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Content Warning


This book contains graphic sexual content, BDSM themes, and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters involved in sexual content are over 18. Safewords are in use at all times during BDSM scenes.


Chapter 1: Marks of Submission


Back in my tiny dorm room, I stood before the full-length mirror, shirt lifted, turning to examine the marks left on my body by my submission to Mark, my dad's best friend and my best friend's dad.

Purple-black bruises circled both wrists where metal cuffs had bitten into my delicate skin. My ankles wore matching jewelry from where I’d pulled hard, trying to close my legs. Rope burns striped my ribs and stomach, geometric patterns that would take weeks to fade. I twisted to see my ass. Jesus. One cheek showed the perfect outline of Mark’s hand in shades of violet and green. The other displayed overlapping ovals from the paddle, some edges sharp where the wood made contact, others diffused where flesh had cushioned the blow.

Between my legs were fingerprint constellations where he’d gripped and spread me wide. Everything ached. Walking hurt. Sitting hurt worse. My asshole felt raw, violated, tender.

But my ego bore the deepest bruise.

I’d written that exact scenario years ago—the motel, the restraints, the forced degradation. I’d been tricked into living out one of my own deviant fantasies. Mark had read my private files, studied my darkest thoughts, then recreated them with clinical precision.

Still. The thrill wouldn’t leave me.

The door swung open.

“Jesus Christ!” Jenna dropped her gym bag. “What the fuck happened to you?”

I lowered my shirt quickly, but she’d already seen the evidence of my submission.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

I did. She lifted the fabric higher, her sharp intake of breath loud in the quiet room.

“Mark did this?”

“He did, but I need to explain. It’s complicated.”

She looked at me like she didn’t believe me. “Explain.”

“We went to dinner first,” I said, the words tumbling out. I told her how Mark wanted to sleep with me again. My refusal. His offer of new clothes and a new computer. My continued refusal. Finally, his offer to put me up in my own apartment.

“Then he took me to this sleazy motel. The Bulldog Inn.”

“He’s a psycho, Skylar. This is fucked up.”

“Let me finish.” I pulled my shirt back down and faced her. “We played out a story I wrote. A BDSM story from when I was younger. He found it on my computer.”

“Shit, you wrote about something like this?”

“Yeah. I used to write some pretty messed-up shit. I still do.” I looked up at her, judging her reaction. She just stared at me with her mouth half-open. “He’d planned everything. He brought restraints, paddles, and even a ball gag. Tied me to the bed and—

Jenna’s eyebrows shot up. “Wait. You wrote a story about being tied up and beaten?”

“Not beaten. Dominated. Punished.” Heat crept up my neck. I could feel her judgment now. “He followed it closely. The gagging, the spanking, the rope bondage. Even made me walk outside naked to get ice from the machine while people watched.”

“That was in your story?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, looking down.

Jenna let out a sharp laugh. “Then maybe you’re the real psycho.”

I couldn’t argue with that. “I’m worried about what else he read. There were some fairly twisted stories in that folder.”

“Fine.” Jenna sat on her bed, legs crossed. “But sick fantasy aside, this doesn’t sound very consensual.”

“We had a safeword.” I sat across from her. “Red. All I had to do was say it, and everything would stop.”

“In theory.”

“What?”

“Do you really think he would’ve respected it?” Jenna’s dark eyes held mine. “If you’d said red while tied to that bed, do you honestly believe he would’ve let you go?”

The question hung between us. I opened my mouth. Closed it.

“I don’t know,” I admitted finally. “I have to assume he would. But I didn’t test it, so...”

“And if you had used it, you wouldn’t have gotten the apartment.” Jenna leaned forward. “So that was coercion. A financial incentive to endure whatever he wanted.”

I processed this. The logic tracked. My pulse raced.

“You’re making some good points.” I pulled my knees to my chest, wincing at the soreness. “But it’s not like I’m homeless. I could’ve walked away. Sacrificed the apartment if I’d chosen to.”

“But you didn’t.”

“No.” I met her eyes. “I admit he put me in a dubious position, but I also wanted it. It wasn’t just about the apartment.”

Jenna tilted her head. “Were you scared?”

“A few times, yeah.” The admission struck me harder than I expected. “And I know it might be sick, but that was what made it so sexually exciting. The mystery of not knowing. The deviant nature of it all.”

“I get it.” Jenna’s voice dropped lower. “Actually, I’m a little wet just hearing about it. I’ve never been used like that. All the boys I’ve been with were wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am types. I’ve only had a real orgasm twice.”

“Exactly.” Relief flooded through me. “I haven’t had much experience either. But both times with Mark produced literally earth-shaking orgasms. Even if I can barely sit now, it was worth it.”

Jenna grinned. “You’re one sick puppy.”

“Speaking of the apartment...” I straightened. “I want you to move in with me.”

“Seriously? I love you, but I don’t have money for an apartment.”

“You don’t have to pay anything.” I picked at my thumbnail. “Mark’s paying the rent, but there is a catch. In exchange, I have to be available to him at least once a month.”

Jenna processed this. “So you’re basically a sugar baby.”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“Would he expect me to sleep with him, too?”

“Not unless you want to.” My voice came out smaller than intended. “I know it’s completely—”

“I’ll do it.”

I blinked. “What? Seriously, you will?”

“But the main reason I’m doing this,” Jenna said, moving to stand in front of me, “is to look out for you. Not because I need the apartment—though free rent is nice. I don’t completely trust him… but he is hot as hell.”

Gratitude swamped me. I reached for her hand.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She squeezed my fingers. “I might regret this. But someone needs to make sure you don’t end up actually murdered by that psycho.”

“He’s not a psycho.”

“Skylar. Look at your ass, girl.”

“Fair point,” I said.


Chapter 2: Moving Day


Jenna and I struggled as we hauled boxes down three flights of stairs from our cramped dorm. Sweat gathered at the small of my back, my muscles protesting each trip.

“How did we accumulate this much crap in just a few months?” Jenna grunted, balancing a box of protein shake containers against her hip.

“Mine’s mostly books,” I said, hefting another box full of books and scattered notepads. We loaded everything into my Honda Civic, which had broken down in December, the incident that had culminated in this illicit arrangement with my sugar daddy, Mark.

We pulled up to the apartment complex around 11 am, the sun beating down as I backed the car up to the door of our hallway. Before I could even pop the trunk, an old man shuffled toward us with a toy schnauzer straining at the end of a leash. The dog had an adorable scruffy face.

“Oh my God, he’s so cute!” I stepped forward, hand extended.

The schnauzer launched into a frenzy of high-pitched barking, teeth bared.

I jerked back.

“Ranger doesn’t like to be touched,” the old man said, his voice rough as sandpaper. He wore pleated khakis and a golf shirt half-tucked in. His eyes tracked from me to the car. “Young lady, that’s not a parking spot.”

“I know.” I wiped sweat from my forehead. “I’ll move as soon as we unload our boxes. I’m Skylar, by the way. This is Jenna. We’re moving into 2B.”

The old man’s gaze swept over both of us—lingering just a second too long on our sports bras visible through the opening in the front of our coats. “Mr. Franklin. Been here twenty years.” He tugged Ranger’s leash as the dog continued growling. “I hope you girls don’t plan on holding too many late-night parties. I don’t like parties.”

“We won’t,” Jenna said quickly.

“Good.” He muttered something under his breath as he shuffled past.

Jenna and I exchanged a look. She bit back a smile.

“Well, he seems fun,” she whispered.

“At least we know who’ll call the cops if we play music past nine.”

We’d barely gotten the trunk open when a delivery truck rumbled up behind us. The driver hopped out, checking his scanner.

The driver was early twenties, with dark curly hair and soft eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. Thin, but his forearms were roped with muscle—had to be, lifting packages all day.

“You moving in?” The accent was subtle — Puerto Rican, I guessed — but enough to catch my attention. Soft consonants, unhurried vowels. The kind of voice you could listen to all day without getting tired of it. I’d always been a sucker for Latino boys, a weakness I blamed entirely on my half-Cuban heritage, my mother’s side.

“Yeah, 2B.” I gestured at the building.

He consulted his scanner. “Got a delivery for that unit, actually. Let me grab it.”

