a skinny, slightly odd guy in our friendship group I had never thought about him in any sexual way.

But now? There was something about being so close to him as he masturbated and came which had affected me. It was like I suddenly saw a different side of him. A sexual side. Even though I knew he watched a ton of porn, I felt like I was now part of that intimate part of his life. Even if he didn't know that.

It was strange for sure. Was I that desperate that I was considering fucking Logan? I knew I was dick-starved, but was I that hungry?

I thought I was just being stupid. It was just a weird reaction. I was so horny and had been close to his orgasm that I, naturally, wanted to be a part of that.

But it wasn't a fleeting feeling, because Logan joined me in the kitchen after his shower and I couldn't get him out of my mind. He had changed into a graphic tee and baggy sweat pants. His usual costume. Yet, I wanted to see what was underneath. What was his cock like?

"You feeling okay?" he asked, noticing how distracted I was.

"Oh, yeah, fine. Thanks." I finished eating the sandwich I had made and tried to look away. But, sitting across from me at the dining table, I couldn't help but try to examine him.

"You better not have the virus," he joked. "Or you'll have to quarantine in your bedroom."

I smiled, only half paying attention to what he said. "You'd have to lock me up."

He feigned an awkward laugh. I wasn't really sure what I was trying to say. Maybe I was trying to flirt? To hint at some sort of kinky bondage scenario? I wasn't sure myself.

"Plans today?" I asked.

"Think I'll just work in my room."

I nodded. Sure thing buddy. I wanted to see him perform his 'work' again. But how could I tell him that? Anyway, at this point it seemed more out of curiosity than horniness. 

I was too distracted to hear him say goodbye as he left to go to his room. Once again, I found myself alone. How did this happen? How am I so affected by the thought of my flatmate jacking off? Now all I wanted to do was fuck him just to see what he felt like. And I'd be damned if that wasn't going to happen now. I'd never known Logan to have the confidence to succeed with girls, so what reason would he have for saying no to me? Maybe I'm out of his league, but in that case I'd be doing him a favour. Was I really considering this? Fuck it. I was. I wanted to fuck him.

*****

I nearly rushed straight into his room but something held me back. I've fucked plenty of guys, including plenty of amazing ten out of tens. But this was the first time a fear of rejection had me reconsider. If Logan, my scrawny, nerdy, awkward flatmate didn't say yes to me, I don’t know how I could cope.

There was no immediate rush at least. But I wanted to do it today. Now I had worked myself up, my pussy needed a cock. And fast.

I went back to my room and opened my wardrobe. To minimalise chances of failure, I needed my best battle armour.

There was plenty to choose from. But the question was, how slutty? I could go very slutty for sure. Would a Halloween outfit be too much? If I showed up at his bedroom door wearing my policewoman costume, what would he do? Maybe it was too much like a porno. He'd find it ridiculous and laugh. No. I needed something less obvious. More everyday. Just, less everyday than the slacks and hoodie I had on now.

When I was finally ready to approach Logan's bedroom, I was happy with what I wore. It was, I admit, still a bit slutty: my smallest, tightest crop top (which I never know how it keeps my tits in place) and my shortest denim shorts. For a bit of extra flair I had fishnet stockings on under the shorts. They might have made me look a bit whorish, but who cares? I knew it should be effective. All my time in the gym had helped shape my legs and ass and the netting put them on display perfectly. And despite my top completely covering my cleavage – one of my greatest assets – the amount of skin on display made up for that. In fact, it almost felt like it was only my tits hidden by the tight material. My nipples were evidently hard and I could display my fit, flat stomach. If Logan questioned my attire, I could just say it's comfortable. And, in its own way, it was. It reminded me of fun times. It was the ultimate tool of seduction.

I didn't have a game plan when I knocked on his door and entered. But his deer in the headlights look showed me I at least had the element of surprise.

"Hey, what are you up to?" I asked, shutting the door behind me and moving deeper into the dark room. His curtains were closed, blocking out any natural light. He was mostly illuminated by his bright TV screen.

"Just having a quick break from work," he said. The PlayStation controller in his hands showed me what he was up to.

"Oh really?" I moved closer. "Do you always start work with a break?"

Logan stammered and I laughed.

"I'm kidding. You do whatever you want."

He withdrew as I got nearer, shuffling along where he was sat on the bed. All this did was give me plenty of space to take a seat along from him, leaving only a foot between us.

"Mind if I join you?" I asked. "I'm just so bored."

"Sure. I mean. Yeah. That's fine."

I crossed one leg over the other to show them off to him, noticing him look down the fishnets stretching tightly over them. His eyes traced along my entire body, seemingly hypnotised by my display of skin.

"What else do you do in your breaks?" I asked, smirking. "I think I heard you having one earlier."

"What?" He looked at me in panic. It was both funny and adorable, in a way. "What do you mean?"

I took a deep breath before committing to the seduction. "You were masturbating, right? Don't worry. Everyone does it. To tell you a secret . . . I did it six times yesterday."

Logan gulped audibly. He had laid his controller down on his crotch, supposedly to try and hide the very visible tent he was pitching. "Really?"

"Oh yeah," I said, inching closer and glad to know he could be turned on again so shortly after masturbating. "It was fun. And, like, really needed. I've been so horny recently."

"Oh?" That was all Logan could squeak out as I moved further along the bed, my leg now touching his. I saw his eyes glance down at my encased breasts as I turned to face him.

"Yeah it's been really hard for me. I just feel so lonely sometimes. There's no one I can really confide in. Or really comfort me. I'm sure you feel the same way sometimes?"

Logan nodded slowly but was otherwise completely silent. It was obvious that he wouldn't be making the first move.

"Look," I said. "We're friends, right? Do you think we can have some fun? Like, just a one-off thing. I've been reading up on it for my coursework. It'll be really good for our mental health. Stress-relief, that sort of thing. It should help us both stay less distracted when we’re working too.”

"What sort of fun?" Logan finally spoke, showing that I really needed to be upfront with him.

I leaned over and kissed him. He froze as my lips pressed against his. I pulled back a couple of inches, put a hand on his thigh, then whispered into his ear.

"I want you to fuck me."

*****

The look on Logan's face – a mix of bewilderment and joy – convinced me to put a leg over his lap and straddle him. With my crotch pressed into his, I heard him eek out an eager "okay" before our lips met again and we made out. This time he wasn't so statuesque. He responded quite adeptly, demonstrating some skill and passion as kissed and our bodies pressed together.

His hands ran over my back and grabbed my butts. I groaned in response. It was such a simple feeling, but it was the first real physical contact I had had in months. I stripped my top off as he watched, looking like he had just won the lottery.

"Fuck, your tits are amazing," he said with an air of amazement.

"I know," I said, smirking. "But don't be too loud. We don't want Todd to hear."

I had a feeling that Logan didn't care. In fact, he probably wanted Todd to know they were having sex. But it was clear that my word meant a lot when he immediately quietened down. Logan wasn't going to blow his chances with me now.

"Take your clothes off," I ordered as I got off him and sat on the bed. "I want to see your cock."

Logan promptly did as he was told. I watched as he showed me his body. It was skinny, as I expected, but his cock exceeded expectations.

"You're so fucking big," I told him as I grabbed it, feeling the slender shaft in my hand. It was going to reach deep inside me.

"Thank you – fuck – oh my god, Bec you're amazing," Logan said as I stroked him slowly.

"Don't get too excited. We've only just started." I took my fishnets and shorts off and lay back on the bed. My pussy was right there waiting for him, wet and desperate. "Fuck me. I want to feel you inside me."

Logan shifted forward on his knees as I gripped his cock, pulling him closer. Finally. After such as long wait I was finally going to receive the satisfaction I needed.

"Holy shit," Logan gasped as I guided him in. My lips parted easily, so willing to except him. "Oh my god. You feel incredible."

"Fuck me Logan," I told him again, wanting some effort from him.

He gladly did, thrusting his hips and sliding his cock in and out. I couldn't help but let out a moan. Holy shit. It really did incredible. Maybe I should practise chastity more often.

I let Logan lean over and grab my tits which were wobbling like jelly with each push from him.

"You feel so good inside me," I said, trying to control my volume. "Fuck me harder."

Logan's hips slapped into me. His cock pierced inside, pushing deeper.

"Fuck. Can I cum in you?" he asked. "I'm so fucking close."

"Do it baby." 

I didn't care. His cock was giving me too much pleasure. He may not have lasted long but that didn't matter. I was about to cum too.

"Uuuggggh," Logan released a restrained but orgasmic groan. I could feel his body become tense on top of me. His hands held me shoulders for support as he fucked me to an amazing climax, his cock hitting the perfect spot to drive me over the edge.

"Give me your cum," I cried. "Fill me." 

I could hardly stop myself from screaming. The sensations were overwhelming. Somehow, Logan had granted me so much more than I expecting. My orgasm crashed over me in one big wave that had my heart thumping loudly and it felt as if my pussy was gushing as its juices seeped out and mixed with his hot cum. 

Despite having finished, Logan kept fucking me until I had experienced every bit of orgasmic bliss that I could. I lay on the bed exhausted as he pulled out. By unplugging the hole, a pool of cum leaked out and onto the bed. I missed this feeling of being used as a tight little cum dumpster.

