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Fuck, but Sandra was an addiction.

With her head resting against her crossed forearms and her ass thrust high, Will was hypnotized by the way her juicy ass rippled against him every time he thrust into her. He had his big hands on her waist, sliding one down occasionally to smack that ass.

This was a celebration of sorts. His search for a new job ended that morning. His sister Teagen went to a private college there in Cougar Bay, and had pointed him towards a pretty damn good job opening in their payroll department. Starved for anyone qualified, they cheerfully ignored any shit Will’s old boss might have talked about him and offered him fifteen grand more than what he’d been making.

That same boss was Dan Brandstone, Sandra’s father. Amanda Brandstone, Dan’s wife and Sandra’s mother, told Will her husband had a nervous breakdown and was now living at a hotel. Of course, she told him this as they were in Dan’s former bed together, her pussy gushing his come all over the expensive sheets. Will heard that, laughed, and snapped a picture of Amanda’s swollen pussy lips and sent it to her husband.

Though Amanda was gorgeous, she wasn’t a part of Will’s day-to-day like Sandra. The twenty-one-year-old college senior was pure fucking cocaine to his system. By now, she was probably pregnant, given how often they fucked and never with a condom. The thought of her belly nice and fat with his kid made his blood roar inside him. That deep tan, those wide, innocent eyes, the fucking obscene curves to her tits and ass with her itty-bitty waist, she was his favorite slut to date. He liked having her around, close at hand. He liked her singing. He liked her intelligence. He liked that she was so eager to learn to cook for him, to clean, to be ready for him any time he wanted to fuck her.

“You’re my little come slut toy, aren’t you?”

“Y-yeah, Daddy,” she whimpered. Horrified, she looked over her shoulder. “I… I mean…”

“Keep calling me that. Ain’t nothing to be ashamed of,” Will said. “I’m your fucking Daddy now.”

She blushed. “My Daddy now,” Sandra babbled. “My big dicked Daddy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” He smacked her ass again and she came for him, shuddering and dropping her head back down. “Fuck, oh fuck, it feels so good…”

He massaged her ass and smacked it again, making her quiver even harder. “That’s it, come for me, Daddy’s fucking come slut…”

“Yessssss!” she cried out.

He rammed into her, his limit finally reached thanks to the new nickname. His lips peeled back in a savage grin, and he said, “Here it comes, baby girl, take it, come slut, take what you were made for.”

“Your… come… slut!” Each word was gasped out with each deep shove of his dick. On the last, he came and she rocked back, giving him an open-mouthed stare of need over her shoulder.

They collapsed together, his chest rising and falling. She scrambled to cuddle him, her big breasts shoved tight against his side, resting her head in the crook of his arm. He wrapped it around her as she kissed his chest.

“Was that too weird?’ she asked, her voice a croak.

“No, baby,” he said. “That’s pretty fuckin’ sexy.”

She pushed up and looked at him. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Will yawned. “I’m starving. You hungry?”

“God yes.” Her expression went hopeful. “Ramen and cheesecake from Mindy’s?”

He thought about that. “They the vegetarian place?”

“We can do something different,” Sandra said hastily.

“Hey,” he said, reaching down to squeeze her ass. “No. You’re my girl, I’m gonna treat you. You want to go somewhere, we gonna go somewhere. So long as they’re not serving fuckin’ gold in their milkshakes or some shit that’s gonna make me sell a kidney, I don’t care. They got that good Korean barbeque salad, that’s why I was askin’. Have some confidence. You’re gonna be queen of my sluts.”

“Oooh, I like that.”

He chuckled. “Good. Let’s get showered and go.”

They did. Will felt good, mellow, and ready for round four or five, he couldn’t remember which. But he managed to contain himself as he watched Sandra slide a thong up and into place, wiggling her ass for his amusement.

At the restaurant, they just ordered when Will got a call. He ignored it, as he always did when he was with a woman. Money was money, friends were friends, but pussy was pussy. Nothing came between him and that. But almost immediately when it went to voicemail, Sandra’s phone rang too.

“It’s Mrs. Gibbons,” she said, confused. Tammy Gibbons was his neighbor, a friendly sort but not one to call. Trouble, Will thought, and he was right.

“Shit. Answer it.”

Sandra did. “Hello?” she asked. “No, we’re together, grabbing lunch. Why?”

When her eyes shot wide, Will raised a hand to their waiter. He didn’t need to be told there was something bad happening, but soon Sandra confirmed it.

“He did what?” she nearly shouted. “Oh my God… we’re on our way back. Thank you. We’ll be right there.” She hung up, and leaned forward. “Someone very drunk tried to set your house on fire. When he drove away, he crashed into another car.”

“I’m going to guess it’s your dad.”

“Me too. I’m sorry, Will.”

“Well… shit.”

* * *

Faith watched her fiancé look at the washing machine hose in his hand and the pipe it should connect to as though they were clues in some grave mystery. Kaleb wanted so hard to prove to her he was a man capable of all the things he thought a guy should be. He really did try on that account. Her presence there meant he would take fixing the smelly washer as his manly duty, when the truth was, he could barely hammer in a nail.

She kept quiet, handing Kaleb tools from his toolbox when he asked for them. Telling him they should hire a plumber would only lead to disaster. He would think Faith was insulting him, and he’d be at this for hours, doing God knew how much damage to it. It was a no-win situation. They both knew he couldn’t do the work, but good golly, Kaleb sure liked to pretend.

The grumpy thoughts made Faith feel bad. She loved Kaleb. He was a good man. A little dopey, sure, and sometimes it felt like she was more his babysitter than his lover, especially when it came to cooking, cleaning, getting him to bed at a reasonable hour so he wouldn’t be late at work anymore, and trying to cajole him into exercising, more and more a losing battle. But he was kind, and attentive in bed, and he was well liked by her church and her family.

That was why she said yes that January to his proposal. They dated according to a schedule that made Faith comfortable. They went on three dates before they slept together, the first real test of their relationship potential, where she discovered he was both a good size and he liked to eat her pussy. She didn’t actually call her pussy a pussy, though sometimes a dark corner of her mind whispered to her that she would like to, that she could show Kaleb what a dirty girl she wanted to be. But those thoughts were bad, bad things. She was a GOOD girl, not one of those naughty sluts like her roommate in college, who used to make Faith squirm when she would bring home a guy – or a girl.