Jenna elbowed me, grinning. She’d noticed me staring.

“Shut up,” I muttered.

“Skylar Puglisi?”

“That’s me.”

He gestured to a massive box in the back. “Bookshelf from IKEA. Where do you want it?”

Twenty minutes later, we sat on the floor of our new living room, surrounded by wooden slats, screws, and an instruction manual that might as well have been written in hieroglyphics.

“This piece goes here, right?” I held up what looked like a shelf.

Jenna squinted at the diagram. “I think that’s actually the back panel.”

“How can it be the back panel? It’s got these holes.”

“All the panels have holes, Sky.”

We’d managed to connect exactly two pieces when someone knocked.

We jumped up and opened the door to find a man who could’ve stepped out of a fitness magazine. Mid-to-late twenties, Black, with warm light brown eyes and an athletic build that his fitted shirt did nothing to hide. His smile was easy, confident.

“Hey. I’m Darien from 2D.” He gestured vaguely down the hall. “Thought I’d introduce myself. Let you know if you need anything, I’m right down there.”

“Actually...” Jenna glanced back at our disaster zone. “You wouldn’t happen to know anything about putting bookshelves together?”

Darien laughed, stepping inside. “IKEA?”

“Is it that obvious?”

He knelt beside our pathetic attempt, immediately identifying what we’d done wrong. His hands moved efficiently, connecting pieces we’d been struggling with for twenty minutes. “You had the back panel upside down.”

“See?” I elbowed Jenna.

As he worked, Jenna leaned against the wall. “So what do you do, Darien?”

“Personal trainer at the gym across the street.” He tightened a screw, then glanced up at Jenna. His gaze lingered on her legs—the defined muscles of a serious athlete. “You’re a runner.”

Jenna’s posture shifted slightly, her chin lifting. “Track. Sprints, mostly.”

“Figured.” His smile widened, genuine and definitely interested. “You’ve got that build. I work with a few track athletes. Always impressed by sprinters—that explosive power takes serious dedication.”

A blush touched Jenna’s cheeks. “It’s not as glamorous as it sounds.”

“Don’t sell yourself short. It’s impressive.” He stood, brushing off his knees. The bookshelf stood solid behind him. “There you go. Should hold whatever you’re putting on it.”

“Thank you so much.” I scrambled to my feet. “We would’ve been here until midnight.”

“No problem. Like I said, I’m just down the hall if you need anything. Or if you want training tips.” That last part was directed at Jenna, accompanied by a smile that could’ve melted ice.

* * *

Darien headed toward his door just as the same delivery driver from earlier appeared, struggling with another large box.

“Whoa, let me help.” Darien grabbed one end.

The driver—Enrique, according to his name tag—looked sheepish. “Sorry, I didn’t realize I had more boxes for you guys.”

“Must be our bedframes and mattresses.”

Between the two of them, they maneuvered the massive boxes through the doorway. Enrique took mine to my room, while Darien carried Jenna’s to hers.

As I walked Enrique back to the door, I touched his arm. “We’ll probably be seeing a lot of you over the next few days.”

His eyes caught mine—darker than I’d noticed before, almost black in the dim hallway light. A slow smile spread across his face. “I’ll look forward to each delivery.”

Heat crept up my neck. “You’re sweet.”

He hesitated at the threshold, one hand on the doorframe. “I’m just finishing my shift. Do you want some help putting your bed together?”

“That would be great.”

We set to work in my room, spreading the pieces across the floor. Enrique connected rails and slats while I handed him screws and bolts. His fingers brushed mine once, twice—maybe accidentally, maybe not.

“You do this a lot?” I asked.

“What? Offer to help put together deliveries?” His accent curled around the words, playful. “No.”

We finished the frame in twenty minutes. From down the hall came the sound of Jenna’s laugh, followed by Darien’s deeper chuckle.

“Sounds like they’re getting along,” Enrique said.

“Jenna gets along with everyone.”

We hauled the compressed mattress through the doorway and into Jenna’s room just as Darien secured the final bolt on her bedframe. Enrique pulled a box cutter from his pocket, slicing through the plastic wrap. The mattress began expanding immediately, unfolding with a soft whoosh as air filled the foam. He and Darien guided it onto the frame, adjusting it as it grew to full size.

Jenna flopped onto it, arms spread wide. “Oh my God, this is heaven compared to that dorm mattress.”

I collapsed beside her, the foam resisting beneath us. “We should test it properly. Make sure it’s sturdy.”

Jenna turned her head toward the guys, who lingered awkwardly. “You should join us. See how it feels.”

They exchanged a glance.

“We don’t bite.” Jenna looked at me, one eyebrow raised, with a wicked smile on her lips.

I winked back.

Darien moved first, settling onto the edge of the mattress. Enrique followed, positioning himself beside me. The bed dipped under their weight, bringing us closer together.

Jenna’s hand found Darien’s jaw, turning his face toward hers. “Just checking the quality,” she murmured, then kissed him.

Enrique’s gaze dropped to my mouth. I closed the distance between us, pressing my lips to his. He tasted like coffee and something sweet—maybe the candy he’d probably been eating in the truck. His hand slid to my waist, pulling me closer as the kiss deepened.

I heard Jenna moan—soft and breathy—and felt the mattress shift as she and Darien repositioned themselves. Enrique’s mouth moved to my neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin of my earlobe. My fingers found the hem of his brown uniform shirt, tugging it upward.

He pulled back just long enough to strip it off. Underneath, his chest was lean and defined, light brown skin stretched over muscle. I traced the lines of his abs, felt them contract beneath my touch.

“Jesus,” he breathed, his accent thicker now.

My own shirt joined his on the floor. Then my bra. His hands cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing over nipples that tightened at the contact. I arched into him, grinding against the growing hardness pressed against my thigh.

Beside us, the sounds of kissing, fabric rustling. Jenna’s yoga pants hit the floor. Darien’s shirt followed.

Enrique’s fingers found the waistband of my leggings, sliding them down my hips. I kicked them off along with my underwear, suddenly aware of how exposed I was—naked on a bed with three other people, one of them my best friend. The other two, complete strangers.

It should’ve felt strange.

It didn’t.

I settled between Enrique’s legs. His shorts hit the floor, revealing him—thick and cut, already hard and throbbing. Beside him, Darien was bigger, his cock jutting upward with an aggressive curve.

“Damn,” Jenna breathed, wrapping both hands around Darien’s shaft. “That’s impressive.”

Enrique was smaller but beautifully proportioned, fitting perfectly in my palm as I stroked him. The smell of sweat and masculinity filled my nose. I leaned forward, tongue darting out to catch the bead of precum forming at his tip.

Salt and something slightly sweet burst across my taste buds. I moaned, taking him deeper, feeling him throb against my tongue.

Beside me, Jenna worked Darien with enthusiasm, her head bobbing as wet, sloppy sounds filled the room. I mirrored her rhythm, hollowing my cheeks, using one hand to cup Enrique’s balls. They tightened in my palm as he groaned.

“Yeah, just like that,” he muttered, fingers tangling in my hair.

The weight of him in my mouth, the taste coating my tongue—I was already wet and wanting him.

Enrique pulled out of my mouth and positioned himself between my legs, his mouth trailing down my stomach. When his tongue found my clit, my hands fisted in the sheets.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

He worked me with long, slow strokes alternating with quick flicks that had my hips bucking against his face. My eyes rolled back as the pressure built, climbing higher and higher.

Jenna’s cry cut through the haze. I turned my head to find her on her hands and knees, Darien behind her, gripping her hips as he thrust into her. Her eyes met mine, dark and wild, her mouth open in a silent scream.

Enrique pulled back, wiping his mouth. “You taste incredible.”

He fumbled in his pocket for his wallet, producing a condom. I watched as he rolled it on, his cock thick and curving slightly upward. Then he was filling me, and I forgot about everything except the stretch and slide of him moving inside me.

He used steady, deep strokes that hit something perfect inside me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting each thrust with my own.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned, his accent slurring my name into something musical.

Darien shifted Jenna onto her back, hooking her legs over his shoulders. The new angle made her scream. The sound of them aroused me, hearing and sensing someone else’s bliss.