"Fucking hell Bec." Logan came to lie down beside me. "That was incredible. You're incredible."

He tried to kiss me and I accepted a quick peck, but then I moved away and stood up.

"Yeah, that was a lot of fun," I said as I gathered my clothes and got dressed.

“Did I make you cum?” He seemed eager to know.

“You did. And an amazing job at that.”

"Awesome. Can we do that again sometime?" For the first time, Logan was actually being forward.

"Maybe," I smirked at him. He looked like an overexcited puppy. "But remember, this was just a bit of fun. Don't expect anything from me now. And I don't want things to be awkward between us now."

"That's fine," Logan said, looking slightly dejected. I hoped I hadn't made a mistake. If he thought I was his personal fuck buddy now, this lockdown was going to be even more painful.

"And we should keep this secret. Don't tell anyone. Especially Todd. Understand?"

"Sure. Yeah."

"Great, then you'd better get back to work." I winked at Logan and took a last look at the wet dick hanging between his legs. A string of cum was dripping off the tip and onto the bed where a pool of our collective juices had created a dark stain. Oops. Oh well. Not my bed. Not my problem.

I went to the bathroom and took a quick shower. As long as Logan behaved himself now, my problem seemed to be solved. My pussy finally felt satisfied. But, as I let the warm water wash over me, I felt a twinge of arousal. Shit. After such a long time without cock, the first taste seemed to have triggered an appetite for more.


4. Public Service

I was able to avoid Logan for the rest of the day. He made it easy, staying in his room. I just didn't want things to be awkward. It would be too easy to let our relationship get to that point, and I wouldn't be able to stand the rest of lockdown like that. I decided that I would need to talk to him next time I saw him. Really make sure we're okay. As long as he doesn't come on to me, we should be fine. I just really hoped he wouldn't become infatuated with me.

By the evening, the apartment was completely quiet. I relaxed in the living room. Part of me wanted Logan to appear just so I could confront him and get it over with. For now, I could only worry about how we might react when we were next together. He hadn't emerged from his room yet but that was normal. Maybe he was chill about everything. Still, I wanted to be sure.

I was slouched on the sofa when I heard someone approaching. I sat up, hoping for it to be Logan. But Todd walked in instead.

"Hey Todd, how you doing? I've not seen you in while?" I looked up at him, admiring the view. If Todd hadn't been in a relationship, I would have tried to get into his pants a long time ago. There was something about his dark hair, olive skin and stubbled face that was so appealing. Maybe it was the fact that he was taken that so attracted me to him. I hadn't, knowingly, had some guy cheat with me before.

"Hi Bec. Yeah, I'm err . . . I'm good." He hovered by the door as if considering whether to stay. Did he not expect to see me?

"Wanna sit down? I'm gonna make tea if you want some?"

"Oh. Sure. Yeah, thank you." Something in his voice had him sounding a bit down. I gave him a smile as I left the room and saw him try to give one in return, but to no avail.

As I boiled the kettle I decided I would have to find out what's going on with him. That's what friends are for, after all.

"Are you sure you're alright?" I asked as I returned with two cups of tea in my hand.

"Yeah. Thanks, Bec."

"You and Grace all good?" I knew how hard he was findings things with his girlfriend and assumed that might be the root of the issue. Without planning on it, I had begun to therapise him.

Todd looked at me then down at the mug of steaming tea, as if contemplating whether to let loose. "Not exactly," he said, still averting eye contact. "The distance is hard, you know?"

"I can't imagine how difficult it must be for you," I tried my best to comfort him. "But you guys still chat every night, don't you?"

"Yeah but . . . it's just not the same." He over at me, apparently gaining confidence in my makeshift therapy session. "In person we get on great, but there's something about videocalls. It's like any chemistry just evaporates. It becomes a chore trying to make conversation. And it doesn't help that there's literally nothing to talk about besides this bloody lockdown. It's not like I'm doing anything interesting every day."

"Aww honey, that really sucks,” I said, trying to ensure that any of my naturally sarcastic tones weren’t obvious. “You guys are so great together. I'm sure it's just the stress of everything." As much as I tried to reassure him he didn't seem affected by it, turning instead to stare gloomily into space as he sipped his tea.

"Yeah, well, it doesn't help that . . . can I tell you a secret Bec?" He looked back at me and I smiled at him, trying to be a comforting shoulder.

"Of course you can."

"You won't tell Grace? She'd kill me."

"Of course I won't. Think of this as a therapy session. Doctor-patient confidentiality and all that." I budged along the sofa so I was nearer to him.

"So, thing is," he started, hesitantly. "Grace doesn't really enjoy the whole . . . phone sex thing. Like, we've tried it. But she just finds it too awkward. Actually, she doesn't even send nudes. Nothing like that. Gets scared about them being intercepted by hackers, I think. So . . . now we have no sex life. Nothing at all. Grace is fine with me watching porn and jerking off but it makes me feel shit, knowing that I should be restraining myself for her. And I can't stop thinking about sex now. I feel like I'm missing out. I just can't keep a clear mind about it all."

Something stirred inside me. Was it arousal? Or perhaps empathy. Yes, hopefully empathy. I wasn't the only one in this position after all.

"I completely understand you, Todd. You're young and you want to enjoy life. I feel the exact same. Have you talked to Grace about it? Even so, masturbation is nothing to be ashamed about. Even in a relationship, it’s healthy."

Todd shook his head. "I've tried but she never really wants to discuss it. It's hard to bring up. She just thinks I'm horny and need to masturbate. But it's not that simple."

"That sounds tough," I replied, being fully aware of how terrible a response it was.

"Yep. It is."

We sat in silence for a moment. I had no idea what to say, and it looked like Todd could cry at any moment. I was just about try a half-hearted comforting statement when he stood up.

"Thanks for the talk, Bec. I'm gonna hit the shower."

"Oh, okay."

I watched him leave then I slumped back on the sofa. It was safe to say my good mood had been ruined. But it wasn't my fault. And it wasn't Todd's. He just needed help. I felt so useless though. What could I do in this situation? 

Maybe the solution was right in front of me. Todd needed satisfying. Just like me and Logan. But he wouldn't want to cheat on Grace. So . . . perhaps he needed a helping hand. A friend's hand. And maybe their mouth too . . .

Shit. Suddenly I was picturing Todd in the shower and seriously considering sneaking in to join him. I couldn't do this. Not again. Or could I? Okay. Maybe. The least I could do was make the offer.

*****

I hurried to the bathroom and heard the water running. My plan wouldn't have worked if not for the faulty lock on the bathroom door. I knew it could shake open with the right nudge, and so I managed to pry the door open without much resistance.

I sneaked in without being noticed and closed the door. Todd was right behind the opaque shower curtain. Something about this thrilled me. And made my pussy wet. Especially as I stripped my clothes off completely, all the while listening to Todd shower with no clue as to my presence. I tiptoed over to him. My naked body shivered. The warm shower looked particularly appetising. My hand reached out to grab the curtain. I pulled it back slowly and peered in.

Todd was standing with his back to me, letting the water crash over him and still completely oblivious to me. From this view his broad shoulders looked incredibly muscular, and I had to resist just grabbing his juicy ass. Instead, I stepped into the shower and inched closer to him until my nipples nearly poked him in the back. Water was bouncing off him and splattering me. Droplets slid in lines over the mounds of my breasts.

"Hey," I said, tapping him on the shoulder.

"Holy shit!" He turned around and nearly slipped over.

I grabbed him by the waist to steady him. "Easy, it's only me."

"What the hell are you doing Bec?" He looked at me with both anger and confusion. But my eyes were drawn to his flaccid cock which hung limply between his legs. It seemed a good four inches and looked fascinating with the water pouring off it like a spout. I wonder how much it could grow?

"I wanted to help you out," I said, smiling and keeping my hands on him. I could feel his firm muscles.

"What do you mean?" He seemed to have relaxed, not reacting to my wandering hands. Instead, it was as if he finally realised that I was there in front of him, completely naked. His eyes gazed over my body. With his mouth ajar he couldn't hide the look of wonder. And he certainly couldn't hide the rush of blood to his dick. I smiled as I watched it continue to grow until it prodded my stomach.

"You're in a really tough situation," I said. "And I wanted to give a helping hand. May I?"

Todd stood motionless as one of my hands drifted down to his hard cock. His eyes fluttered as my fingers wrapped around it.

"Bec, I . . ." He tried to speak but my stroking had caught him off guard. "Bec, we can't have sex. I can't cheat on Grace."

"Hmm," I pondered as my hand pumped him slowly. He felt just as long as Logan's. But, now fully erect, so much thicker. I wanted to feel him inside me, but I knew that could only be a fantasy right now. I was only here to help a friend. "Who said anything about sex? You're not cheating on her. She lets you masturbate, right? This is like a form of assisted masturbation. Completely worry free too because you don't need to do anything."

"Fuck," he gasped as I continued to stroke.

My other hand looped around to grab his butt. I could feel his cheeks clench. His eyes closed as any doubt left his mind. I grinned. Once I have a guy's dick in my hand, he's like putty. I can do anything I like with them. And all I wanted to do with Todd was help. He needed relief. Free of guilt and sin. Sort of. It was for the good of his relationship, definitely. I was helping to keep him and Grace together. A quick handjob and all Todd's anxieties would be released in rush of hot cum.