After Faith and Kaleb slept together came six months of dates and staying over at each other’s houses, but no more than a night or two at a time. She introduced him to her parents, of course, who lauded him for his politeness and career choice as a junior ethics and compliance officer for a bank. He would “go places,” her parents said as Faith beamed.

When they began to talk about marriage, Faith let slip her ring size, so that when the proposal happened, the ring would fit and they wouldn’t have to stage anything later. The proposal was a silly, beautiful thing. It happened at a theme park, a friend of Kaleb’s hidden among the crowd and ready to take pictures. It was a lovely day, and her tears and laughter were genuine.

The last big step was a new home together. They did the math and figured with a loan from both their sets of parents, they could afford a modest two-story place in the suburbs. Nice, a little cookie-cutter, but a perfect foundation for their life together.

Faith only occasionally had to stamp out the boredom tickling the back of her mind. This was a good, vanilla life. As soon as they were married, Kaleb would stop using condoms, and she would get pregnant and quit her job at the pharmacy. They would have two or three kids, and when they were old enough to go to school, Faith would think about going back to work. Then they would work hard until their late fifties or early sixties, retire, and perhaps spend the rest of their days somewhere sunny and warm, or in some small town where everybody knew each other and they could be comfortably bored.

Yes. Comfortable… and bored.

So bored.

“I think I got it figured out,” Kaleb said. “If we, um… replace this three-way pipe here and…”

His phone rang, and Faith almost said, “Thank God.” Instead, cheerily, she said, “I’ll get that!”

“Thanks.”

She put down the toolbox and headed for the dining room where his phone rested on the kitchen table. When she looked at the name on the screen, she almost told Kaleb it was a spam caller. Will Chavouz was more than a ripple in her still pond of a life. He was a tidal wave, huge and intimidating and always eyeing her like he was about to stand up and rip her clothes off.

She didn’t like that. Didn’t like the way she kind of wanted him to.

Kaleb and Will were old friends dating back to college when they’d been roommates. They stayed in touch and still regularly played basketball up to the beginning of that year, when Kaleb rarely did anything more than sit in front of a TV or computer and play games. As of late, they didn’t talk all that much, not out of any hostility, but simply because life was taking them in different directions.

“Who is it?” Kaleb called.

“Will,” she said, and answered with a chirpy false buoyancy. “Hey Will!”

“Hey yourself, Faith,” Will said. There was no denying he had one hell of a sexy voice, like a low grumble. “Your boy around?”

“Yes. He’s… we’re trying to fix a leaky hose in the laundry room.”

“Him? Doing plumbing?”

At the same time as Faith wanted to snap that it was her fiancé he was mocking, she wanted to laugh. Will knew how bad her husband was with anything mechanical in nature. “I know, can you believe it?”

“No, I cannot.”

“Hang on, let me get him a rag so he can wipe his hands and I’ll put you on with him.”

“What I got to ask involves the both of you. You wanna put it on speaker?”

“Sure, I can do that,” Faith said, feeling uneasy. Will never asked for a favor before.

She did as he wanted and walked back into the laundry room. “Heya, buddy,” Kaleb said.

“Faith said you’re having trouble with your pipes. It happens to men your age.”

“Ah, go to hell,” Kaleb said. Faith gave him a stern look. “I’m getting the ‘watch my language’ glare. What’s up?”

“Crazy story. My… hm. Guess she’s my girlfriend.”

“I am?” a woman said in the background.

“Yeah, baby girl,” Will said, and Faith mouthed the words “baby girl” at Kaleb while rolling her eyes. He grinned. “Anyways, Sandra, she’s my old boss’s daughter. He didn’t approve of us, and the dumb shit decided to torch my house.”

Kaleb sat up straight. “What? Like… set it on fire?”

“Yeah. No shit.”

“Language,” Faith said, exasperated.

“Sure,” Will said. “Anyways, look, I got us in a hotel for tonight, but I don’t want to be cooped up in this tiny ass room. We need a place to crash. I’m looking for a new place so hopefully it shouldn’t be too long. If you got the basement available, I’d pay for the trouble.”

Kaleb started to open his mouth, but Faith shook her head vehemently. “Aw, jeez, Will, I’d love to have you… I mean, I don’t, um, want to sound disrespectful, but we, ah, we just don’t know this Sandra and…”

“I’d vouch for her.”

From the background on their side, Sandra said, “I’m learning to cook, and I’ll help out around the house however I can.”

“No,” Faith mouthed at Kaleb.

“Give me, um, ten minutes. I’ll call you back. One way or another,” Kaleb said.

“Sure,” Will said, and like he could see what was happening, he added, “Faith, if this makes you uncomfortable, hey, we could hang out in the basement. You’d never have to see us. I’ve got work lined up and you know I’m good for the money. Sandra’s twenty-one. She’s young but she’s intelligent and she’d treat your place with respect.”

“Oh, it’s not, it’s, ah…” Faith stammered. “I… that is…”

“I know what I look like. Who I am must make you nervous.”

“No, I… no, that’s not it at all,” she said. “We’ll call you right back.”

Before Will could slip his knife in even deeper, she hung up. Kaleb stood and came to her. “He’s a friend,” he said, giving her his best smile, the sweet and sly one, the one he saved for her. It melted Faith a little. She loved that smile. Even with his extra pounds, Kaleb was still handsome.

“I don’t know if I want him and a stranger in our house.”

“Does he really make you that uncomfortable?”

You should ask if he really turns me on that much, baby.

Instead of answering, Faith shrugged uncomfortably.

“Is it because he’s Black?”

“No! Absolutely not!”

“Okay, then what?”

“It’s the way he looks at me sometimes. Like… like he’d like to mess around with me, behind your back.”

Kaleb’s smile widened. “Well, then, just don’t sleep with him.”

“And her, we don’t even know her.”

“Yeah,” Kaleb said. “That’s true. But if Will’s in an actual relationship with her, that’s gotta mean something. Maybe he’s finally settling down. Maybe having her around he won’t be so obsessed with you.”

“Oh?” Faith asked. “So you already think she’s more beautiful than I am?”

He started to protest hastily, then caught on. “Ahhh, you had me there. Of course no one could ever be sexier than you, baby.”

“But I still don’t know about this. I mean… having them over for a night or two, that’s one thing.”