Enrique pulled out, flipping me onto my stomach. “On your knees.” His dominant tone reminded me of Mark.

I obeyed, positioning myself beside Jenna, who was still panting from her orgasm. Darien had slowed his pace, dragging it out, teasing her.

Enrique entered me from behind, gripping my hips. If he noticed the still-healing bruises on my ass, he didn’t say anything. The new angle was deeper, almost too much. I buried my face in the new mattress, muffling my moans.

Jenna’s hand found mine and squeezed. I turned my head toward her just as Darien pulled out and flipped her, mirroring Enrique’s position.

We were side by side now, both on our hands and knees, being taken from behind.

Jenna’s face was flushed, her braids disheveled, her eyes glazed with serenity. She leaned toward me, her breath hot against my mouth.

Then she kissed me.

Her lips were softer than any boy’s—full and warm and tasting faintly of strawberry lip gloss. I hesitated for half a second before kissing her back, our mouths opening, tongues sliding together in a rhythm that matched the thrusts behind us.

It was strange and familiar all at once—like crossing an invisible line.

Enrique’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged. “I’m close.”

“Don’t stop,” I gasped against Jenna’s mouth.

He reached around, fingers finding my clit, rubbing tight circles as he pounded into me. The dual sensation—his cock hitting that perfect spot inside, his fingers working my clit—sent me over the edge.

I came hard, my whole body clenching around him, waves of elation crashing through me. Enrique followed seconds later, his grip on my hips tightening as he buried himself deep and groaned my name.

Beside us, Jenna shattered, her kiss breaking into a loud cry as Darien drove into her one last time, his own climax evident in the way his whole body went rigid.

We collapsed onto the mattress in a tangle of limbs—sweaty, spent, breathing hard.

We lay there in silence for what seemed like forever. Enrique was the first to move, rolling off the bed with a regretful sigh. “I’m sorry to run, but I need to return the truck.”

“I understand.” I propped myself up on one elbow, watching as he gathered his clothes.

Darien stretched, his muscles flexing. “Why don’t you come back? I’ll cook dinner for everyone. I make a mean arroz con pollo—Cuban-style, with black beans and plantains.”

Enrique paused mid-button. “That sounds amazing.”

“Sold,” Jenna said, still sprawled on the bed. “I’m starving.”

I met Enrique’s eyes. “Seven?”

“Seven,” he agreed, leaning down to kiss me one more time before heading for the door.


Chapter 3: Let's Keep Telling Ourselves That


We spent the next day driving my Honda around Athens, hitting every thrift store within a ten-mile radius. We filled the back seat and trunk with mismatched dishes, silverware wrapped in newspaper, and three folding chairs that had seen better days.

“This table’s perfect,” Jenna said, running her hand across a small circular piece with a chipped white surface. “It’s only got one wobbly leg.”

“Sold.” I flagged down the teenager working the register.

At the third store, we found a sagging brown couch that smelled faintly of mothballs and a coffee table with water rings etched into the wood. Jenna wrinkled her nose. “It’s hideous.”

“It’s forty dollars for both.”

“Sold.”

She loaded her cart with organizational shelves for her closet—white wire contraptions designed to corral sports equipment. Meanwhile, I circled a wooden desk three times before committing. The surface was scratched, one drawer stuck, but it fit my laptop perfectly.

“For your writing?” Jenna asked.

“Yeah.”

We hauled everything to the register, and I pulled out the debit card Mark had given me. The total came to five hundred and seventeen dollars, including delivery fees for the larger items.

Jenna watched me sign the receipt. “How does Mark have money for all this?”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s an ex-Marine and a high school teacher.” She grabbed the lighter bags. “That’s not exactly ‘rent an apartment for two college girls’ money.”

“Good question.” I set the desk down and pulled out my phone to text Mark.

Skylar: How are you affording all this?

His response came within seconds.

Mark: Don’t tell my wife, but my aunt, Helen, died last year. Never had kids. Left everything to me.

I showed Jenna the screen.

“Oh damn.” She barked out a laugh. “I bet Aunt Helen didn’t think he’d be spending her money on a fuckpad and two college-aged sugar babies.”

I choked on air. “Jesus, Jenna.”

“What? It’s true.”

My phone buzzed again.

Mark: Planning to visit next weekend. Want to watch the Super Bowl with you and Jenna. I’ll order a pizza, but get some snacks and drinks.

Heat flooded my face. I typed back quickly.

Skylar: We’re invited to a Super Bowl afterparty on campus after the game. Can we still go?

Mark: Sure. I’ve got a buddy I plan to catch up with after the game anyway. But I want to watch it with you two first, and for it to be a freeuse experience.

Skylar: Freeuse?

Mark: It means I can use your bodies however I want during the game. You don’t respond, don’t acknowledge it. Just keep watching TV, talking, whatever. When I stop, you go back to normal.

Skylar: Okay, whatever.

Mark: Exactly.

I pocketed my phone and looked at Jenna, who was loading the shelves into the trunk. “Mark’s coming next weekend. Wants to watch the Super Bowl with us.”

Her hands stilled. “Oh. What about the party?”

“We can still go to the party after.”

“Right. Yeah. That’s fine.” She slammed the trunk harder than necessary. “I mean, I knew this day was coming.”

We climbed into the car. Jenna stared out the window, picking at her cuticles.

“It’s not like I’m a virgin or anything,” she said finally. “And I want to fuck him. It’s just... weird. Knowing you’re going to have sex with someone who’s paying your rent.”

I gripped the steering wheel. “I haven’t thought about it that way.”

“Really?” She turned to face me. “Because it’s really just a form of—.”

I stopped her before she could finish. “I don’t think that’s fair.”

“How is it not?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. Frowned. “I don’t know. It just... feels different. So is marriage prostitution?” The words tumbled out before I could stop them. “If one person provides and the other doesn’t work.”

“That’s different.”

“How?”

“Because those relationships aren’t strictly about sex.”

I chewed my bottom lip, thinking. “I think prostitution is more like... You have sex with someone you don’t want to. Wouldn’t, without being paid.”

Jenna considered this. “That’s an interesting distinction. I mean, I would fuck him even if he wasn't paying the rent.”

"Exactly," I said.

We sat in silence for a moment.

“Let’s keep telling ourselves that,” Jenna said quietly.

I started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, but her words echoed in my head the entire drive home.


Chapter 4: PreGame & First Quarter


At 5:30 PM, an hour before kickoff, the sound of a key sliding into the lock made my stomach drop.

I hadn’t thought about it before—of course, Mark had his own key. He’d signed the lease. And now he was making it abundantly clear that he could come and go as he pleased.

Jenna and I had been sitting on the couch, pretending to watch pregame coverage while our legs bounced with nervous energy. At the metallic scrape of the deadbolt, we both jumped to our feet like guilty teenagers.

The door swung open.

Mark stepped inside wearing jeans and a UGA hoodie, holding a twelve-pack of Budweiser in one hand and a large pizza box balanced on the other. He looked completely normal—the friend coming over to watch football with his college-aged sugar babies.

“Hey, sweetheart.” He leaned down and kissed my forehead.

The gesture surprised me. So casual, so paternal. I expected a more passionate greeting.

He stepped fully inside, closing the door behind him with his foot. Jenna stood awkwardly near the couch, smoothing her skirt.

“Jenna.” Mark set the pizza and beer on the coffee table and extended his hand. “Good to officially meet you.”

She crossed the room and shook it. “You too, Mr. Sullivan.”

“Mark, please.”

He held her hand just a beat longer than necessary. His eyes traveled down her body—lingering on her short denim skirt, her toned brown legs, before returning to her face.

“You both look lovely today.” His voice was warm and friendly. “Looking forward to the game?”

“Yeah,” I managed. “Should be good.”

Jenna just nodded.

“Want the tour?” I offered, desperate for something to do.

“I’d love that.”

We showed him around the apartment—our bedrooms, the bathroom, the small dining area we’d set up near the kitchen. Mark complimented everything. The throw pillows on the couch. The way Jenna had organized her track medals. The thrift store coffee table I’d sanded down and re-stained.

“I’m so glad you’re both enjoying the place,” he said as we returned to the living room. “That makes me very happy.”