But I couldn't help myself from wanting more of his cock. What girl wouldn't? It felt great in my hands, sure, but there was so much more I could do with it. If I wasn't able to fuck him, maybe there was another service I could provide.

I got onto my knees. Todd didn't seem to mind. In fact, he seemed even more enthusiastic about it. He ran his fingers through my now damp hair as my lips opened wide.

It had been so long since I had tasted cock. And oh my god, his was amazing. I sucked on his head and heard him groan in pleasure. My hands fondled his balls and grabbed his ass. His shaking knees showed me how much he was enjoying this. I was too.

Why hadn't I blown Logan? He probably would have cum before he had a chance to fuck me, then I would have been left in a tortured state of arousal. Oh well. It didn't matter. Todd's hot, hard dick in my mouth was enough for now. 

He completely filled me with his girth. I struggled to fit it all in. Trying my best, I only got halfway down his shaft before gagging. But he didn't seem to mind. His eyes were closed and he seemed to be lost in a world of pure bliss.

My knees were starting to hurt on the cold shower floor, but that didn't matter. I knew he was to cum soon. I kept sucking him as hard as I could. I put my hands behind my back and just let my mouth do all the work. My head bobbed back and forth over his shaft. I could taste drops of warms waters dripping into my mouth. But I didn't care. The way his hips thrust, almost trying to facefuck me, told me he was getting close.

I kept sucking and brought a hand up to stroke the lower half of his cock which was beyond the limits of my oral skills. Todd groaned as I worked every inch of him.

"Fuck, I'm gonna . . ." His whisper was hardly audible. It was as if he knew it was best to hide our questionable act.

I pulled my mouth away. As much as I loved the feeling of cum shooting down my throat, I hadn't actually watched a cock spray its load in quite some time. Not in person, at least. The contractions as the ejaculate shoots out in waves always fascinated. So instead I gripped him with both hands and stroked hard.

Todd didn’t care about the change of stimulation. He was too overwhelmed to notice. He just stood with his mouth agape and a hand holding the wall to keep him upright.

His cock pulsed. I could feel the cum rushing through his shaft. My hands gripped it tighter and milked him. His groans were drowned out by the pouring shower as the thick white load spurted out.

I smiled as it shot onto my face. Burst after burst, it kept coming. He kept cumming. He absolutely covered me and I kept wringing every last drop out until I felt his cock lose its intense, orgasmic, thickness.

"Fucking hell, Bec," Todd said, his chest heaving. "That was, wow."

I stood up and smiled at him. I could only look at him with one eye – the other was glued shut with his stickiness. "Mind if I wash off?" I asked him.

"Oh, yeah, of course."

Todd stepped back so he was pressed against the shower wall, letting me take his place under the stream of warm water.

"Bec, I can't let Grace find out about this."

"I know," I said as I let his white load wash off me and swirl around in the bubbly pool of water at my feet. "Like I said, it was just a harmless bit of stress relief. A special therapy session to help you out. It meant nothing more. But I understand Grace might not take it that way."

"Thanks, Bec." Todd seemed to sigh in relief. "We should really try to hide it from Logan too."

I had to hold back a grin. "Oh of course. We don't want him finding out and spilling the beans to someone. This will remain a pure and sex-free flat."

Todd nodded.

I took a final feel of his thick dick, stroking my fingers over the sensitive flesh, then stepped out of the shower. "This will be our little secret," I said as I grabbed a towel. "I'm just glad I could make you feel better."

I left Todd in the shower and sneaked back to my room, glad to see no sign of Logan. Everything seemed to have gone perfectly. When I slumped in bed and saw a new message from Bruce, I didn’t bother reading it. I had no compelling reason to reply or even think of him right now. I was completely satisfied, and not just sexually. Over the course of one day I had solved my all my issues and helped out my flatmates in the process. And I felt great that I was finally useful to someone else. All I had to do now was rely on Todd and Logan to keep everything secret. And hope that I could start to better control my sexual desires.


5. Romp in the Park

Finally, it was Friday. Let the weekend begin. Not that my weekend was much different to the rest of the week. Such was the case with no work to do. But it at least gave me the chance to drink alcohol guilt-free.

When I went to the kitchen for lunch, wearing my favourite skirt and sweater combination, Todd and Logan were already there. In a rare moment that hadn't happened for at least a week, the three of us were actually in the same room together. The events of the day before had filled me with a noticeable wave of happiness, and the same was true for both flatmates. It turns out that sexual exploits were really the best remedy for many maladies.

As we chatted together cheerily, reminding me of good times when our entire friendship group was together, I was amazed at how well they were both able to hide our secret arrangements. There were no embarrassed looks away when we made eye-contact, no awkward dead air, and, as far as I could tell, no impromptu boners. That last point may have disappointed me slightly. But at least I knew they could both control themselves. Even Logan, who I hadn’t seen since we fucked, seemed more sociable than usual. Maybe I wouldn’t have to worry about him after all.

As we joked around about lockdown and our final pieces of work for college, I thought of something. "We should have a film night this evening," I said, deciding that I didn't want this comradery to end. I couldn't go back to feeling alone all the time. Not again.

"Really?" Todd asked, surprised by my out-of-the-blue idea.

"Yeah definitely. We never do anything together. It'll be fun."

Logan nodded. "Okay, maybe."

"We can have drinks and popcorn, and snuggle under a blanket." I pictured my perfect movie night, trying to convince them.

"Yeah, sure, okay," Todd nodded. "What film do you want to watch?"

"Hmm," I considered for a moment. "We might have time for two? Why don't you both choose one. I feel like I've watched everything on Netflix so I have no inspiration."

They both agreed, seeming keener on the idea now.

"I can go to the shop if you like," Logan offered, sounding like he was trying to impress me. "I mean, if you want popcorn and stuff we'll have to buy it."

"That's true. Actually, I'll come with you. I'm not sure what I want to drink tonight so I might need to browse. Plus, I've not been out for a while. I need the walk. Want to come Todd?"

He shook his head. "Sorry, I've got a deadline this afternoon. But once I've finished that I can enjoy tonight worry-free! Do you mind picking up some beers though?"

"Sure thing," I said, smiling. Then I turned to Logan. "Ready to go now?"

*****

Being out in the fresh air made for a nice change. I don't know why I didn't go for walks more often. I suppose I hated the cold glares from people if I ever got too close. It just felt so hostile. But this time I at least had Logan to accompany me. He wandered beside me, looking cheery.

"Do you think Todd knows anything is going on?" he asked. It seemed obvious that he had been desperate to talk about yesterday.

"There's nothing going on," I smirked. "So there's nothing for him to know."

"Sure, sure. We should do nothing again."

I shook my head as we walked in a park to cut through to the supermarket. "I told you it's not going to work like that," I said, glad to see how empty the green space was.

"How might it work then?"

He was persistent, wasn't he.

"It's not going to happen if you beg," I tried to be firm. "It's down to me, whether I want to."

Logan nodded. "Sure, okay. Look, I know you think you were doing me a favour. But I can tell you were desperate for it too. So it is a mutual thing. That's for certain."

I looked at him and couldn't help but laugh. I never would have expected Logan to be so forthright, standing up for himself like that. Maybe I had underestimated him.

"Okay, sorry," I apologised. "It's mutual, fine."

"Good."

All this meandering talk about sex had me thinking of how it had felt, having him fuck me. Maybe I was being too unreasonable. He had given me a hell of an orgasm. And now I couldn't get the thought of it out of my mind. How much pleasure his cock had provided. How great he felt inside. And now, something about the way he spoke – the confidence and brashness – it made me see Logan in a new light. One which had made my panties soaked. 

As we rounded a bend in the path, trees and bushes rose up around us and I had an idea.

"I know we said this would be a mutual thing," I said. "But I also know that you won't say no to me if I asked you to fuck me right now."

"Um, I could say no. Do you mean right here?"

"Follow me," I ordered, treading off the path and into the foliage. Logan was close behind. "It's more private here than back at the flat with Todd around."

"I've never done this before, in public," Logan called out to me. He had disappeared from view behind a veil of leaves.

When he emerged, I pushed him against the trunk of a tree and kissed him. Any resistance faded. Of course it did. There was no way he would turn me down again. Especially now he knew how I felt.

"Let me give you some encouragement," I said as my fingers fumbled at his belt. He let me pull his jeans down. His underwear followed shortly after and his cock sprung out. It was already hard.

After helping Todd in the shower yesterday, I was curious what Logan's cock would feel like in my mouth. I got on my knees and he didn't stop me as I sucked him. The slender member felt firm between my lips. I was able to shift further down its length that I could with Todd's, letting it push into my throat until I gagged.

"Oh my god," Logan moaned. 

I removed him from my mouth and stroked him. "Still want to turn me down?"

"Fuck no. I want to cum in your mouth."

"Seriously?" I stood up, ignoring the soil staining my knees. "This is mutual, like you said. So I’ve got to have some pleasure too. Fuck me. Now."

He didn't need any more convincing. I lifted up my skirt and pulled down my panties.

"Fuck me from behind," I whispered, bending over and steadying myself with a hand pressed against the tree trunk.