“Well, then, let’s start with a couple days. If it works out, it works out.”

“If it doesn’t, you get to be the one who tells him.”

“Deal. Call him back for me? My hands are gross.”

Faith was more than a little irritated about the whole thing, but did as Kaleb asked. After all, they were engaged, and wasn’t part of being married making sacrifices for one another?

Like opening the door to the chicken coop and handing the wolf a plate and silverware on his way in?

* * *

A lot of people owed Will favors big and small, and he could have called any of them in for a place to stay for a few weeks, but his first choice was an easy one. Kaleb.

His former roommate was an all-right guy. Overeager, and he liked to think hanging with Will gave him some kind of street credit, like Will was some gang member or something. Will talked him out of that shit pretty fast, but it cropped up now and again. But for the most part, Kaleb was a good dude and a fantastic shot when he still used to play.

His fiancée, now, she was the real prize. Oh, her dislike of Will rolled off her in waves, and had she pushed for him not to stay there, he wouldn’t have. But every now and again Faith would drop her guard and give him a look like she was hungry for a steak rather than a hamburger. Will didn’t know if that was in his head or not, but if something happened that week, he’d sure as shit be down.

After checking out of the hotel, Will and Sandra pulled up to Kaleb and Faith’s place. Sandra was over her fury and tears over what her father had done. In fact, she and Amanda both seemed relieved Dan was gong to see some jail time. Amanda was already talking to a divorce attorney, and Sandra now had her father’s credit cards – all of them – and her mother’s permission to use them judiciously. Will thought about talking to a lawyer too but knowing Dan’s darlings were going to take him for every penny while carrying Will’s kids was going to be a good enough laugh.

Now Sandra was stormy-faced but when Will leaned across the console to grip her chin and kiss her, she melted into him. “We’re gonna be all right, baby girl,” he said. “I’ll take care of you. Tell me you believe me.”

“I believe you,” she said without hesitation.

“Good girl.”

They stepped out of the car and headed up the sidewalk. Kaleb and Faith lived in a modest, boring story and a half home whose best feature was the yardwork Faith did that spring and throughout the early summer. She had a green thumb, as evidenced by the various plots of flowers, shrubs, and foliage.

Kaleb opened the door and inwardly Will winced. His friend used to be as into working out as Will, maybe not with his intensity or drive, but Kaleb kept pretty fit. Seven or so months away from a basketball court and the gym changed that. He was now doughy and heading straight for obesity, a tiny crescent of his belly pushing out under his tee shirt.

His style reminded Will of college, and not in a good way. When they weren’t exercising, they were too old to be lounging around in basketball shorts and flip-flops. Worse, even though they were thirty and it looked fucking ridiculous on him, Kaleb still wore his baseball caps backwards. He would never really grow up, even with a hot piece of ass like Faith looking over his shoulder.

“Holy crap, Will, look at her,” Kaleb marveled. “You did all right.”

Will came around the car and put a possessive hand on Sandra’s lower back. “I did, didn’t I?”

Sandra smiled. “Hello! Thanks for taking us in. Kaleb and Faith, right?”

Kaleb made way for them and Faith stepped back further into the house. “Any friend of Will’s,” he said.

“Hi, welcome,” Faith said, giving them both a bright smile that only looked the tiniest bit strained.

She was a tall blonde, beautiful at first glance, but whose true gorgeousness took a moment to sink in because details of her face taken individually would have been a negative if they didn’t work so well together. Her long chin, big ears, and huge teeth somehow meshed with her wide, soft eyes, creating a unique look that would have done well on a runway in another era, especially with her slim tall frame. That beauty definitely offset her small tits, but she had an ass to die for, slim but well-rounded, the sort of thing Will would love to spread wide and fuck. That and those long, long legs made his cock jump, even in her relatively dowdy jeans and tee shirt that day.

Why the fuck was Faith with Kaleb and not him?

“Faith, why the hell you with this guy and not me?” Will asked as he slapped Kaleb’s back none too gently.

Faith chuckled politely. “Oh, it looks like you’re doing plenty all right without me.”

“Always room for more,” Will said.

“You just can’t help yourself,” Kaleb said. “Come on, I’ll show you downstairs.”

The split level’s two stairwells met there at the foyer, and they headed down to the recently finished basement. It was a nice set-up, dominated by a den-like living room, a small laundry nook with a pantry, a small spare bedroom, and a workout area next to the patio doors leading out back. The furniture was worn but comfortable, and the bed, though small, would be enough for their needs.

“Someday I want to get rid of the couch and love seat, put in a couple armchairs or a mini-bar, and drop a pool table right here,” Kaleb said.

“I could see that,” Will said.

“Don’t encourage him,” Faith said. “This is going to be the playroom for our children someday.”

“Well, yeah, someday,” Kaleb said. It sounded like this was a well-worn argument without any real teeth, but Will saw the quick press of Faith’s lips.

Sandra went to the patio doors and peered out. “Ooh, a pool, may we use that?”

Faith gave her fiancé a look that told Kaleb this was all his fault, then turned to Sandra. “Yes, of course. But thank you for asking. I appreciate that.”

The pair of them stepped outside to take a walk around the backyard. Meanwhile, Will and Kaleb fetched the luggage and boxes from the car. “What the hell is going on?” Kaleb asked, getting serious. “Her dad really torched your place? Is it a racial thing?”

“Nah. It’s more a, ‘I fucked my boss’s daughter’s virgin brains out in my office’ thing, with a splash of ‘a day or two later, I fucked his wife on his bed.’” At Kaleb’s shock, Will grinned. “Not together. I ain’t into that. But I’m still seeing the wife on the side, and Sandra… well, shit, I like her.”

“Easy to tell why. Jesus, the tits on her…”

“Better watch the ‘Jesus.’ Don’t want your missus throwing you out for bad language.”

Kaleb muttered, “I can’t even watch movies with swearing in them. It’s fucking ridiculous.”

“Gotta tell her what’s up, or she’s going to own you the rest of your life.”

“Yeah, yeah. Look, we’re not in any danger, right? This guy, he’s locked up, you said?”

“Nah, you’re good. He’s in jail.” Will didn’t mention the very likely probability Dan would only get a slap on the wrist, and they hauled the first batch of stuff inside. “What’s up with you, though?”

“What do you mean?”