Jenna stepped forward first, rising on her toes to kiss his cheek. “Thank you so much. Really.”

I followed, pressing my lips to his other cheek. “We appreciate it more than you know.”

His hand found the small of my back, warm through my thin t-shirt. “Anything for my girl.”

The possessiveness in those last words made my skin crawl and burn at the same time.

We moved to the kitchen to grab drinks and distribute pizza slices onto paper plates. Mark opened three cokes, handing them out like we were at a family barbecue.

Back in the living room, we settled into position—Mark and I on the couch, Jenna in the armchair pulled close enough that we formed a triangle around the TV.

The pregame show droned on as we ate. Analysts in suits debated defensive formations.

Mark opened his second beer and took a long pull. “So, Jenna.” He turned his attention to her. “Skylar’s told me great things. Track star, right?”

“Yeah, sprints mostly.”

“Impressive. That takes serious discipline.” He leaned back against the couch cushions, one arm stretched along the back. “What’s your major? Still deciding between sports medicine and psychology?”

Jenna blinked, clearly surprised he knew. “Yeah, I... how did you—”

“Sorry,” I interrupted. “I talk about you a lot.”

As the words left my mouth, I saw Mark’s hand move to his zipper.

He unzipped his jeans with casual indifference, maintaining perfect eye contact with Jenna as she answered his question.

“I used to lean more towards sports medicine,” Jenna said, her voice slightly higher than normal. “But now I’m thinking psychology.”

Mark pulled his cock out—already semi-hard, thick and heavy in his palm.

He took my hand and placed it on him without looking at me.

I glanced at the TV, then at Jenna, whose eyes had gone wide. I began to stroke him slowly, feeling him harden fully under my fingers. Then I leaned forward and took him in my mouth.

Mark didn’t acknowledge it. Didn’t shift his posture or change his expression.

“What draws you to psychology?” he continued, his voice perfectly even despite the wet sounds now filling the room—the soft pop when I pulled my mouth away from him, the quiet slurp as I took him in again.

Jenna’s eyes were fixed on the sight of me sucking his cock, but she was trying desperately not to acknowledge what she was seeing.

“I... uh... I like understanding why people do what they do.”

“Good reason.” He took a sip of beer like we were having a casual conversation. “Skylar, didn’t you say Jenna helped you process some complicated feelings recently?”

I pulled off his cock just enough to murmur, “Mmhmm,” before returning to my task.

My head bobbed slowly, methodically. I focused on technique—tongue flat against the underside, lips sealed tight, occasional swirl around the head.

Mark’s hand rested casually on the back of my head. Not pressing down, not guiding. Just there.

“That’s what good psychologists do,” he told Jenna, as if he weren’t currently receiving a blowjob from his sugar baby. “They help people understand themselves without judgment.”

The national anthem began playing on the TV.

Mark gently pulled his cock out of my mouth and tucked himself away, zipping his jeans like nothing had happened.

We all turned our attention to the television as the players lined up on the field.

Kickoff.

For the next fifteen minutes, we actually watched the game with Mark commenting on the plays. “New England’s offense looks weak,” he observed as the Patriots went three-and-out.

I knew nothing about football, but Jenna nodded in agreement. “Their O-line can’t protect against the Eagles’ pass rush.”

They fell into a rhythm of analysis and commentary, connecting over the game. Jenna relaxed slightly, having another slice of pizza, settling deeper into her chair.

I watched them both, unsure whether I should feel relieved that I was being all but ignored.

At the end of the first quarter, Jenna stood and stretched. “I need something else to drink. Mark, you want another beer?”

“Please.”

Jenna headed to the kitchen. I heard the refrigerator door open, the soft clink of bottles.

Mark stood and followed her.

I stayed on the couch but angled myself so I could see into the kitchen.

Jenna bent to reach the beer on the bottom shelf of the fridge.

Mark’s hand slid up the back of her thigh.

She froze.

He lifted her skirt, exposing her firm brown ass and the white silk panties covering it. His fingers hooked into the fabric and pulled it aside.

I watched as his arm moved back and forth. He was clearly fingering her pussy.

Jenna exhaled sharply, clutching the refrigerator door.

“Actually,” I called from the living room, my voice sounding distant to my own ears. “Grab the pretzels too while you’re in there.”

“Y-yeah, okay.” Jenna’s voice cracked.

Mark’s other hand gripped her hip, holding her in place as his fingers worked inside her. I could see her body trembling.

Her legs started shaking. She appeared on the verge of orgasm. I could tell from the way her whole body tensed, her sudden silence.

Then Mark stopped.

He stepped back, letting her skirt fall back into place, licked his fingers, and returned to the living room like nothing had happened.

Jenna stood there for a moment, quivering. She pulled her panties back into place with shaking hands, smoothed her skirt down, and grabbed three beers and the pretzel bag.

When she returned to the living room, Mark and I were laughing at a commercial for Dunkin’ Donuts.

She handed Mark his beer, her hands still unsteady.

Mark took it without looking at her. “Thanks, dear.”


Chapter 5: Second Quarter Oral Exam


Ten minutes into the second quarter, Mark slid off the couch and knelt on the floor in front of me.

He reached for the button of my jeans.

I lifted my hips slightly—the only acknowledgment I gave.

He unzipped them, tugged them down my legs, and tossed them onto the floor next to the coffee table. My panties followed, landing on top of the denim.

Mark spread my legs.

His mouth descended.

I kept my eyes fixed on the television screen, watching the Eagles line up for a pass play. The sensation of his tongue sliding through my folds made me breathe out heavily, but I forced my expression to remain neutral.

“That was definitely pass interference,” I said, my voice slightly strained as Mark’s tongue circled my clit.

Jenna nodded from her spot in the chair next to the couch. I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye. She was trying to keep her gaze on the TV, but I saw her eyes flick down toward Mark’s head between my thighs before quickly looking away.

“Ref’s not calling it, though,” Jenna replied.

“They never do,” I said as Mark’s tongue found the perfect spot and pressed hard.

My hand clutched the couch cushion. The absurdity of the situation hit me—my sugar daddy eating me out while my best friend sat three feet away pretending nothing unusual was happening. It felt so wrong, but fuck if I wasn’t about to cum.

“Oh fuck—” My hips jerked involuntarily. “I mean, fuck, that was a fumble!”

Mark’s tongue worked steadily, deliberately, using techniques he knew worked on me from our first night together and then a few weeks ago in that seedy motel room. He knew exactly how to make me come apart.

My breathing got heavier. I tried to disguise it as excitement about the game, but the flush spreading across my chest gave me away.

I risked another glance at Jenna. She was staring resolutely at the screen. She took a long pull from her beer.

“This is a really good game. It looks like that quarterback really knows how to handle a football,” Jenna said, finally looking at me. Her eyes stayed on my face.

“Yeah... he’s incredible,” I panted, my thighs starting to tremble.

My hips began moving of their own accord, grinding against Mark’s mouth. His hands gripped my bare legs, spreading them wider, two of his fingers entering me.

The crowd roared on the television. Someone had scored. I had no idea who.

Mark’s tongue flicked faster, then slowed, bearing down firmly against my clit.

“Oh God, oh God, touchdown!” I cried out as the orgasm slammed through me.

My back arched off the couch. My hand flew to Mark’s head as waves of ecstasy rolled through my body.

Mark pulled back slowly, rising to his feet. He stepped over to Jenna and bent down, giving her a kiss, letting her taste me on his lips. Now my best friend and roommate knew what my pussy tasted like. A thrill shot through me. I suddenly wanted to know what she tasted like.

Mark returned to his spot next to me on the couch.

I stayed there for a moment, legs still splayed, my pussy wet and exposed. Jenna’s gaze remained locked on the television, but I saw her throat work as she swallowed hard.

I pulled my legs together and curled against Mark’s side, resting my head on his shoulder. He wrapped an arm around me, his hand stroking my bare thigh absently as we turned our attention back to the game.

The halftime show would start in eight minutes.


Chapter 6: Halftime Performance


Mark stood and stretched, his back cracking audibly. “I’ll be right back.”

He disappeared down the hallway. I heard the bathroom door close.