Logan did as I asked, stepping behind me and admiring my ass. His hand ran over my round curves. It felt warm on my cool skin. I parted my legs. My pussy was exposed and dripping, waiting for him to enter me. Without needing my assistance, that's exactly what he did. His hard member pushed into my tight hole and we both moaned. I didn't care if anyone was around to hear us. I just wanted to be fucked.

"Fuck me, Logan."

He thrust into me. His hands grabbed me around the waist. Bent over, all I could do was let him do it. And I loved it. Each time he pushed into me pleasure rippled through my body. I had to use both hands to hold myself steady. My entire body was being shaken by his passionate thrusts.

"You're so fucking tight," he said between breaths.

"Your cock is making me so wet," I replied, feeling my natural lubricant help him slide easily in and out. "I want you to cum inside me."

"I'm already so close."

"Fill my tight pussy."

I managed to bring a hand down to reach my pussy. I rubbed my clit, doubling the sensations as he continued to ram into me. 

"I'm fucking cumming!"

"Shoot your load inside me baby."

His thrusts changed pace and became more abrupt as he pushed his entire length inside with quick jolts of pleasure. My fingering helped bring me closer. It was all enough to send me over the edge. 

"Urrrghhhh," I screamed. I couldn't help it. It was the first time I truly able to let out the sounds of orgasm without being discovered by a flatmate. Months of that specific tension which I didn't know I had poured out of me with that one yell that dissipated into the rustling leaves.

When Logan finally pulled out, all his cum was let loose. It gushed out, mixed with my juices, and fell to the ground. The white load bubbled on the dark soil. Slowly, it seeped away.

"Okay," I panted. "That was fun."

"Very fucking fun." Logan was also catching his breath.

"We need to get to the shop before Todd wonders where the hell we are."

"Yeah, that's true."

As I pulled my panties back up, I noticed that a load of cum had drooled onto them.

"Oh, shit, sorry," Logan said, noticing.

"I guess it's not very hygienic to wear these," I laughed. Then, without questioning my actions, I chucked them up at the tree. They got snagged on a branch and hung there, flapping like a stained, dishevelled flag in the wind.

"What the hell did you do that for?"

I shrugged by shoulders. "I've got plenty at home."

*****

When we got to the shop, I noticed a few people glance at me. My knees, I realised, were covered with soil. Even after trying to rub them clean, they had been stained brown. What did these people think was the cause? Could they know it was because I sucked my flatmate's dick in the park? Something about that turned me on. Strangers, imagining me being slutty. There was a thrill to knowing I could cast that image in their minds. Of course, they couldn't be sure that was actually the cause of my grubby knees. And they didn't know that beneath my skirt my pussy was breathing the fresh air. It felt liberating. And teasing, knowing that Logan was well-aware of the situation.

We did our shopping for the planned film night, nearly forgetting Todd's beers, then headed home. On the walk back through the park, Logan pulled me aside and looked at me very sincerely.

"Bec, can I tell you something?"

"Of course you can?" I couldn't help but feel worried.

"I've been too embarrassed to say before now, but . . . you know yesterday?" He looked around sheepishly.

"Of course. I remember it. What is it?"

"Well . . . that was my first time."

His confession didn't shake me. It just wasn't something I considered when I first decided to approach him, although I realised I should have.

"Oh," I said, unsure of how to respond. "Well, there was no way I would have known from your performance. Seriously, Logan, you were a pro."

He smiled. "Thanks, Bec."

"Honestly, you were fucking amazing."

"Maybe it's all the porn I watch," he laughed. "I know how it's done."

"Well, women of the world have been missing out. Are you okay about it though? I know it's a big deal for some people, losing their virginity."

"Thanks to you, it exceeded expectations. I know we're not a couple or anything, but I'm glad it happened with someone I know and trust."

I smiled at him, relieved at his response and happy with how chill he felt about it all. "Thank you, Logan, for telling me." I hugged him, feeling a warmth go to my heart. "But now I know the truth I can think of a lot of things I might need to teach you."

"Oh?" He raised an eyebrow. "Like what?"

"Don't be too eager. We've got all of lockdown stuck with each other so I'm sure we'll have plenty of time in the future. But now let's get home, okay? I'm excited for our film night."

As we walked back to the flat, Logan was even more cheery than usual. I now knew why he was in such a good mood this morning. Losing his virginity must have been a big moment for him, and it thrilled me to be a part of that. As far as I knew, he has been the only virgin I’ve fucked. It created a weird sort of bond with him. A special connection which I was glad to have created. And, perhaps more important than that, I had helped a friend feel better about himself. Now his confession seemed to have removed a weight off his shoulders.


6. Film Night

As the evening approached, I was filled with excitement. We were finally going to have fun together. It wasn't going to be another lonely night for me. I didn't care about what films we watched, only that we were together. Both Todd and Logan seemed to feel the same way. They were finally coming out of their shells, and we all even ate dinner together before settling into the living room.

"Here's the popcorn!" I said as I entered holding a massive bowl. The smell that accompanied it gave a tinge of nostalgia, making me miss going to an actual cinema. But at least staying at home was cheaper and more comfortable.

"Great," said Logan who was sipping on a bottle of beer. "You sticking with wine?"

"Definitely." I placed the popcorn down on the coffee table. 

"We were just saying that someone's got to have the bad seat," said Todd.

He was talking about the armchair which, despite being extremely comfy, provided a terrible view of the TV compared to the sofa which sat straight on to the screen.

"We can all fit on the couch," I said, taking a seat in the middle and showing them the ample space on either side. "See. Plenty of room."

Todd, at first hesitant about such being in such close proximity, sat down on my left while Logan set up the movie.

"We decided to do my choice first," he said, bringing up the menu. "Then Todd's after."

"Sounds good to me," I smiled as he came to slump onto the sofa on my right.

Sandwiched between my two flatmates, I couldn't help but feel comforted and secure. After so long feeling completely alone, I finally had people to rely on.

Todd asked if he could grab a handful of popcorn.

"Sure! Make the most of everything I offer," I said cheekily as I grabbed the bowl and placed it in my lap so everyone could easily reach it. "Ready to start?"

*****

I enjoyed Logan's choice of film more than I had expected. It was a low-budget indie sci-fi, but it provided us enough material to constantly makes jokes. By the end of the first act, we were all laughing at the shitty special effects, helped along by our alcohol consumption. Both Todd and Logan had finished a couple of beers and my wine had immediately gone to my head. When I reached into the bowl to grab some popcorn, I noticed it was empty.

"Mind if I put this in the kitchen?" I said, getting Logan to pause the film. "Actually, I might change into something more comfortable. I wanna get snuggly."

They both waited patiently for me to return. When I did, I appeared in my pyjamas. To some this might have been an innocent change of attire. But mine weren't all that innocent. All they consisted of were a pair of skimpy white shorts that showed off almost the entire length of my smooth legs and a matching pink cami top that really put my cleavage on display behind its lacy frills. It was, of course, a purposeful choice of clothing. Sitting so close to Todd and Logan had made it impossible to keep my mind off them. And their dicks. Who could blame me for wanting to do a little teasing?

Neither of them commented on my outfit, although they weren't so subtle at sneaking looks at my body. To help with what I had in mind, I had dragged my duvet in behind me. I squeezed into the middle of my two men, now both visibly uncomfortable by the closeness of my revealing body, and made sure the duvet was covering the length of the sofa.

"Everyone cosy?" I asked chirpily, seeing them both nod. "Great, you can hit play!"

*****

We continued the movie and I made myself comfortable. I could feel my legs rubbing against both Todd’s and Logan's, and they couldn't do anything to stop it. I pulled the duvet up to my chest and sat enjoying the strangeness of what was happening on screen.

The joking had died down since my return. Perhaps me flaunting my body was distracting them too much. But I did notice their keen attention on the film when it segued into a sex scene. As was often the case, it was only the actress who got naked on screen. I looked to my left and right, seeing my flatmates’ eyes firmly fixed on the pair of tits that were excessively being shown on camera.

"I guess we know why you chose this film then," I joked, poking Logan's thigh.

He laughed nervously. "It's not, err, I honestly didn't know about this."

"Hmm, sure," I smirked, turning back to the film. 

The onscreen couple were fucking in a grimy motel room. The lurid colours and odd choice of close-ups gave it weird aesthetic, as though the director thought he was being artsy. But what it looked like was a poorly-shot porno.

I didn't care though. I was enjoying the shoddy filmmaking. And the way Logan was shifting in his seat made me think that he was enjoying it, or part of it, quite a lot. Squeezed between myself and the arm of the sofa, there wasn't much wriggle room for him. But I felt him doing something. Was he rearranging his trousers?

Our laps and upper legs were completely covered by the duvet. I realised, as I shifted my hand under the thick material, that my subtle movements were invisible to Todd and Logan. With this revelation, I couldn't help myself. I wanted to know if Logan was hard. From its place on my lap, I moved a hand over to his thigh. It rested there and he didn't react. My palm stroked over to the inside of his leg, feeling how warm he was in his trousers. From out of the corner of my eye I saw his head tilt back in reaction to my hand as it ran up his thigh and found the unmistakable bulge of his hard cock. Fuck. It was so hard it was a miracle it could be contained beneath the layers of fabric. As I cupped over his balls and felt the heat emanating from them, I heard Logan sigh. He couldn't do anything. I had him, literally, by the balls. And there was no way he would want Todd to know what was going on a few feet away. I certainly didn't.