“You got some pudge going. Gotta get you to a gym.”

“Ah, fuck you,” Kaleb said cheerfully. “I don’t know. Haven’t been too motivated lately.”

“You win a piece of pussy that hot, feels like you came out on top.”

“Hey, man, that’s my fiancée. Don’t talk about her like that.”

“Sure,” Will said. And with that, he had a simple, idle thought.

My piece of pussy, soon enough.

* * *

That first night was the end of Kaleb and Faith’s relationship. It just took a while for the guillotine to fall.

Will wanted to cook for them, but Faith didn’t trust him with so much as a ladle, let alone her good pots and pans. He backed off, amused, but his smile never touched his eyes. Those lingered on her in ways that made her shiver.

“I do not like the way he’s looking at me all the time,” Faith hissed to Kaleb when they retreated to their room late that evening. Will and Sandra were downstairs watching TV at a low volume.

“Will’s always had an eye for beautiful women, and you’re the most beautiful in the city,” Kaleb said, stripping down to his boxers. Faith did not like him sleeping in the nude. She said it was because an accident might happen and he might make love to her without a condom. The truth was, sometimes she wanted to wake up that way, him so hard against her that she wanted to throw her rules aside and… and… and rut with him like an animal. Like that Will probably did with Sandra.

“You need to take this seriously, Kaleb. I do not think he’s a good man.”

“Love thy neighbor?”

She huffed, but he had her there. “Fine. But if there’s so much as a scrap of toilet paper that comes up missing, I want him gone. And if he keeps staring at me-”

“I’ll talk to him.” Kaleb slid into bed. “You want to fool around?”

Kaleb’s sexy talk needed some work. She fought back a sigh. “Your friends are downstairs,” she said distastefully.

“I know.”

Faith huffed again, but the truth was, she’d been strangely turned on most the afternoon and evening. In the darkest recesses of her mind, she knew why, of course, but she refused to consciously acknowledge that Will’s eyes on her made her feel more than desired. It felt like he was already fucking her. The word might be on her no-no list, but there was little doubt that was what the tall, ripped man would do to her. He wouldn’t make love to her. He would fuck her.

“Get a condom,” she told Kaleb. He shoved upright, his eagerness making her smile wanly. He should tell you he wants to fuck you, whispered her mind. He should grab you and bend you over the bed and take control from you. Make you feel desperately needed. Make you feel like a woman instead of a babysitter.

She shoved the thoughts away, pulling her nightdress up as she came around to his side of the bed. “Can we do it naked?” Kaleb asked, and she gritted her teeth.

Tell me, she wanted to shout. Rip my clothes off me. Don’t ask me!

But she did as he asked, and draped her nightgown carefully on the foot of the bed as he stroked himself to hardness. She helped him some, kneeling beside him and kissing his lips as her fingers wrapped around his perfectly decent dick. From downstairs, she heard Will’s deep rumble of a laugh, and it did something to Faith, made her more determined. She gripped her man and helped him get where he needed to be while a hand slid between her legs.

It was her hand, and how or why it came to be there she had no idea. But she heard Will chuckle again, quieter this time, and she imagined he was there in the room, that it was her he was laughing at, her he was watching with those intense eyes.

No. She was Kaleb’s.

It was easy that first night to push aside the fantasies, to pretend that they weren’t about to swallow her whole. When Kaleb was ready she slid on top of him, riding him with determined enthusiasm. They kissed lots, and his hands roamed her body freely. He even made her come, a rarity these last few months, and she refused to acknowledge the fact that maybe it wasn’t him at all, but the presence of Will down in her basement, the dangerous man, the one she was afraid was tilting her more and more towards the fire.

Later, when Kaleb was on his side, fast asleep, Faith rested on her back, listening to the soft noise of the television downstairs. It irritated her. She and Kaleb had jobs. Real jobs. Not something that would start in a month or two like Will, and not a social media model, like Sandra. Couldn’t they respect that people were actually trying to work for a living?

Faith listened, and although the sound of the TV was so faint it was barely distinguishable, she finally slid off the bed and padded across the hallway to the upstairs bathroom. After flicking on the light, she paused, staring at herself in the mirror. Was she being unnecessarily mean about this?

No, Faith decided. Give them an inch, and they’d take a foot. They had to establish ground rules.

Two robes hung on the back of the bathroom door, a big cotton one Kaleb used, and her sexier, slinkier kimono-style silk robe. Faith pulled off the cotton one, but her hand wavered in midair, the robe hanging from it. She didn’t know why, but she knew exactly why. That strange dichotomy shorted her brain for a half second and she could do nothing but stare at the two robes until she finally jolted back to life and slid on the cotton robe.

She tied it as she headed for the stairwell. Something gave her pause, some sound like snacking, not loud but distinct. Had they raided the fridge? Sure, she and Kaleb told Will and Sandra they could, but she hadn’t expected them to. The worst, they were the worst, and she was going to put her foot down and tell Kaleb that they were out of there tomor…

She stormed down the stairs, about to ask them to turn off the TV when she came off the bottom step and saw what was making the snacking sound. It was Sandra, on her knees in front of a nude Will on their couch. The young woman was wearing long athletic socks, a short, frilly skirt and nothing else, her legs spread wide in a vee. Faith gaped at Sandra’s curvy, fit ass thrust high in the air, her pussy lips gleaming with wetness. The image that would follow Faith into her dreams that night were the red welts on Sandra’s ass. It didn’t process until she was back upstairs and in bed again, eyes glued open, that what she was seeing were handprints from a spanking.

Will’s cock was just barely visible at that angle, but even that tease was enough to seriously crack the mental walls she put up around her desire for him. He was thick, so thick it seemed impossible that Sandra could suck his cock (and that was how Faith thought about it, not his penis or his dick, like she would think with Kaleb, but his cock, his cock, his big fucking black cock), and there was so, so much of him that Sandra couldn’t suck.

Faith only stared for a second, maybe two, before she spun around and ran back up the stairs. She thought maybe she hadn’t been spotted, but Will’s low chuckle followed her upstairs and kept her awake for long hours to come.

* * *

Three days passed relatively uneventfully. Faith asked Kaleb dispiritedly to reconsider their houseguests, but even to herself, the request sounded hollow. Her days were spent not afraid of Will, but of her own crumbling resolve to avoid the temptation of his damnable good looks and those eyes.