The second the bathroom door clicked shut, Jenna grabbed my arm.

“This is so weird,” she hissed, keeping her voice low.

“I know.” My pulse hammered.

“I mean, he just had you suck him off right in front of me.” Jenna’s eyes were wide. “And then fingering me in the kitchen… like it was nothing.”

The toilet flushed.

“And his cock,” Jenna whispered, leaning closer. “Sky, you weren’t kidding. That thing is massive.”

“I told you.”

“I thought you were exaggerating.” She shook her head. “But Jesus Christ—”

The sink turned off.

We both froze, eyes locked on each other.

“Act normal,” I breathed.

Jenna nodded quickly, releasing my arm. We turned back to the television just as the bathroom door opened.

He entered the kitchen instead of returning to the living room.

The refrigerator opened. “Either of you want another drink?”

I glanced at my Coke on the end table. “No thanks.”

“I’m good,” Jenna called out.

I heard the cap twist off, the faint hiss of carbonation. How many had he drunk? Three? Four? He had to be buzzed by now, but then again, he was a big guy. Two hundred pounds of muscle could probably handle a lot. He seemed completely sober, and he was certainly controlled.

The refrigerator closed.

I turned my attention back to the halftime show, which was beginning on screen. Justin Timberlake emerged onto the elaborate stage setup in Minneapolis, launching into “Filthy” while dancers in LED-lit costumes moved around him. The production was massive—a full marching band, pyrotechnics, the works.

Movement in my peripheral vision made me look up.

Mark walked through the doorway. Completely naked, his manhood swinging from side to side.

Jenna’s back was to the kitchen doorway. She had no warning.

Mark stepped directly in front of her chair, blocking her view of the television.

She looked up.

Her face flushed crimson from her neck to her hairline.

Mark moved closer, standing right next to her chair.

His massive nude form towered over her. His cock hung limp beside her head, thick and intimidating even in its current state.

The message was clear.

Jenna set her drink on the side table with a shaking hand. She reached out slowly, her small fingers wrapping around his shaft, feeling the weight of it.

She turned her head toward me, her eyes enormous.

Oh my God, she mouthed silently.

I nodded. Yeah. Oh my God was right.

“Hell of a show they’re putting on,” Mark commented casually, his gaze fixed on Timberlake transitioning into “Rock Your Body” on screen. “Been a while since he performed at halftime. What was it, fourteen years?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah. The Janet Jackson thing.”

“Right,” he said casually. “Wonder if they’ll reference that.”

Jenna leaned forward. Her lips opened wide as she tried to wrap her lips around him.

I watched her jaw strain, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She struggled, her inexperience with such a large dick obvious. You had to relax, open your throat, let your body adjust to the intrusion.

Mark took another sip of his beer, watching Justin move through the choreography like nothing unusual was happening. Like my college roommate wasn’t going down on him for the first time.

Jenna worked up saliva, finally getting him wet enough to slide in and out of her throat more easily. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the living room, mixing with the bass-heavy performance of “SexyBack” pumping through the television speakers.

My pulse quickened. The sounds were obscene as both hands went to the back of Jenna’s head.

He pushed.

Jenna’s eyes flew open as he drove himself deeper. Impressively, she took him almost all the way, her nose nearly touching his pelvis.

Then he stopped, just holding her there.

I saw panic flash across her face. Her throat worked, trying not to gag. Her hands gripped his thighs, fingernails digging in.

Finally, he released her.

Jenna pulled away, struggling for air. Saliva drooled from her mouth, thick strands connecting her lips to his cock.

She looked up at him, panting.

He slapped his massive member against her cheek. Once. Twice. Then pressed it back against her lips. She slowly parted them as he pushed it back into her warm hollow.

This time, he didn’t go as deep, but he thrust faster, fucking her face with steady deliberation. On screen, Justin transitioned into “Cry Me a River,” the emotional ballad creating a surreal soundtrack to what was happening in front of me.

Spit escaped from the corners of her lips, soaking into the fabric of her blouse. Dark spots spread across the cotton.

Mark’s knees buckled, a quiet hum escaping his throat.

Jenna stiffened.

I knew what was happening.

She tried to pull away, but his hands tightened on her head, holding her in place as he came in her mouth. On screen, purple lights bathed the stage as Timberlake’s voice soared through the song’s emotional climax.

Mark’s body shuddered.

Finally, he let go.

Jenna jerked back. Cum dripped from her lower lip, joining the drool on her blouse. Strings of semen stretched between his prick and her face before breaking.

She spat the rest onto her skirt, coughing and wiping her mouth and nose with the back of her hand.

Her gaze found mine—desperate, questioning, uncertain.

I held her gaze. I could see the doubt written all over her face. She wasn’t sure this arrangement would work.

But it would. She just needed time to adjust. This kind of treatment took getting used to. And it was only going to be once a month.

Mark reached for his beer, took a long drink, and settled back onto the couch as if nothing had happened.


Chapter 7: Third Quarter


Igrabbed a handful of tissues from the side table and crouched before Jenna. "Here."

She took them, wiping her mouth and chin. Her hands shook. I helped clean Mark's release from her blouse, dabbing at the wet spots spreading across the fabric.

"You okay?"

She nodded, but I thought I could see a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. I couldn't help but feel a little guilty. I'd brought her into this arrangement. I'd promised her it would be fine, manageable, just one visit a month.

Then she surprised me. She looked up at me and smiled. "Damn, that was hot."

"So, you're really okay?"

She looked at me like I was crazy, and whispered into my ear, "Did I put on a good show?"

I glanced over at Mark. He was sitting on the couch, fully absorbed in the halftime show, not paying us any attention.

On screen, Justin launched into "Can't Stop the Feeling!" The infectious beat filled the living room, absurdly cheerful against the heavy silence that had settled over us.

I stood and pulled Jenna to her feet. "Come on."

I took her hands, moving them to the beat.

"Dance with me."

She squealed and jumped up into my arms. We danced together, spinning and laughing as Justin hit the chorus. I pulled her closer, our bodies moving in sync.

This was better. This was what I needed—to see her smile, to know she wasn't traumatized by what had just happened. I liked it rough, but I wasn't sure if she would, too.

By the time the song reached its peak, we were grinding against each other, lost in the rhythm. I glanced at the couch where Mark sat, now watching us, still completely naked, a satisfied smile playing across his face. His huge cock was beginning to stiffen again.

The halftime show ended. The third quarter began.

We collapsed onto the couch, breathless and grinning. Mark draped an arm around both of us, his warmth seeping into my side. For a moment, it almost felt normal. Like we were just three people watching football together.

Except that two of us were naked.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table.

I grabbed it, glancing at the screen.

Mrs. Sullivan - Mobile

My stomach dropped.

"Shit, it's Mrs. Sullivan. Your wife."

Mark went rigid. Jenna's eyes went wide.

Why was she calling me? We weren't close like that. Sure, I'd spent plenty of time at their house growing up with Kacey, but Mrs. Sullivan calling my cell phone directly was... odd.

I answered, trying to sound casual. "Hello?"

"Skylar! Hi, sweetie." Her voice came through warm and bright. "I hope I'm not catching you at a bad time?"

Mark slid off the couch, positioning himself in front of me. His hands landed on my knees.

I tried waving him away, but he spread my legs apart and lifted them, draping them over his broad shoulders.

What the hell is he doing?

"No, not at all. Just, um, watching the game with my roommate."

"Oh, that's wonderful!" She paused. "Actually, that's part of why I'm calling. I have a business trip scheduled near Athens next weekend, and I thought it would be lovely to stop by and see you. Maybe take you girls out to lunch?"

Heat flushed through me—embarrassment mixing with panic.

Mark pulled my hips forward to the edge of the couch cushion.

My eyes widened.

I shook my head frantically at him, mouthing No. Stop.

He pressed the head of his cock against my opening.

"That would be... that would be really nice, Mrs. Sullivan."

Mark pushed into me in one slow, deliberate thrust.

My mouth flew open in a silent cry. My free hand gripped the armrest so hard my knuckles went white.

"I've been missing you girls running around the house, you know. It's too quiet now with Kacey in California and you at school."

Oh God.