The sex scene had long since finished, but my attention was now on Logan's cock. The same, I'm sure, was true for him too. It wasn't enough for me just to feel his erection trapped in his pants. I needed to have it in my hand.

There was no resistance from him as my fingers sneaked under his waistband and found his erection held down along his thigh by the material of his pants. It must have been tortuously uncomfortable, being restrained like that. I was surely providing a much-needed service by grabbing it and rearranging it so it poked upright, the tip resting against his stomach outside his pants.

Thankfully, Logan was a pro at not giving away what was happening. Even as I began to stroke him, he remained amazingly stoic. Feeling his hard and slender shaft as my fingers ran over it began to turn me on. Seeing that Todd still had no clue what was going on, I realised I was free to please myself. My left hand descended beneath my shorts and felt my pussy, already soaking wet.

As I continued to rub myself and Logan, I noticed the film had moved to a shower scene. It instantly reminded me of yesterday's activity with Todd. A quick glance at him showed me it was on his mind too. He shifted nervously in his seat and desperately tried to avoid making eye contact with me. The same actress from the sex scene had her tits out and that was also drawing his attention. They weren't as big as mine so I hoped he was fantasising about me instead. There was, I again realised, a way to find out. With slight hesitation I stopped pleasuring myself and moved my left hand, now wet from my pussy, over to Todd's crotch.

There it was. His thick cock in all its erect glory, straining as hard as it could to push out from under the waistband of his boxers. He must have repositioned it to be a bit more comfortable. His reaction to my touch was so casual I was impressed. He just moved his left arm away from his lap and onto the arm of the sofa, giving me much more room to manoeuvre. 

I thought there would be a chance that Todd might resist. Maybe he had post-nut clarity after yesterday's shower with me. Maybe he felt too guilty about it. About hurting Grace. But no. He wanted it. He let me touch him and I could feel his cock swell as I took it in my hand. Perhaps he agreed with what I had told him. I was only there to help.

Both Todd and Logan were in my control. I now had my fingers secretly wrapped around both of their hard cocks. And they had no idea that they were both in my grasp. I stroked, careful to be subtle about it. The motions were only in my wrist so there was no visible shuffling of the duvet. They both seemed to have sunk deeper into the sofa, like they were melting from the pleasure I was giving them. My right hand stroked over the length of Logan's slender cock. My left hand twisted tortuously around Todd's thick head, helped by the lubrication of my pussy juices. I wonder if he knew what was making things so slick down there?

I could see their hands gripping the sofa. Their breathing had almost become audible. Fuck. And my pussy felt like it was dripping. But there was nothing I could do about that right now. I was having too much fun.

I could feel both cocks start to pulse. Were they about to cum? I was about to try and stroke faster, but then the film ended.

"Oh, that was quick," I said, watching the credits roll as my strokes slowed down.

Todd and Logan were both silent. I couldn't believe how much I had affected them. My hands slithered out of their pants and I grabbed my glass of wine.

"Should we watch the next one?" I asked, waiting for a response. Both men looked completely overwhelmed by how close they had been to cumming. "Todd? It's your choice of film, right?"

He looked at me with wide eyes. "Oh, right. Yep. Erm. I've got the Blu-ray in my room. I'll get it in a sec."

He stayed seated for a moment and slowly took sips of beer. I realised that he must have been waiting for his erection to go down. As I finally watched him leaving the room, noticing a bulge in his pants despite his efforts to calm down, I turned to Logan who was still looking shell-shock from my handjob.

"You alright?" I asked.

"Bec, I . . . you're so mean," he whispered. "I was so close."

"How exciting." I trailed my hand back down to his hard cock. It throbbed at my touch. My arousal felt like it had also reached a peak of frustration. I needed my own stimulation and I knew how to get it. "I like being mean. But, if you want to make me happy, you've got to do something for me."

"What's that?"

"You can't let Todd notice," I said, leaning over to speak into his ear. "I need you to make me cum."

Logan looked at me with wide eyes and Todd came back into the room with the Blu-ray in his hand. He set it up, started the film, and came back to his position on the sofa. We were all back under the duvet and I settled in for more fun times.

*****

Todd's choice of horror film would usually have freaked me out, but I didn't care about that now. In fact, I hardly noticed what was on screen. All attention was on the two cocks beside me. They were both immediately hard as I touched them again. I hadn't planned on stroking Todd, but I felt like I couldn't keep him out of proceedings. Plus, I liked my hands to have things to fiddle with.

So while I was more teasing with Todd, my right hand stroked Logan at a regular pace. And, in return, he managed to sneak a hand down to my crotch. Somehow, the duvet remained completely unmoving as he reached into my shorts and found my soaking pussy.

I don't know how they both kept so unflinching as I gave them handjobs; as I was fingered by Logan I had to put so much effort into not moaning in pleasure. Even remaining still seemed like a Herculean task. But I just about managed. And good thing too, because Logan wasn't messing around. He had found my clit with ease and was already taking me towards orgasm. He was eager to please. Or just desperate to have me make him cum. I was certainly giving him good encouragement. As I felt my felt climax approaching, my stroking hand sped up. I targeted his sensitive head and he worked my clit. 

I gritted my teeth as the familiar sensation of orgasm began to burst out. I had to close my eyes. I couldn't help but furiously stroke Logan faster, as if trying to indicate what was happening to me. As my pussy clenched and the pleasure of climax overwhelmed me, I felt his cock pulse. Cum leaked out over my fingers and onto his stomach. I didn't care what mess I was making. I was too enveloped by my own ecstasy.

Logan removed his hand as I managed to calm down. Our simultaneous orgasms left us both sweating and trying to pant silently. I didn't realise that my fast strokes had been mirrored on my left side and I had to slow right down as Todd's cock throbbed. On my right, I could feel the cum covering my fingers, dripping over Logan's pelvis, staining his t-shirt and pants. There was no way to clean up subtly. Not for him at least. I, however, got a sudden urge to taste the juices that clung to my fingers. I pulled my hand away and moved it to my mouth. In the darkness of the room, it didn't look like anything suspicious to Todd. But I saw Logan glance at me as I sucked my fingers.

Fuck me, I had really missed the taste of cum. I should have swallowed some of Todd's load yesterday. The remnants of semen that I licked off my fingers was only an appetiser. I wanted more.

"I'm just gonna head to the bathroom," Logan said suddenly. I wasn't surprised by his decision. I doubt he wanted to sit in his own load for the rest of the film. "No need to pause the film. I won't be long."

"Okay." I smiled as I licked another drop from my hand. He watched as I did, a look of amazement in his eyes.

Todd was too distracted by my lingering hand to really notice Logan leave. Taking my opportunity, I leaned over to him.

"You seem to be having a . . . hard time," I whispered into his ear.

"You're not making it easy," he said.

"Oh? Why's that?" With Logan out of the room I was free to bring my right hand across to take over the stroking. It was wet with my saliva and, unbeknownst to Todd, still covered with a few drops of Logan's cum. It proved to be a good lubricant, and Todd gasped as I stroked over him faster.

"Bec, you can't make me cum in my pants."

"Why not?" I purred.

"It'll make a mess. Wait till after the film."

"But I want to make you cum now." I licked his ear.

"Bec . . . fuck, slow down."

I did slow down, but only to save his cum for what I really wanted to do.

"I know a way to make sure there isn't mess." I pulled back the duvet and Todd didn't put up a fight as I pulled his cock completely out so its entire length stood up for me to see. "Just be quick,” I ordered. “Don't want Logan catching us."

Before Todd could respond, I kneeled on the sofa and leaned over. My head descended towards his crotch and my lips wrapped around his cock.

"Holy shit," I heard him say.

I knew I had to race against the clock, but that wasn't a problem. My hands had almost made Todd cum already. My head only needed to finish him off.

I bobbed up and down his thick shaft, sucking hard. I could already feel him bracing himself for orgasm. In my position on the sofa my ass was sticking up and his hand grabbed hold of it, moulding my flesh.

I heard Todd's breathing reach the familiar rhythm that accompanied climax. My jaws clenched tight around his cock. It pulsed. His muscles clenched. Cum shot onto the roof of my mouth. I remained clamped around him as his load filled me. Sticky, salty, warm. It felt amazing having him empty into me. It kept oozing out until his thick cock finally relaxed and I sat up.

Todd was slumped with his head back, looking like he was in heaven. I looked at him and smiled with my mouth firmly shut. He turned to watch. I tilted my head back and swallowed, feeling his white load move down my throat. It disappeared down the hatch in two delicious gulps. I opened my mouth to show him.

"See, no mess," I said before gesturing to his limp cock. "Better put that away."

"Yeah, of course." Still in a daze, he sorted himself out and we sat back as casually as we had been before. "By the way, Bec," he started to say. "You're great, a great . . . friend. Thank you."

Logan returned before I could say anything in response. He had changed into his pyjamas.

"Who's a great friend?" he asked, sitting next to me again.

"Bec," Todd answered, worrying me that he might give away our secret. "She gives great, err, advice."

"Oh she's the best," Logan agreed, smiling at me.