Sandra slowly crept into her fantasies too. Her ass in that skirt, her wet pussy lips, they kept flashing across Faith’s mind. That hot skimpy outfit tantalized Faith, and more than once she had to invent excuses to not go out swimming with the young woman, for fear of wanting to cheat on Kaleb with her too. Not that she thought her fiancé would mind that particular indiscretion, but she was a good woman, damn it, a faithful woman, and she would not give into her growing need to suck one of Sandra’s nipples into her mouth or bury her head between the college senior’s thighs and try licking a woman for the first time or… or…

No. No!

Faith fought her desire. But desire was always going to win. Will was always going to win.

The washer’s thrum woke her from her reverie on the fourth day. After Faith got home from the pharmacy, she headed straight to her bedroom to change into some comfortable sweats and a tee shirt, extra baggy so as to not give Will any ideas. When she came out into the living room, she looked out the window, and there Sandra was, naked and face-down on one of the lounge chairs. There wasn’t a hint of a tan line to the college senior’s spectacular frame.

Faith thought about Sandra on her knees sucking Will’s cock and whimpered a keen of need. Oh, how she wanted to go out there, spread Sandra’s legs wide, and find out what she tasted like.

A familiar thrumming shook her out of it. The washer. “Shit!” she gasped. They forgot to tell Will and Sandra the washer was still broken. A repair guy was supposed to come out that week, but there had been no word as to when, specifically.

She hurried to the stairs, already dreading the pools of water she would have to clean up. Instead, there was Will, on his knees, the washer twisted partially sideways while he watched it with a satisfied and distracted look on his face.

Faith said hurriedly, “It’s still broken, something to do with the pipes-”

“Yeah, I noticed,” Will said. “Sandra started it up earlier and I caught it before it got too messy. Had to use some of your towels from upstairs. I know you only wanted us to use the ones downstairs, but there weren’t enough here.” He shrugged. “Should be fixed now.”

“Wait…” Faith said. “What?”

“It wasn’t a big deal. Your drain was clogged. I snaked it, cleaned it, and replaced your hosing here. It looked like Kaleb tried to. That about right?” She nodded, mute. “That dumb fuck always tried to fix everything and never could.”

“You shouldn’t… you shouldn’t call him that.”

Will stood and pushed the washer back into place. When he did, he came to Faith, standing just a foot or two from her, and even as tall as she was, she had to tilt her head back to look up at him, her breath coming faster. If he laid a hand on her, she’d… she’d…

What?

What would she do?

“You and I both know what Kaleb is,” Will said, his voice a low growl. “He’s incompetent and a fuckin’ loser.” Faith took a sharp breath, her breaths coming quick, her cheeks reddening, but was it because she was angry or turned on? Not even she was sure. “He’s got a fine bitch like you practically panting you’re so desperate for it, and he’s sitting on his ass playing video games and eating fuckin’ potato chips.”

“You… you can’t… call me.. . that.”

“You don’t want to be told you’re one hot bitch? All right.” Will chuckled. “Relax, Faith. I’m not going to do anything to you that you don’t come to me first and ask me for.”

“I’d never,” she said, but her defiance was weak.

“No? I think it’s just a matter of time. Enjoy your show the other night?”

Faith swallowed. Her eyes flicked down to his jeans, and the bulge growing there. Oh fuck. Oh God. Oh God oh God oh God.

“Ahhh, I think you did,” Will said, his voice even quieter. “Did you see Sandra out in the backyard tanning herself tonight? She wanted to wait until you were nearly home. She wants to show off for you. I told her this morning you watched us for a second or two and she came so hard from the idea that she left the sheets soaked. That’s what she was washing. Her pussy juices, on your sheets.”

What he said dawned on her and heat spilled through her despite herself. “Our… our sheets?”

“Upstairs. I was fucking her on your bed. Taking her from behind if you really want to know the details.”

“Kaleb will be home soon. He’ll think… he’ll…”

“Nah. I’m supposed to meet him in half an hour. We’re going to hit some balls, so you’ll have plenty of time to air the room out and redo the sheets. Having me around, now all of a sudden he wants to work out. Funny, ain’t it? He knows his blonde slut at home is right on the verge of fucking his best friend, and now he wants to work. But it’s too late, isn’t it, Faith?”

“He’s your friend,” she whispered, her hips trembling, her pussy so fucking wet she’d need to change again or there would be damp spots on her sweatpants. Will called her a bitch and a slut. Right to her face. And she… she sort of liked it. What was wrong with her?

“And you’re mine. I’m going to fill that belly up. Fucking breed you just like Sandra. Just like her mother. And I think I’ll keep you like Sandra too. You… interest me.”

“Why?” she asked, unable to help herself.

“Because I think not so far under the surface, there’s a slut waiting to get out of her good girl shell. I think you want the dirtiest, nastiest shit done to you, and I’m going to deliver. Seeing that beautiful face when you’re riding me fat with my kid, it’s going to be…” He shook his head, his grin spreading wider. “…priceless.”

Faith fled from him before she could see the effect his words had on her. She made it halfway up the stairs before she came so hard she had to grip the banister, her teeth clenched, her eyes squeezing shut. She thought of his big black cock shoving its way inside her – coming inside her – and she wanted to scream yes, God yes, take her, take her right there on the fucking stairwell.

Instead, she came, half-expecting Will to be watching when she opened her eyes again. But no, he hadn’t even come up a foot on the stairs, and she didn’t know if she was disappointed or grateful.

* * *

“She’s cracking, isn’t she?” Sandra asked, resting in bed with Will the next morning, her hand on the root of his softening cock.

“Yeah.”

“Do you feel bad?”

“About Kaleb?”

“Yes.”

“Nah.”  He pulled Sandra to him, wishing he had a joint. “When a guy like that gives up, he doesn’t deserve a woman like her. She’s a nervous horse, ready to bolt. If they got married, they’d make it last five, maybe six years before she walked out the door.”

“She needs someone to tame her.”

Will chuckled. “Sure.”

“Will?”

“Yeah?”

“I don’t want to go back to college.” She nuzzled him. “I don’t want to leave you.”

“Shit. I don’t want you to either. Especially if you’re pregnant. I want that baby here where I can take care of both of you. But you gotta finish, baby girl. You’re close.”

“I know. But the distance.”