Mark started thrusting, slow and deep, his eyes locked on mine with an infuriating smirk.

Jenna watched from the other end of the couch, her expression caught somewhere between horror and fascination. Her eyes kept darting between my face and where Mark disappeared inside me.

"I miss that too," I managed. The words came out choppy, broken by the rhythm of his hips.

"How are your classes going? Are you enjoying them?"

Mark gripped my hips harder, angling deeper.

I bit my lip, struggling to keep my breathing even.

"They're good. Really... really interesting."

"And are you in the dorm?"

Mark's thumb found my clit and began rubbing slow circles.

My thighs trembled against his shoulders.

"No, we're in an apartment." That your husband is paying for, I thought.

"Well, I'd love to see it when I visit. Oh!" Her voice brightened. "Is Mark there, by any chance?"

My heart almost stopped. I looked up at him, panicked.

He grinned. Didn't slow down. In fact, he leaned forward, pushing me harder against the couch.

"What? No. Why would... why would he be here?"

"He mentioned he was meeting a friend in Athens to watch the Super Bowl. Said he might drop by to check on you while he was in town."

The casual lie he'd told her. The cover story that gave him access to me.

His pace increased.

"Oh. Right. He, um, he texted earlier. But I haven't heard from him since."

Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge. I could feel the pressure building, my walls clenching around him.

"Well, he'll probably call you later. He mentions you often. I think he misses you, too."

Mark slammed into me hard, twisting one of my nipples at the same time.

"I willllllll," I cried out, then covered it with a cough. "Sorry, dry throat."

I looked over at Jenna. She had her hand pressed over her mouth, shoulders shaking with silent laughter.

"You should drink some water, sweetie."

Every nerve ending felt electrified. My toes curled against Mark's back.

He didn't let up. He thrust harder. Deeper.

"Good idea. I'll... I'll grab some after we hang up."

"Are you sure you're okay? You sound strange. Almost like you're—"

Jenna couldn't hold back. A laugh burst from her lips.

I shot her a murderous glare.

"Just out of breath. My roommate and I were... dancing. During halftime. Being silly."

Mark took one of my nipples in his mouth and began to bite down.

I twisted my body, trying to escape his relentless torture.

"Oh, how fun! I remember when you and Kacey used to put on those little performances in the den. You girls were always so creative."

Her casual mention of the den—where Mark had fucked me that first night—sent a fresh wave of guilt and arousal through me.

I began thrusting my hips against Mark, meeting his movements, silently begging him to finish this before I lost complete control.

"Yeah, good times."

"Well, I should let you get back to the game. I'll text you next week to finalize plans for lunch, okay?"

"Sounds perfect, Mrs. Sullivan."

"And Skylar? It really is lovely to hear your voice. Take care of yourself, sweetie."

"You too. Bye."

She hung up.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, that was so wrong—" I panted.

The words barely left my mouth before the orgasm hit. Mark pounded into me harder, the obscene sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room as I came apart beneath him.

"Jesus Christ, I was talking to your wife while you—"

Pleasure ripped through me. I cried out, not caring anymore, my pelvis pushing hard against his.

Mark followed seconds later, pulling out to finish on my stomach, thick ropes of cum splashing across my skin.

He collapsed on top of me, both of us panting.

The weight of him pressed me into the cushions. I could feel his heart hammering against my chest, matching my own frantic rhythm.

Jenna just shook her head, staring at us with a mixture of disbelief and amusement.

"You two are seriously fucked up."

We all laughed.

But guilt settled in my stomach.

Mrs. Sullivan had been nothing but kind to me my entire life. She'd bandaged my scraped knees, made me countless after-school snacks, driven Kacey and me to the mall more times than I could count. She'd hugged me at my high school graduation and told me how proud she was.

And I'd just had an orgasm while talking to her on the phone.

While her husband was inside me.

That was probably the most unethical thing I'd ever done in my life.

Well, other than sleeping with him to begin with.


Chapter 8: Fourth Quarter


Iwondered if Mark might be done. I knew he had stamina, but he’d already finished twice. Surely he’d had enough.

We lay on the couch on either side of him, Mark and I completely naked, while Jenna remained dressed. My head rested on his shoulder, one leg thrown across his thigh. Jenna curled against his other side, her hand resting on his chest.

The fourth quarter played out on the television. Neither team had pulled ahead—the score remained close, every possession crucial.

Halfway through the quarter, during a commercial break, Mark turned to Jenna.

“I want to see your tight little body.”

Jenna blushed. I’d never seen her shy before. She glanced at me, then back at him.

“Okay,” she whispered.

She stood, facing him. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the hem of her tank top.

The fabric lifted slowly, revealing her toned stomach. Track practice had carved definition into her abs. She pulled the blouse over her head and dropped it on the floor.

Her bra was simple—black cotton, nothing fancy. But the way it cupped her breasts made them look voluptuous.

Next came the denim skirt. She unbuttoned it, let it slide down her hips and thighs, stepping out of it gracefully. Her legs were incredible—muscular from sprinting, dark skin smooth and unmarked.

“Wow, your body is spectacular,” Mark said, his voice full of desire. “Keep going.”

Jenna reached behind her back, unclasping the bra. It fell away, and her breasts spilled free.

They were perfect. Fuller than mine, with dark nipples that stood fully erect. The kind of breasts that filled your hands completely.

Mark inhaled sharply.

Finally, Jenna hooked her thumbs into her panties—white bikini-cut—and slid them down. When she straightened, I could see her pubic hair formed a perfect V, with neatly trimmed, curly black pubes.

“Gorgeous,” Mark said. “Absolutely gorgeous.”

I glanced down and saw him growing hard again, his cock slowly thickening against his thigh.

Jesus Christ, how is that even possible?

The game came back on, but Mark wasn’t watching anymore.

He grabbed Jenna’s arms and pulled her on top of him, positioning her so she straddled his hips. His cock stood between them, thick and ready.

He guided her, hands on her waist, lowering her onto him.

Jenna whimpered as the head pressed into her. She leaned forward, arms wrapping around his neck, and sank down slowly.

“That feels so good,” she whispered.

“That’s it,” Mark murmured. “Take your time.”

She settled onto him, trembling.

“You’re thicker than anyone I’ve been with.”

Mark smiled, lifting her hips slightly before pulling her back down. “Do you like it?”

“Yeah.” Her hands gripped his shoulders. “I feel so full.”

He thrust up into her gently, testing. “Maybe I fucked your mouth a little too hard earlier. It just felt so good.”

“It was okay.” Jenna’s voice was breathless. “I’ve just never been used like that.”

Mark looked at her. “I’ll try to remember you like it softer.”

“No.” Jenna shook her head. “It was actually pretty hot now that I’m getting my head around it. It was just new, that’s all.”

Mark’s eyes darkened. He met her gaze and pushed hard up into her.

Jenna cried out.

“Like that?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Just like that.”

He thrust harder, his hips snapping up. “Tell me how much you like it.”

“I love it.” Jenna’s voice broke. “I love it when your big cock rams into me, Mr. Sullivan.”

“Call me Mark.”

“Oh, Mark,” Jenna whimpered. “Fuck me, Mark.”

She leaned forward, and they kissed—deep, hungry, tongues sliding together.

I reached out and touched her ass. Her cheeks were so soft and full, warm beneath my palm.

Mark broke the kiss. “Kiss Skylar.”

Jenna turned to me, still grinding on top of him. She leaned over, and our lips met.

Her mouth tasted like the beer he’d been drinking.

“Damn, that’s hot,” Mark groaned. “The two of you look so sexy together.”

We pulled apart, smiling at each other.

“I hope you’re enjoying your first visit,” I said.

“I am.” Mark’s hands squeezed Jenna’s hips. “You’re both such good girls, taking such good care of me.”

“Move,” he told me.

I shifted down the couch as Mark lay flat on his back, Jenna still riding his cock.

“Sit on my face.”

I climbed over him, positioning myself above his mouth. His hands gripped my thighs, pulling me down.

His tongue found my clit.

I reached out to cup Jenna’s breasts in my hands. They were heavy, nipples hard and dark. I leaned forward and kissed one, then the other, gently biting.

Mark’s hands spread my ass cheeks. His tongue left my clit, trailing higher.