"Thank you, guys," I had to say. It seemed like I was be in the clear. "You two are both awesome people. Thank you for hanging out with me. I know we've all been having a difficult time with things recently, so it's great we can just unwind together."

What I said was completely true, and my flatmates both agreed. We talked some more before finishing the film and I went to bed completely at peace with my situation. The taste of two loads of cum still lingered as I snuggled up under the duvet, not caring about the stain where Logan had made a mess. While I had helped out both him and Todd, I felt that I was the one who had been fixed by all our sexual adventures. I could go to sleep happy and excited about what the rest of lockdown might bring.


7. The Delivery

Saturday morning was a lazy morning. I woke up late and had to fetch a glass of water. The taste of cum still lingered and my mouth had dried out so I was desperate for a drink. As I tiptoed to the kitchen in my dressing gown, trying not to wake Todd or Logan whose silent rooms suggested they were still asleep, a package was pushed through our letterbox.

I went to pick it up and, as I did, I realised what it was. My hands wrapped around the thick, silicone shaft inside the parcel. It had finally arrived.

After grabbing a glass of water, I rushed back to my room. This package wasn't one I wanted to open in the kitchen. I tore a hole into the plastic covering and pulled out the dildo.

As the description had promised, it was a good eight inches long. That was going to be a challenge to fit inside me. It certainly looked realistic, as the picture showed, although the texture was much different. It had a strangely different friction to the real thing as I ran my fingers around it. I might want some lube if I was going to try it out. And, I realised, that was exactly what I wanted to do.

But as I rummaged through my drawers trying to find my bottle of lube – I knew it was there somewhere, I just hadn't needed it for ages – someone knocked on the door. I pulled my dressing gown closed and told them to come in.

"Morning." It was Todd. He entered, still wearing his pyjamas. His bed hair gave him cute boyish charm.

"Hey, you okay?"

"Yeah, thanks. Mind if we talk?"

"Of course, take a seat." I gestured at my bed and he sat beside me, causing the mattress to subside. "What's up?"

"I suppose I just wanted to thank you," he said, sounding sincere. "Properly, this time. I've been feeling much better these last couple of days. I think your, um, special form of therapy has really helped."

"I'm glad I could be of assistance." I smirked, happy to hear the positive effects of our deviant activities.

"Grace seems to have noticed my good mood too," he continued. "Don't worry, she doesn't know about what you've done. But I think it’s helped us both relieve our shared tensions."

"I'm very happy for you."

"I just wondered if I could ask you a favour. I know you've done so much for me already but . . . would you be able to talk to Grace? Now things are better between us I thought it might be a good time to try, you know, phone sex. But I didn't want to risk pissing her off and as she doesn't know I've talked to you . . . maybe you could try convincing her?"

"You want me to convince your girlfriend to have phone sex with you?" I was certainly surprised by his request. I was more expecting him to want another blowjob.

"I know that sounds weird," he said. "But you two get along. It'll be better hearing it from a woman too. Someone, I guess, more sexual like you. With your, um, expertise."

I laughed. "Todd, that's fine."

"Really?"

"Yeah! I want what's best for you two, so I'll give it a go. I'll message her later today, okay?"

"That's brilliant, thank you Bec." He hugged me and I couldn't help but smell his alluring masculine muskiness.

"If I'm successful I guess you won't be needing my services anymore," I told him, knowing that I would miss his cock if that scenario did occur.

"Yeah, I guess so." He couldn't quite hide the note of disappointment at that realisation.

"It'll be for the best," I reassured. 

Todd nodded, looking as if he was considering asking me something else. But then his gaze shifted to my nightstand. I looked over. Shit. The dildo.

"Ignore that," I said, laughing awkwardly.

"I guess you need a way to keep busy." He joined in with my attempted joking.

"I'd rather keep busy with your cock," I couldn't stop myself from say. That left him with no response. He just looked around the room awkwardly. "Sorry, I didn't mean to tease you."

"That's fine, Bec." He looked me in the eyes. I felt myself being pulled in by their shining, dark depths. "But, if I'm to be completely honest, I will miss you. What you can do, I mean. We’ll still be able hang out."

I knew he wanted me to make the first move. And there was no point beating around the bush. "How about one last time then?" I asked, grinning in response to the immediate smile that lit up his face.

"That might be a good idea," he said.

"Excellent. But we're still not fucking, okay? You're not cheating on Grace. I'm just giving you one last session of my special therapy, as you called it."

"That's fine by me."

"In that case, I want to try something." I stood up and went to get the dildo. Now seemed like a better time that any to break it in. "This only arrived today so I want to use it. Well, I want you to use it on me."

"Really?"

"Yes. You'll see what I have planned. But first, close the door and take your clothes off."

Todd hurried to do as I said. He shut my bedroom door and stripped. As he did, I took off my dressing gown. I was wearing the same pyjamas I had worn during the film night, despite my shorts having been slightly soaked during proceedings. I promptly took everything off, letting my breasts hang freely.

"Stand in front of me," I said as I sat on the end of the bed. Todd turned to me, naked. His cock hung limp and I looked at it eagerly. "I can't fuck you but I can fuck this." I caressed the silicone dildo. "I can't find my lube so I'll have to make it wet another way. Just stay there and watch."

I brought the dildo up to my mouth and sucked it. The material tasted strangely cosmetic, and it lacked the warmth and feel of blood pumping through it. But I enjoyed the different sensation and mapping out all the new ridges and contours with my tongue. Its length was beyond any real cock I had previously had, so I struggled to even fit half of it in me before gagging. But I didn't mind. All I needed was to cover it in saliva. I submitted to the drool that began to drip from my stuffed mouth.

As Todd stood and watched my performance, his cock grew. I was hoping to instil in him a sort of phantom pleasure. Make him think of how it would feel if the dildo was replaced with his cock. I'm sure that wasn't difficult for him. I'd done it twice in the last two days.

As his erection stood out and aimed at me, I couldn't help but lean over to it. Todd gasped as I began to blow him. His cock felt familiar to me now. I knew how it felt and I knew how best to bring him pleasure. As I took his thickness in my mouth I teased my wet pussy with the tip of the dildo. I pushed the head in, then the next two inches. I felt it fill me.

But I didn't want to fuck myself. I laid back in the bed and dragged Todd with me, using his cock to pull him forward.

"Fuck me with this," I said as I passed him the dildo, already covered with drool. 

I laid on my back in an imaginary missionary position. He propped himself up beside me, with an arm wrapped around the back of my neck. I grabbed his hard cock and stroked. He pushed the dildo into my pussy.

"Fuck yes," I moaned. "Fuck me."

"I want to be inside you," he said as he began to properly thrust in and out with the silicone penis.

"Imagine you are, baby. Imagine this is your cock." I spread my leg to let him push in further. "It’s almost too thick for my tight little pussy."

My hand tightened around his shaft like a vice. I stroked faster and realised that our mutual masturbation had become perfectly synchronised. I squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples, feeling them becoming sensitive. Looking up at Todd I saw he had his eyes closed.

"You're so fucking tight," he said as he fucked me harder. 

I noticed his hips thrust too so my hand hardly had to move. His hips and hands worked together as he imagined fucking me properly. I felt myself sink into the bed and give in to the sensation. My eyes shut. I felt the dildo pounding my wet pussy. But it could have easily been a real cock. My stroking hand had all but stopped, now simply providing a tight orifice for Todd to fuck.

"You feel so good Todd," I groaned as the cock filled me. I didn't care if it was fake. The pleasure of something so big inside me was immeasurable. It was taking me right to the brink of orgasm. "You're gonna make me cum so bad." 

"Cum from my thick cock, Bec," he said as I passed the edge and felt nothing but the pleasure of being fucked. My body shuddered. I felt completely abused by the massive cock penetrating me. But I loved it. Laying back and taking it deep inside me had given me an incredible climax.

"You make me feel amazing," I whispered, sapped of energy from my orgasm but still feeling all the pleasurable sensations of the dual cocks fucking my hand and pussy.

"I wanna cum inside you," Todd said, thrusting into me harder as he worked to find his release. I could feel his cock swell in my hand, ready to burst.

"Do it, baby. Fill me."

Todd kept fucking me, hand and pussy. It was as if the two were linked by some magical connection. The pleasure of my tight pussy was enough to bring his real cock close to cumming. I had worried my motionless hand wouldn't bring enough stimulation for him, but he proved me wrong as the first shot of cum spurted over my bare stomach.

"Ooh yeah, cum for me baby," I encouraged him, watching intently as his load painted my skin with a milky whiteness. Suddenly my pussy clenched as the dildo continued to ram inside me. I felt a shudder of pleasure. My body was overwhelmed again by the feeling of orgasm. It was strange and unexpected. Like an aftershock of the main event. But I revelled in it as the final drops of Todd's cum pooled in my belly button.

"Your load's so big," I said as he collapsed beside me.

"I just wish I could actually cum inside you." His confession surprised me. I thought his post-nut clarity might have removed any obsession with me.

"Careful Todd. This is the last session with me. In fact, I promise I'll be successful convincing Grace. That means you won't need me anymore." I gave him a sterner remark before giggling as a thought came into my head. "Anyway, you've already cum inside me. Your load from yesterday will still be in my stomach."