“Ain’t nothing but time and space, baby. You’re mine.”

“I could do my post-graduate work here.”

“I like that.”

“But when I come back… will I… will we…?”

“You’ll always have a place in my bed. You’re my number one slut, remember?”

Sandra snickered. “Yeah.”

His phone rang. Will grabbed it and looked at the screen. It was a friend of his in real estate, and he picked up immediately. It was good news. Alberto had his ear to the ground for a decent rental, preferably one near the college where he’d be working. As it turned out, there were five candidates, all of whom were eager to rent to someone more reliable than college kids. Will told him to text him the addresses and numbers for the landlords, thanked him, and hung up.

Sandra nestled in tighter against him, and he groped one of her big breasts. “You want to go house hunting?”

“Mm hm.” She pushed up and looked at him. “You think I am? Pregnant, I mean?”

“Yup.”

“Am I getting fatter?”

He laughed and twisted her until she was on her back again. “No.”

“Then how do you know?”

Will leaned down to suck her nipple into his mouth, letting it go almost immediately to mumble against her breast, “Because it’s me. And it’s you. You were made for fuckin’ babies.”

“Are you going to get Faith pregnant too?”

“Oh yeah.”

She stretched lazily as he resumed sucking on her tit, his hand going to her cunt, still sloppy with his come and her juices. He felt around under her ass for the plug she put in that morning, and wiggled it, making her giggle. They’d been building up to this, Sandra wearing a variety of bigger and bigger plugs.

“Soon, baby, soon,” she murmured.

“Yeah,” he said, and sucked harder, pushing the plug in and out. She loved that, and brought her fingers up to her lips to suck on them while he played. Her hand went to her pussy and she played with it before her expression changed. “Will.”

“What?”

“I have an idea. A really, really bad idea.”

He stopped playing and glided up her body, sliding his hardening cock against her messy pussy. “What?”

She told him. And it really was good.

* * *

The text message from Sandra was so simple. Warm even. But it crept into Faith’s mind and wouldn’t let go.

We bought you a thank-you gift for letting us stay. It’s in your nightstand.

Faith was now a woman of two minds, and the divide between the two was tearing her apart. She desperately did not want to go home because of Will and Sandra, and yet, she was desperate to go home for the exact same reasons. She wanted to know what they had been up to, the debauchery they committed that day, the sins that made her so wet she nearly came again that afternoon just thinking about them.

Always in the back of her mind was the memory of Will making her come with just his voice. She tried to force the memories back behind her carefully constructed walls, but little images kept creeping in of his words. Going to make her pregnant. Gong to breed her. Like she was livestock, and meant only for his babies.

Why oh why oh why did that turn her on so much? Why did she love being cheapened by that asshole? Why did the thought of him standing beside her, her tummy so full of his children, his hand maybe on her breast or her stomach or her ass, turn her on so much?

Faith went to her church that night, hoping her pastor was there. But it was all locked up, and she stood by the door, banging her forehead against it futilely. She didn’t know who she could turn to with all this. Her best friends April and Jenny would probably gossip about it in all the time it took for her to hang up on them. Her mother would disown her and probably hold an intervention.

But what would they do if they found out you were actually cheating on Kaleb instead of just thinking about it?

She refused to let that thought take root. Why, she wasn’t sure, but slowly, every rational part of her mind was succumbing to the madness of wanting Will and now, without realizing it, she began to mentally protect herself if she did go through with it.

When Faith came home that night, it was to Kaleb and Will in the backyard, grilling slabs of beef, with pineapple and corn on the side. Sandra swam lazy laps in the pool. The cool water on the blazing hot day was inviting, Faith thought, but the real draw was the woman in the bikini.

“Hey baby, did you get my calls?” Kaleb asked as she came to him for a kiss. “I was getting worried.”

“Sorry, I… I had a lot on my plate.” She looked up at Will. His black linen shirt was open down to his stomach, and she couldn’t help staring at the hard lines of his muscles underneath. “Steaks?”

“I know, you didn’t want us to cook for you in the kitchen. But there were no rules about me grilling for you and showing you I can actually cook.”

“I… I didn’t mean…” She blushed and looked away.

“Didn’t mean what?” Will asked, playing innocent. “Come on, you didn’t trust me in your kitchen. Or your home.”

Kaleb raised his beer to his lips, watching all this like a basketball game. Faith said, “I guess not.”

“And now?” Will prompted.

“And now… I’ve changed my mind.”

“That’s too bad,” Will said. “Because we just found a rental today. Nice place. Three bedrooms in the suburbs. It’s a longer drive to the college than I’d like, but lots of room for me and my girls. Ain’t that right, baby?”

“That’s right, Daddy,” Sandra called.

“Daddy?” Kaleb asked, amused. Will grinned back and shrugged.

Sandra came up out of the pool at that moment, pulling her long brown hair behind her and making her breasts thrust out. In her crisscrossing pink bikini, everyone stared, especially Faith. She wanted to run her tongue over every inch of Sandra to find out if her skin was as warm as her deep tan. And there was so much of that tasty skin on display, her big breasts pushing the fabric to its absolute limits, and her pussy lips clearly visible around the triangle of fabric trying to protect her modesty.

Sandra strutted to a lounge chair, where her towel waited. Everyone watched her bend over, ass in their direction. The string bikini bottoms disappeared between her cheeks and bulged obscenely over her sex. She stood, wrapped her towel around herself, and walked back into the house. “Be back when I’ve showered,” she said. “Faith? Want to join me?”

Yes. Oh, how she would burn for it, but Faith wanted to. Instead, she laughed self-consciously. “Wouldn’t that give our guys something to talk about?”

“Mm hm,” Sandra purred. “Oh well. Guess I’ll go by myself.”

All three stared until she disappeared inside. We bought you something.

“I’ll be right back,” Faith said, her voice as dry as the desert.

“Going to join her after all?” Will asked.

“No, I just… need something to drink.”

“Grab me another beer?” Kaleb asked.

“Uh huh,” Faith said without really hearing him. She walked back inside. From downstairs, she heard the blast of the shower and thought for a half-crazed moment about walking down there and taking Sandra up on her offer. Instead, she walked with dream-like slowness to her bedroom, both wanting to know and not wanting to know what their present to her was.