Oh God.

He circled my tiny hole with the tip of his tongue. I felt it press into me.

“Oh God,” I called out.

His finger replaced his tongue, pushing all the way into my ass.

I looked at Jenna. She was still smiling, riding his cock hard.

“It feels so good, Mark,” she cried out.

Relief washed over me. If this had been too much for her, if she’d wanted to move out—

I kissed her again. This time, less playful, more sensual. I put my hand behind her head and really locked in.

For a moment, Mark wasn’t even there. It was only the two of us.

I wondered if she’d be into having sex with me alone. No distractions. Just us.

The thought startled me.

Before now, I’d never contemplated it. With Darien and Enrique, kissing her had seemed natural. With Mark, it was playful—something to add to the experience, like dessert.

But what if she were the main meal?

Mark’s finger pulled out of me.

Why is the pulling out always more painful than the going in?

He lifted me off him gently and moved out from under Jenna. He pushed her forward onto all fours and wasted no time entering her from behind.

He rammed in hard, grabbing her hips and pulling her back onto him.

“Oh yeah, that’s the spot,” Jenna said. “Keep fucking me hard.”

“Slap her ass,” Mark told me.

I tried, but it was halfhearted.

Mark slapped her ass hard, the snap echoing off the wall.

Jenna screamed.

“You want another?” he asked.

“Yes, please smack that ass.”

“Try again,” Mark told me.

I did, harder this time.

“Better. But even harder.”

I pulled my arm back and really smacked her ass. So hard it hurt my hand.

Jenna exclaimed. “That was good.”

Mark spread her ass cheeks and spit on her asshole. “Stick a finger in.”

I hesitated before reaching forward and pressing my index finger against her puckered little hole.

“It’s cute, isn’t it?” Mark said.

“Very.”

And it was. The circle of tiny muscles contracted when I touched them, as if it were winking at me.

I pressed in, applying pressure. The tip of my finger slipped inside.

“Push out a bit,” Mark told her. “Skylar, press a little more. Now relax.”

When she did, it was like her ass sucked my finger in.

Her hands balled into tight fists.

I started moving my finger in and out slowly. So tight—like it was being hugged by her anus.

“Tighten around her finger,” Mark commanded.

“Oh my God,” I called out as her ass clenched.

“Deeper.”

I pushed until my entire finger was in her ass.

“Pull it out, and put your face on her ass with your mouth pointed towards me.”

I pulled my finger free and pressed my face against the soft curve of Jenna’s ass, my lips parted.

He withdrew from her, his cock wet with her arousal, and pushed it between my waiting lips. The taste of her flooded my senses—sweet and musky.

My tongue worked along his shaft as he thrust deep into my throat.

He didn’t stay there long, leaving my mouth empty and wanting, and slammed back into Jenna’s pussy. Her whole body jolted forward from the force of it.

Then he was out again, feeding his cock to me. I eagerly accepted him, sucking hard, tasting more of Jenna with each thrust.

He established a rhythm—fucking her tight pussy for several deep strokes, then withdrawing to push into the wet heat of my mouth. Back and forth, back and forth, using us both.

“Play with her clit,” he demanded.

I slid my hand beneath Jenna’s trembling body, searching. When my fingertips found her swollen clit, her torso dropped onto the couch, burying her face into the cushions.

“I’m going to cum,” Jenna screamed, her voice muffled.

I pressed my fingers more firmly against her swollen bud, circling it with deliberate intensity. At the same moment, Mark increased his pace, his hips slamming against her ass with brutal force. The sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the room, punctuated by Jenna’s increasingly frantic moans.

Her entire body went rigid.

She cried out in ecstasy, her voice raw and unrestrained as the orgasm tore through her.

“Stop—stop touching my clit,” she begged, her words tumbling out between gasps for air. “It’s too sensitive.”

I pulled my hand away, watching as aftershocks rippled through her body.

Mark continued penetrating her through her orgasm, his thrusts growing more measured but no less powerful. He drove into her a dozen more times, wringing every last tremor of pleasure from her exhausted body before finally withdrawing.

His cock glistened as he pulled out of her, and Jenna collapsed forward onto the couch, panting.

“Both of you,” Mark commanded, his voice desperate, ready for his own release after bringing Jenna to completion. “On your knees.”

We scrambled to obey, dropping to the floor before him. He towered over us, one hand wrapped around his thick cock, stroking himself, his other gently caressing our upturned faces. His chest heaved, sweat running down his muscular, hairy torso.

“Do you want my cum?” he asked, his voice sending shivers down my spine.

“Yes,” Jenna and I said in unison, our voices eager. “Please cum for us.”

“God, you’re both so fucking cute,” Mark groaned, his hand moving faster as he chased his climax.

His body tensed, and then he exploded all over our faces. Somehow, he still had cum left after already cumming twice. Not a lot, but it was enough to coat our lips and cheeks.

When he had finished draining every ounce onto our faces, we kissed and cleaned each other with our tongues.

“His cum tastes good, doesn’t it?” I whispered to Jenna.

Jenna agreed. “I look forward to you giving me more of your cum.”

Mark collapsed onto the couch. “Baby girl, you don’t have anything to worry about. I’m going to give you both plenty of my cum.”


Chapter 9: Post-Game


The final quarter ended with the Eagles victorious, their celebration erupting across the television screen as confetti rained down. We’d barely paid attention to the last fifteen minutes of play, still recovering from our exertions. A strange sort of domestic bliss had settled over the three of us, naked and sprawled across the couch like this was a normal Sunday afternoon.

Mark stretched his arms above his head. “I’m going to grab a shower before I head out to meet Elijah downtown.”

I turned toward him. “Elijah?”

“Old Marine buddy. He lives here.” Mark pushed himself off the couch with a groan. “You two are welcome to join me in the shower. No pressure either way.”

He crossed to the bathroom without waiting for an answer. Moments later, the water hissed to life behind the closed door.

Jenna’s eyes met mine, mischief dancing in them. “Should we?”

I smiled and nodded.

We scrambled up from the couch, giggling like schoolgirls as we rushed toward the bathroom. The door swung open to reveal Mark already under the spray, water cascading down his broad back. He turned at the sound of our entrance, surprise flickering across his face before settling into genuine warmth.

“Well, hello there.”

“Room for two more?” I asked, already stepping over the lip of the tub.

What followed was almost slapstick—the three of us trying to maneuver in a space barely big enough for someone Mark’s size. Elbows bumped ribs. Feet tangled. A strand of hair got caught in someone’s mouth. But laughter filled the steamy air, turning the cramped quarters into something fun rather than frustrating.

Jenna grabbed the soap and worked it into a lather across Mark’s chest, her hands sliding over the hard planes of muscle. I took over his back, tracing the tattoo on his shoulder—the Eagle, Globe, and Anchor that marked his Marine service.

“You two are trouble,” Mark murmured as our hands roamed his body.

His cock began to stir despite having already climaxed three times that afternoon. It rose between us, thick and insistent.

Mark caught my eye and shook his head with a rueful smile. “Don’t worry—we’re done for the day. This is just what you both do to me. Can’t help it.”

I reached down and gave his erection a playful slap. “Down, boy.”

He laughed, the sound echoing off the tile walls.

We finished washing each other with sudsy hands and wandering touches that stayed just this side of innocent. Mark rinsed shampoo from my hair while Jenna scrubbed his legs. The intimacy felt natural—like we’d been doing this for years instead of hours.

“Don’t worry about me tonight,” Mark said as he turned off the water. “You two go enjoy your party with your friends. I’ll be out late with Elijah anyway.”

I grabbed a towel from the rack. “Where are you going to sleep?”

“Couch is fine for tonight.” He wrapped a towel around his waist. “Going forward, we’ll just play it by ear. And don’t feel slighted if, during one visit, I spend more time with one of you than the other. Trust me when I say I’m crazy about you both.”

Would it really be possible for jealousies not to form between Jenna and me in such a situation? I studied her face as she dried off, looking for any sign of resentment or competition. She caught my gaze and smiled—open, genuine, uncomplicated.

I vowed right then to never let jealousy poison what we were building.