He looked at me and couldn't help but laughing. "You're right, sorry. Do you need some tissue?"

I stared down at the sticky mess on my stomach. "I'll be fine if you let me shower first. But I can clean some of it up."

Todd watched as I used my fingers to scoop a load of his cum off my skin and lapped it up. The juices were surprisingly refreshing, bring me back to reality.

"You are such a slut," Todd joked.

I just looked back at him and grinned as I continued to eat his load. "I know."


8. Keeping a Promise

I left Todd to go to the shower and made sure to clean off the remnants of his cum still clinging to my skin. When I got back to my room, he was gone. A few cum stains on the sheets acted as relics of what was my final time having fun with him.

It was for the best. We both knew that. But we both also enjoyed our sessions together. At least I had Logan to keep me satisfied in that department. 

I noticed the dildo nesting in a trench in the duvet. I fished it out, finding it still covered with my juices, and placed on my nightstand. I made a mental note to remember to clean it at some point. Part of me felt, however, that I might never be able to bring myself to use it again. It would only remind me of Todd. It wouldn't be the same just using it on myself. That said, I had managed to imagine it actually was Todd's cock. Yeah. I grinned. Maybe I was in a great situation. Whenever I wanted to, I could fuck myself with Todd's cock and he didn't even need to know. Plus, this way I knew I didn't need to worry about him cumming early.

I laughed to myself, then remembered my promise to him. I got changed and fetched my phone. Browsing through my contacts, I found Grace.

I realised I had no idea how I would start the conversation. How could I convince her to have phone sex with her boyfriend? It seemed like such a ridiculous request from Todd, but I understood his pains. So, I started typing. Here's goes nothing.

"Hey, how's lockdown treating ya?" I saw Grace was online and I didn't need to wait long until she saw my message. Fortunately, she could always be counted on to reply swiftly.

"Hi! I'm fine here, parents a bit anxious it all but at least I'm getting all my work done. How's it there at the flat? Todd tells me you're all actually hanging out together?!"

"Yeah your boyfriend is actually talking to me without you puppeteering him ;) Logan too, surprise surprise." I sent a second text straight after, deciding to dive in and try to approach the issue in a roundabout way. "But I really miss you and the rest of the gang. Just wanna get drunk and go out with everyone. I'm fucking horny too."

"Of course you are," Grace replied. "I know you only miss going out with us cos you want a one night stand ;)"

"Guilty as charged," I wrote, lying back in bed and realising how much I had missed chatting with my friend. But I had to focus on the matter at hand. "At least you have Todd. You guys can still be naughty, not like me!"

"Yeah I guess." Grace's response proved that Todd wasn't lying about their issue.

"You two have phone sex, don't you?" I decided now was a good time to be more head-on.

"Not really...I just find it awkward."

"Grace! You don't know what you're missing!"

"I just never know what to say. It's alright in bed but I can't think of anything on the phone :("

"I can teach you if you like?" I knew I had to do everything in my power to sort out Grace and Todd's relationship. I felt like a love guru.

"Really?"

"Or course! I can give you some examples, some tips on how to respond to him. It'll be fun!"

Luckily Grace didn't need any more encouragement. She seemed rolled over by my enthusiasm and I was thrilled to take on a new student. I never knew I had such valuable knowledge to share, but here I was imparting wisdom like a wise oracle. An oracle of sex.

We spent the rest of the morning texting back and forth. The more we delved into the subject the keener Grace seemed to be about it all.

"And when I'm about to, you know what, do I just say I'm coming?" she asked.

"Exactly that, sometimes you don't need to say much, a simple statement like that is fine especially in the heat of the moment. If you're really worked up you shouldn't be able to think of much else to say anyway haha! But if you do want to add something, you can say 'I'm cumming for you.' It just helps the guy feel a bit more special and involved with your climax."

"Wow, you know a lot!"

"I'm quite experienced haha"

"Do you think I'd be ready to try it with Todd? I don't want to sound stupid and have him not take me seriously."

"Girl, you are more than ready," I replied. "Just don't think about it too much, let it come naturally. And remember it's a two-way thing, a shared experience."

"Okay, thank you so much Bec x"

"You're welcome! Just remember my training and try not to think about me while you’re doing it together. Or do, up to you ;)"

I sent the last message with a pang of regret in my heart. I had trained Grace well and in return I would lose a source of fun and pleasure. But that didn't matter now. As our messaging moved onto different topics I began to really miss my friend. I couldn't do anything to hurt her so I was glad I had at least helped in her relationship.

We ended on a discussion of yesterday's film night, and I had to quickly lie about how it went.

"I wasn't sure at first. The films were strange, but I think we were all satisfied by the end," I said before having to say goodbye to Grace as she went to help her parents make lunch. I was left to lie in bed, thinking of how to spend the rest of my weekend.


9. An Interesting Arrangement

I sort of drifted around after I had eaten lunch. There just wasn't much for me to do, and there was an emptiness inside me now I knew I couldn't occupy myself with Todd's cock again. But my sacrifice was worth it, especially when he found me lounging in the living room.

"Hey," I greeted him as he stood by the door. "I talked to Grace."

"I know." He grinned at me. "She didn't mention you but I know it's because of you . . . she actually wants to try it. Thank you so much, Bec.'

Happy to hear all my efforts hadn't been in vain, I smiled back at him. "That's great, Todd. She did sound very keen once I’d convinced her."

"You did amazing."

"I guess you'll be busy this evening then?" I winked at him.

"Err, sounds like it. You'd make a great sex therapist, by the way. And that's not a joke."

I smirked, before properly considering it. "That's actually a good idea."

"Well." He looked around the room. "I'm gonna go for a walk. You have any plans today?"

I considered tagging along with him, but thought it best to leave him alone for a while. I needed to withdraw from his focus until he had time to properly rediscover his connection to Grace. "I'm just gonna chill I think," I said. "I'm actually feeling a bit hungover from yesterday."

"Sounds good, hope you feel better. See you later."

He left me lying on the sofa, but as soon as I heard the front door slam shut I stood up. The thought of Todd and Grace having fun tonight had really got to me. Now I couldn't think about anything other than sex. I needed a distraction. And I knew exactly who could provide one.

Logan hadn't emerged from his room yet but I knew he was awake. I could hear the whirr of his computer fan as I stood outside his door. Unlike last time, I knew I didn't need to hesitate. I went right in.

"Bec?" he swivelled around on his chair. Surprisingly he hadn't been looking at porn, only a YouTube video.

"Can I join you?" I asked, closing the bedroom door.

"Is this another . . . you know?"

I strode straight over to him and sat on his lap. He didn't resist. In fact, he ran his hands over my smooth legs. I still hadn't bothered changing out of my pyjamas so there was a lot of skin on display for him.

"Another what? Attempt at seduction?" I purred in his ear. "Would that be so bad?"

"No," he moaned as I slipped a hand down his pants, finding him already hard. "I just . . . needed to talk to you."

"Oh?" I got off his lap and kneeled in front of him. "Go ahead. You can talk as much as you want."

"Bec, it's . . . fuck."

I had pulled his hard cock out and wrapped my lips around it, silencing him.

"Go ahead. Say what you were going to say," I said, stroking temporarily before continuing to blow him.

"It's just – shit – okay. Um. Hurrgh. My parents . . . fuck. My parents asked me to come home."

I stopped. I looked at him. No. He couldn't leave. Not now. I had lost Todd's cock, I couldn't lose Logan's too. And especially not all of him. Not after the last few days. My look of worry must have been visible on my face.

"They said they'd come and pick me up," Logan continued. 

"Are you considering it?" I asked, still holding his cock in my hand. I felt its erection subside slightly.

"I'm not sure. I just can't say no to them. You know?"

"But do you actually want to go?"

Logan shrugged his shoulders and looked down at me. I felt ridiculous kneeling in front of him like this, just feeling him getting softer.

"Logan? If you don't want to go, don't."

"The only real reason I'd really stay is . . . you. But I don't know if this will last."

"And if I promised it would last?" I began to feel like I was too obviously begging him to stay. Being on my knees didn't help with that.

"I don't know . . . how can I tell my parents?"

He looked like the dilemma was tearing him apart inside. I felt sorry for him. And I couldn't keep hiding the truth of my desires.

"Listen, Logan. I desperately want you to stay. And I know you want to stay. I'll help you think of what to tell your parents. And . . . maybe we can come up with some sort of arrangement."

"What sort of arrangement?" His interest had been piqued.

I began to play with his member. "Let's say . . . four times a week. Without fail. Four times a week we can spend time together."

"That might work," he said as his erection returned.

"Yeah? And, how about we take turns deciding what to do. Two times a week you choose. Two times a week I choose."

"What is there to choose? I just want to fuck you."

I laughed, stroking him faster. "Well, if there's something you want me to teach you, then you can tell me. And when it's my turn I might want something just for me. Like getting you to lick me out?"

"Oh?" Logan's good mood had returned, helped along by my handjob. "I like the sound of that."

"Good." I licked along the length of his shaft, causing him to groan. "So, let's say it's your turn in charge today. What would you want to do?"

"Can I . . . fuck in the ass?"

His request threw me off-guard. He had only had sex twice and he was already keen to move up in the world. But who was I to discourage his boldness?

"Hell yes," I replied. "But we might need lube. You got any?"