She stumbled sideways inside the bedroom, nearly falling, and then all at once, she rushed for the bedside, afraid she would faint if she put this off any longer. Inside was a box, nondescript and black. On top was an elegant envelope with gold leaf around the seal flap. She slid a fingernail through the envelope, cutting it open, and pulled out the card inside. The front was blank aside from her name written in beautiful cursive. The linen stock was far too elegant for its purpose. Inside, in a neat scrawl, was written:

We’ll put on a show tonight and every night we’re here. Come down and watch us. But if you want to join in, you need to wear this. It matches mine.

With love,

S.

Faith set the card back in her drawer and opened the box. She lifted the object within, unsure what it was at first and how she was supposed to wear it. It was metal, and shaped almost like a bullet but with a T-intersection at its rear, like a handle for a corkscrew. She frowned. Was it some kind of charm like for a necklace? Was she supposed to put it on a chain? It would look ridiculous between her breasts.

Something else was in the box. A tube. Faith pulled it out and examined it. Lube? Lube and a charm…?

No. Not a charm, she realized with great and sudden clarity. She dropped the objects back into the box and the box back into the drawer, slamming it shut.

A plug. A butt plug.

That thing was supposed to go in her bottom, if she joined them. So Will could… so he could… take her there.

In her bottom.

“Do you like it?” Sandra asked from the doorway.

Faith jumped upright, so startled she nearly screamed. She spun, and any words she might have been about to say died in her throat. Sandra wore a robe, but it hung open over her big breasts and hairless pussy. Faith stared, and swallowed, and was somewhere distantly afraid she had just licked her lips, wondering if she had or if she desperately wanted to.

“I… I…”

“Will bought a matching one for me too. Mine’s a little bigger, but I’ve been practicing. Want to see?”

God help her, but she did. Faith stammered, “I’m married… I mean, I will be…”

“Just a peek?” Sandra asked.

Faith swallowed as Sandra turned around. The young woman looked over her shoulder for approval, and almost like someone was controlling her like a marionette, Faith nodded despite herself. Sandra lifted the rear of the robe, and pried her luscious cheeks apart. On either side of her bud were the handles of her own metal plug.

“See?” she said softly. “We have to build up to bigger ones because he’s so big. It’s kinda weird at first, but it’s comfortable and hot when you get used to it. And when he plays with it, it feels so good.”

“Oh my God,” Faith whimpered.

“Think about it. Come down tonight. Watch,” Sandra said simply.

Faith couldn’t answer. Sandra gave her a coquettish wave and let the robe drop back down. She pranced out of there tying it, and Faith followed, hesitating before going back outside.

“Ah, no beer?” Kaleb asked.

“Sorry. Got distracted. Sandra wanted to know if I had an extra bar of soap. Got my thoughts all twisted up,” Faith said.

“She has that effect,” Will said drily.

“She is… uh… very distracting,” Kaleb said.

Ignoring that, Faith said, “But, um… what did you say Will? You found a place? Really?”

“It won’t be ready for another week. If that’s a problem, there’s always a hotel again,” Will said, turning back to the steaks. “We’ll put the pineapple on soon and then we’ll be ready to eat.”

We need to tell them to get out. They should go tonight. Before I catch a glimpse of Will’s cock again. Before Sandra draws me in. Before I’m wearing that toy for them. Before I’m on my knees ready for it any way Will wants to give it to me.

Before I beg him to breed me.

“Stay,” Faith said faintly.

Kaleb lit up, and oh, how her heart broke. Not for herself, not anymore. She knew she was damned that night and her fate was sealed. No. All that was left was trying not to hurt the man she still loved, even as she realized there could be something greater than love, something darker, something that could eat you up bite by bite until you were all gone and all that’s left is laughter and moans.

“Yeah, man! Stay here.”

Will turned back to them as Faith’s eyes were drawn to the red-hot briquettes under the meat on the grill. “Nah, we’ve imposed enough.”

“No, we insist. Stay until your new place is ready,” Kaleb said.

“Yes,” Faith said, her eyes still on the barbeque. “I know I’ve been… less than welcoming.” Her throat worked as she thought about Sandra sucking his cock. About his words at the bottom of the stairwell making her come. About what she wanted. Who she wanted. Her eyes finally lifted from the heat, and for a brief moment, she looked in Kaleb’s direction. His smile slipped, and for the first time, she thought he might understand what was actually going on and what hell he brought into their home. But before he could speak, Faith added, “Please. Our home is your home.”

* * *

Faith laid awake that night, as she had most every night since Will’s arrival. She didn’t know Kaleb was awake too until he muttered, “Can’t sleep?”

“How’d you know?”

“You keep circling your foot.”

“Sorry.”

He cracked a yawn and twisted onto his side to look at her. “What’s going on, Faith?”

“Huh?”

“You’ve been distracted all night.”

She turned to face him, her cheeks wet. “Tomorrow morning, let’s go for a run.”

“What?” he asked. “Are you crying?”

“Yes. Because I want you to fight for us. I want you to try again. For me.”

He frowned. “Is this because I had a second bowl of ice cream tonight?”

“Goddamn it, Kaleb, listen!”

The word coming out of her mouth shocked both of them into long silence. Finally, he said softly, “Oh. I’m too fat for you now?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “But it’s more than that.”

“It’s Will,” he said. He chuckled and twisted onto his back. “I’ve been trying to think all night why you’d change your mind about him staying here.”

“I haven’t done anything with him.”

“But you want to.”

She drew a long breath. “Yes. I’m very tempted.”

“Of course you are. You and every other woman on this fucking planet.”

“Kaleb…”

“No. Don’t. I’m going to sleep.”

“I went to church tonight to pray about it and-”

“You know what’s funny? That you’re blaming me for this. It’s not about me. It’s about you. This is your decision. You want me to exercise more? Okay. I’ll do it. Does that make you want him any less?”

She pulled away from him in the dark, her tears coming faster now. “I’m going to sleep on the couch.”

“If you do it, I want you gone. All three of you.”

She hurried out of bed, shaking with the force of her anger and sadness. She dressed in pajama bottoms and one of his tee shirts. As she opened the door, Kaleb turned and said softly, “You didn’t answer the question. If I lost thirty pounds, if I tried for you, would it even matter?”

She fled.

* * *

Sandra’s hips bucked up and down as Will’s long tongue flicked through her depths. She gripped both his head and her own hair, pushing back at him with everything she had. His big hands were all over her, roaming from her tits to her pussy, pulling her wide open for his thirst for her juices.