“One more thing,” Mark added, drying his hair. “This only works if it’s your choice. If either of you ever changes your mind and doesn’t want to be here anymore, just say so. I won’t kick you out onto the street. You’ll have plenty of time to find a new place, and I’ll help you however I can.”

Jenna leaned against the sink. “Is it true we can date other people?”

“Most certainly.” Mark’s expression was earnest. “I want you two to have the fullest lives you can. Just try to give me at least some attention on my monthly visits.”

“I think we can manage that,” I said.

Mark dressed quickly—jeans, a gray Henley that hugged his frame, boots. He pressed a kiss to my forehead, then Jenna’s, and was out the door within ten minutes.

Jenna and I took substantially longer.

We stood in front of my closet, pulling out outfit after outfit, holding them up against our bodies in the mirror. I tried on a red dress that was too formal, then jeans and a crop top that felt too casual, then a black skirt that made me look like I was trying too hard. Jenna cycled through a similar parade of options—leather pants she deemed too Madonna, a sundress too sweet, a romper too college-y.

“This is impossible,” Jenna groaned, surrounded by discarded clothes.

“One more try,” I insisted.

I finally settled on dark skinny jeans that hugged my hips, an off-the-shoulder top in deep emerald, and ankle boots. Jenna chose black jeans, a white tank layered under a cropped leather jacket, and Converse sneakers. We spent another twenty minutes on makeup—smoky eyes for me, bold red lips for her.

Before heading out, we paused in the living room. The couch where we’d spent the afternoon bore the evidence of our activities—rumpled cushions, a damp spot on one arm, the faint scent of sex and sweat still hanging in the air.

Jenna grabbed my arm. “You ready for a party, Sis?”


Chapter 10: Post-Game: Mark


Iclosed the door behind me, lingering for a moment in the hallway. Part of me didn't want to leave, but Elijah was waiting at the bar, and the girls had a party to get to.

Besides, I'd used them enough for one day. My cock was damn near sore, a pleasant ache that reminded me of my university days. Damn, college girls could fuck like crazy. I'd forgotten what that was like—their stamina and enthusiasm.

During my years at UGA, there'd been plenty of fucking, but the girls weren't as free as Skylar and Jenna. They had more rules and more concern about what people would think.

I climbed into my truck and sat there for a minute, engine idling. Through Skylar's window, shadows moved behind the curtains. Still getting ready for their party. Would they meet guys there? The thought flickered through my mind without the jealousy one might expect. Good for them if they did.

I pulled out my phone and scrolled to Rebecca's name.

"Hey, baby," she said, answering on the second ring, obviously waiting for my call.

"Hey, yourself." I watched the window, Skylar's silhouette passing by. "I'm leaving now."

"So, how was it?" Her voice hungry for details.

"I wish you could have seen Skylar's face when you called."

"I bet she was freaking the fuck out." The delight in Rebecca's voice was unmistakable.

"Oh, she definitely was." I leaned back against the headrest. Sore as it was, I felt my cock twitch. Hearing Rebecca's voice always did that to me, even after all these years.

"I could tell you were fucking her while we talked." Her laugh was low, pleased.

"Of course I was." I smiled, remembering the scene. "That was what you instructed me to do, and it made it a thousand times hotter."

"While I was talking to her, I was picturing you fucking her tight little pussy while she tried to sound normal."

"Were you touching yourself?" I asked.

"Yes, of course." No hesitation, no shame. "I almost came, but managed to hold back until I hung up. It was so fucking hot."

Heat flooded through me at the image—Rebecca in our bed, fingers working between her wet folds while she listened to me use Skylar.

"Do you think it turned her on?" she asked.

"Yeah, she wouldn't admit it, but it gave her a thrill. At first, she acted as if I should stop, but by the end, she was grinding against my cock."

"Fuck, I wish I could've seen that. You coming home tomorrow?" she asked.

"Yeah. But right now I'm heading to meet Elijah."

"Tell him hi for me." She paused, then added, "And tell him I miss that huge black cock of his."

I grinned. "Why don't you join us back at his place later and tell him yourself? We'll probably be there in about two hours, after we have some drinks."

She grew silent. I could hear her considering it.

"That place gives me the creeps at night," she said finally. "But I might think about it. I'm still pretty horny from listening to you and Skylar earlier."

"Those two almost broke my cock," I said. "But I'd love to watch Elijah fuck you. I'm sure he'd appreciate it. He stays locked in that cabin most of the time now."

"Okay, I'll see you later." A pause. "Should I bring any toys?"

"Just what you want, babe. You know we're all yours to do with as you please."

"That's right." Her voice dropped, took on that edge I knew so well. "And don't you forget it, my little fuck toy."

The line went dead.

I sat there for another moment, my cock fully hard now despite the workout it had gotten all afternoon. Rebecca had that effect on me—always had, always would.

I put the truck in gear and pulled out of the parking lot, heading downtown to meet Elijah.

* * *

The drive downtown took me past campus, streetlights reflecting off patches of ice on the roads. My mind drifted back to when I first met Rebecca—junior year at UGA, both of us older than most students crowding the lecture halls.

I'd been using my GI Bill after four years in the Corps. She'd delayed college because of family shit. I noticed her on the first day of American Lit. She had dark hair, sharp eyes, and always sat three rows back with a notebook full of meticulous notes.

Love at first sight for me. Took her three months to agree to coffee.

"You're just another meathead," she'd said when I finally asked her out properly. "I've got enough problems without dating a jarhead who probably can't spell 'metaphor.'"

I wrote her a two-page analysis of Hemingway's use of iceberg theory and left it on her desk.

She let me take her to dinner that Friday.

Our sex life had been good. Not great. Good. I'd had these urges—wanting more, something different—but didn't know how to articulate what I needed without sounding like some kind of deviant. So I kept it buried, played the role of the considerate husband, and tried not to think too hard about what was missing.

Then Skylar's stories showed up on Kacey's laptop.

At first, Rebecca and I discussed what to do about them—should we talk to Kacey about them. But Kacey's responses to Skylar made it clear she found them disturbing and unappealing. Our girl had zero interest, so we dropped the concern.

But the stories stayed with us.

We'd lie in bed discussing the themes of the stories, power dynamics, dominance and submission. It became obvious those stories had sparked an interest in both of us. The dynamic seemed clear. Rebecca had always been a bit demure. I was the strong ex-military guy. It made sense I'd be the dominant one, she the submissive.

And I did like being dominant. Loved it, actually.

But Rebecca didn't slide easily into submission. She pushed back, challenged me, questioning every command. At first, I thought she was testing me, learning the role. Then I realized she wasn't learning—she was teaching. Showing me what I actually wanted wasn't a passive partner but someone who could take control and bend me to their will.

Before I knew it, we'd switched roles.

Now she was solidly in control. But being the good Mistress she was, she recognized my needs and sought out others for me to dominate. Outlets for that side of me that still craved authority and power.

The night Skylar's car broke down, Rebecca saw the opportunity immediately.

"She looks at you like you're a god," Rebecca had said when I called to tell her I was picking Skylar up. "Pursue it. I'll direct from the sidelines."

We'd already tested the waters last summer when Skylar visited Kacey overnight. Rebecca had been heading to the kitchen when she spotted Skylar coming down the stairs with an empty glass. Rebecca darted back to the bedroom and told me to tie her to the bed, then started moaning loud enough to carry down the hall.

I didn't understand at first, but played along.

Moments later I saw a shadow behind the crack in the door. Skylar was watching.

We put on a show for her—Rebecca writhing against the restraints, me commanding her, using her. It was hot knowing Skylar stood there in the darkness, witnessing what we wanted her to see. She didn't stay long. But she stayed long enough.

Long enough to know it interested her.

Rebecca loved being a puppet master and fucking with people's minds. It was one of the things I loved about her. She knew how to get people to do exactly what she wanted, especially me.

I'd dominated Skylar and Jenna all afternoon, made them beg and cry and come until they couldn't stand. But tonight, when Rebecca showed up at Elijah's cabin, she'd own Elijah and me completely.

I pulled out of the parking lot, heading toward downtown Athens.

My phone buzzed with a text.

I'm bringing the chastity cage. You can wear it while I fuck Elijah in front of you.

The End
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