Logan nodded and reached into his draw. The bottle of lube he pulled out was only filled a third of the way up.

"You really have been busy," I grinned, noticing how much he had used.

"No point being frugal with it."

"No, there isn't." I sucked on his cock for a minute, making him swell to his full size, then stood up. "I don't suppose you have a condom?"

"Oh, no." He looked worried, as if I might suddenly turn down his request. Luckily for him I wasn’t going to turn down my first chance for anal in many months.

"Not to worry, I've got some. Don't want your cock getting too dirty. Take your clothes off while I get one."

I ran to my room and managed to find a condom in a half-empty box. Logan was naked when I return, and still completely hard.

"Is this really gonna happen?" he asked, looking at me eagerly.

"Um, of course. But you need to get me in the mood first."

"How?"

I grabbed his cock and kissed his neck. "Make me wet."

With that command he finally took control. He helped me pull my top off. His hands grabbed my tits, massaging them.

"I love your tits, Bec. They're so big."

"Suck on them," I said as I moved to the bed and lied down on it. Logan got on top of me, his erection pressing into my shorts, and sucked my nipples. He pulled on them, sending shivers of pleasure through me. "Fuck, that's so good."

Logan responded by pulling my shorts down. His fingers played with the lips of my pussy.

"You're so wet," he said.

"Fuck my pussy first. Then you can fill my ass."

He didn't need telling twice. My wet arousal let him easily begin to penetrate me. He thrust hard and fast, meanwhile letting his hands explore my body. They ran over my thighs, grabbed my tits, gentled pulled my hair.

"Make me cum, Logan," I said airily. Something about his cock brought me to orgasm so quickly. It hit the perfect spot. "Then you can fuck me in the ass."

My promise gave him the encouragement to fuck me harder. I was at his mercy, desperate for his hard cock to make me climax. My hands clawed at the bedsheets. I wanted to finger my clit but was too overwhelmed by his pounding cock to do anything. I didn't need any more stimulation. I moulded the duvet in my palms. There was nothing I could focus on but the pleasure of each thrust.

"Keep going!" I screamed, knowing I didn't need to worry about Todd hearing. "UUggggh yes. Fuck. Yes. FUUUCK!"

Logan had held me tight as his hips worked harder, bringing me over the edge. My orgasm rippled through my body. My chest heaved and my pussy clenched around his cock.

"That was so good, Logan," I managed to say.

He pulled out, I assumed because he had been so close. But I knew what he wanted next. I grabbed the condom which had been lying beside me and opened the packet. 

"Come here," I said, let him shuffle closer. I rolled the condom over his slick cock then took the bottle of lube, squirting a dollop on his tip and stroking. "You ready?"

"Fuck yes. Are you?"

I smiled and nodded, then turned over. On my hands and knees, my butt was positioned in front of him invitingly.

"Fuck me in the ass," I told him.

Logan grabbed my waist and moved forward on his knees. The head of his cock pushed against my opening. It had been months since a dick had found its way in there so I was expecting to feel a level of discomfort, but Logan's lubed-up slender shaft penetrated me without much resistance.

"Fuck it's so tight," he said, gasping at the brand-new sensation for him.

I winced as he first started to fuck me faster, but soon my ass had become used to it and it provided a wonderfully different pleasure. Being so much tighter than my pussy, every thrust was so all-encompassing and I could feel every throb of his cock.

"I'm already gonna cum," Logan groaned behind me.

"Cum inside me."

I braced myself for him to fuck me harder, but instead his pulled out. Slowly, his cock was drawn out of my ass and I groaned as it left me feeling stretched and empty.

"What's wrong?" I asked, turning to lie on my back.

"I had something I wanted to try," he said, looking a bit sheepish. "Something for when I finish?"

I raised an eyebrow. "Logan, just say it."

"I want you to make me cum with your tits."

I looked at him and smiled. "A titjob? You should have just said!"

Logan grinned and took the condom off then shuffled over to me. Straddling me with his knees on either side of torso, his cock rested in the valley between my big tits.

"You wanna cum like this?" I asked as I grabbed my tits, pushing them together so his cock was completely enveloped by the cleavage they created.

"Fuck yes." His head tilted back as the new stimulation took over.

I watched as the head of his cock disappeared and re-emerged each time the flesh of my breasts surrounding it. I pushed them together harder, creating a tighter grip on his shaft. His tip bulged and a drop of precum leaked out.

"I'm going to cum so hard," Logan moaned, his body tightening.

I worked my tits faster. "Cum on my tits."

"Uuughghh."

Cum shot out of his engorged head, striking my on the chin. It painted my neck in long white strings. It pulsed like a cannon. His warm stickiness covered me. I expected it to squirt into the deep ridge between my tits but the power behind his orgasm instead gave me an ornate pearl necklace. Logan looked at the jewellery he had unloaded on me as he sat back.

"You had so much in you!" I said, struggling to see the full extent of the load dripping over me. "Fuck that was amazing."

Logan lay down beside me. "Is that okay? Making a mess, I mean."

I smiled reassuringly at him as I helped myself to the day's second serving of cum.

*****

As we lay on Logan's bed, both recovering from our bout of fun, I held his hand.

"You'll stay with me then, won't you?"

He turned to look at me, smiling. "I've never had someone like you want me so much. I'd be an idiot to turn you down."

"I just can't go back to being alone in my room all day every day. I'm sure you don't either."

"I know, but what do I tell my parents? I need a good excuse."

"What, you can't tell them you want to stay with your friend who you also happen to fuck?" I teased him, poking his chest. "Don't worry, we'll think of something. Oh, and I need your help with something.”

“What?”

“At some point I need to try to beat my record.”

“What record?” He still hadn’t caught on to my meaning.

“Six,” I answered, showing him the same number of fingers. He looked at me confused and I watched the cogs in his brain whirring. Then his eyes widened as the realisation struck him.

“Oooh,” he said. “We can definitely try that. But only if you help me set my record.”

I laughed at his response and gladly accepted his deal. We joked around some more and spent the rest of the afternoon in Logan's bedroom. Not fucking, for a change, but playing videogames. And in the evening we slumped in the living room to start a new Netflix series we had both been meaning to watch.

When I went to the bathroom between episodes, I saw a notification from Tinder. Bruce had messaged me again. Curiosity got the better of me and I opened the app.

“What some fun again?” It had been two days now since that first message. I might have felt bad about ghosting him, but I knew as well as him that that was just part of the Tinder game. His recent message was far worse: “Let’s chat when lockdown is done then.”

Fuck this guy and his arrogance. He may have provided me with one satisfying orgasm remotely, but I now had no compelling reason to keep him waiting in the wings for me. I had a real cock to use when I needed. And, even if I wanted to meet him for a fuck in the distant future, his messages had really turned me off to that idea.

I considered replying to him. I could have explained my new situation, but why the fuck should I. Instead, I unmatched with him and was about to leave the bathroom. But then I looked back at Tinder. No amount of swiping and chatting with strangers was going to bring me the same levels of satisfaction I’d had in the last couple of days. It was only ever a distraction. And sometimes I met some serious shitheads so it was probably a good move for my mental health. Without hesitating any further, I deleted the app and went back to the living room, feeling utterly liberated.

Todd joined us later in the evening, having slinked off to his room after dinner.

"Whatcha been up to?" I asked teasingly, seeing the face of a man who had just experienced a relief of tension.

"Oh, just talking to Grace," he answered, smirking. He looked at me knowingly as he joined us on the sofa. "What are you guys watching?"

I noticed we were all sat in the same positions we had been for our film night. Memories of what had happened made me smile, but then I realised I wasn't smiling because of that. The three of us, hanging out together, getting through lockdown with the support of one another, that was what filled me with happiness. I may not have Todd's cock to play with anymore, but I did have a newfound friendship. And now my arrangement with Logan was sure to stave off any sexual frustration. Despite a rocky start to lockdown, we were all in it together.

The End
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In Lockdown with a Nurse: A Medical Femdom Story

Life in lockdown with a sexy nurse ought to be fun, and this strict flatmate is eager to prove that she isn't your typical medical worker.

A quarantine is announced and Harry is ready to break the rules and skip town. But when his flatmate, Jess, returns from a shift at the hospital, she has other plans for him. With a weekend free, she wants to have fun.

What begins as a few evening drinks descends into a night of naughty games, embarrassing truths, and the most heart-racing dares. This might be a dream come true for Harry, but ending up as the patient of a hot nurse doesn't turn out as expected. This femdom nurse needs to perform some examinations and she has handcuffs to help her. Wild sex makes way for a life-changing session full of bondage, BDSM, and spanking

Lust and Sin: Seduced at the Lake House

Oscar had hoped for a romantic vacation with his girlfriend. But spending weeks alone with her at a lake house doesn't provide the passion-filled holiday he wanted. As distractions and interruptions keep getting in their way, his frustration builds. Just as he can take no more, Kim arrives to make his struggle all more hard.

Time spent relaxing turns into a nightmare as Oscar tries to avoid her seductive allure. But her bikini-clad body isn't so easy to resist. Especially when they are all alone on a canoe. Oscar soon begins to realise that his fear of cheating on his girlfriend has become a dark and sinful fantasy. And sometimes it's easier to give in to temptation.
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