“Fuck, I love the way you taste,” he growled against her pussy.

There was a gasp behind them on the stairwell. Sandra glanced in that direction and smiled down at her man. “We have an audience.”

“So? Let her watch me make you come again.”

“Yesss, make me come…” Sandra moaned.

She curled a finger at Faith. The other woman would only peek around the edge of the stairwell, but neither was she trying to back away either. Will sucked Sandra’s clit into her mouth, finally drawing her attention back to him as he worked her button with expert flicks, then drew his thumbs to it, teasing it.

“He’s so good at this, Faith,” Sandra moaned. “Knows… all the ways… to mayyy… make my little pussy wet for him.”

“Oh my,” Faith breathed.

“Does… nnngh… does Kaleb do this for you?”

“Don’t make me talk about him.”

Will dragged his tongue down to the base of Sandra’s pussy, his chin and cheeks wet with her need. Sandra said, “He doesn’t, does he? M-maybe he did, once. But now?”

“Sh-shut up about him!” Faith said, but Sandra saw her shoulder move, a rhythmic up and down gesture. She was playing with herself, and the need outweighed the protests.

“Does he make you come now, Faith? That sweaty, saggy body over you? Will…” She closed her eyes and arched her back as Will’s tongue flicked around her asshole. “Oh God, he’s licking my asshole, he’s making me feel so dirty, Faith…”

Will moved back to her pussy almost as fast, his thumbs working her clit hard as his tongue returned to her hood and the steeple of her folds. She clawed at the couch, barely aware through slitted eyes of Faith slipping around the corner, still not daring to come to them but standing with her butt against the wall, hand in her sweatpants moving fast as she watched the show for her benefit.

“He’s a good… man,” Faith whimpered. “I love him.”

“But you’re here,” Sandra said. “Watching us… watching me… about to come.”

“Come,” Faith said. “Yes. Come… for him.”

Sandra’s chin dipped and she clutched harder at Will and the couch. “Oh… oh Faith… his tongue… his cock… they’re so… so… gooooood…” She went quiet and stilled, gritting her as the pleasure finally exploded through her again, making her butt jump and the air whoosh out of her lungs. “Ooooh, Will, Will, I need you…”

He was up and on her in a moment, pulling her off the couch and swapping her spots. She dropped down onto him, ass to him so they could both stare at Faith, who was now bucking up and down with short jerks as she watched, eyes half-closed, mouth open. The blonde was close, both of them knew that, and flinched and whimpered when Sandra slid down onto Will’s big cock.

“I’m sorry, Kaleb, I’m so sorry…”

With her knees on either side of Will’s hips and her slim pussy split obscenely wide, Sandra bounced up and down on him, going zero to sixty in no time. All her times with him felt like practice for this, showing off for Faith, making her theirs. In that moment, as his big hands clenched her waist and her tits slapped against her own skin as she filled herself with his dick over and over and over again, Sandra knew he meant it when he said there would always be a place for her, because this, more than being his baby’s mother, was her place. Helping bring others into their debaucherous circle, corrupting them, taking them.

She watched Faith fold a leg and rest her foot against the wall, bucking her ass back and forth against the drywall as she fingered herself to the show, and she chanted, “Come to him, be with us, beg him for it, beg him to fuck your pussy and give you a baby…”

“Breed me…” Faith whimpered.

“Ohhhh my fuck, Faith, can’t y-you see how big he is inside me, how fucking soaked I am for h-him? Join us. Join us…”

Faith cried out, hips jerking erratically. Her ass slid down the wall until she was seated. Her legs spread wide and she kept fingering herself, head so far back she was staring up at the ceiling, mouth wide open.

Sandra came too, a gurgle of happiness escaping her lips. Will pulled her up off him and said, “On your face.” Sandra dropped as he stood up, jacking his big fat cock with his fist, his face drawn in a grimace of lust. Faith stared in their direction, mouth still wide open, as Will came all over Sandra’s face, great big gobs of him dripping down along her forehead, cheeks, chin, and even a couple shots in her hair.

“So much,” Faith whimpered. “So big.”

Sandra scrambled for her, and Faith rose to her feet on shaky legs. With only a whimper of need, she started licking Sandra’s face, getting up as much come as she could. Seeing Faith so debased, so lost to her need, and committing such a wanton act, was almost enough to set Sandra off again.

“So close now,” Sandra said, her lips only an inch from Faith’s. The blonde leaned in and kissed her, her hand creeping down to Sandra’s puffy lips. Sandra moaned against her lips, and reached a hand into Faith’s sweatpants. She swirled a finger through Faith’s lips, collecting some of the wetness, and pulled her hand free to suck her finger. Faith watched, then turned for the stairs, moving in slow motion, like she was dreaming.

* * *

Faith woke on the couch to the smell of frying bacon. That previous night, she cried herself to sleep, but she woke feeling oddly calm. Fractured, yes. There was still so much pain over what she intended to do to Kaleb, but now she realized too it was inevitable.

She was Will’s.

It was him standing in the kitchen. It was him who belonged in that house with her. She stood, went into the bathroom, showered, and walked into her bedroom, a broken woman but the pieces coming back together in new and strange ways. She found Kaleb sitting upright, his own eyes red.

He watched her pull the box from her nightstand drawer. Listlessly, he said, “I can change.”

“You could have,” she said. “But you didn’t. Not for me.”

“Goddamn it, Faith.”

“Don’t you swear like that.”

“You think Will is going to talk any nicer than me?”

She eyed him with pity. “I think you’re a child playing at being a man. You needed… need someone to try to hold your hand. But I think Will is a man who can do whatever the fuck he wants to.” She pulled the butt plug from the box along with the bottle of lube.

“What is that? What are you doing?”

Faith didn’t answer. Instead, she lubed up the plug, then bent slightly and carefully brought it to her bud. “This is going to be his soon.”

Kaleb let out a soft, pitiable whimper, and stood, watching. The plug felt strange inside her, filling her in a way she couldn’t have prepared for and stretching her tight little bottom in a pleasant way. She let out a pleased gasp, and Kaleb shot for the closet, tears streaming down his face.

But he was a nonentity to her now. She walked out of the bedroom, wondering faintly what his parents would say, what hers would shout. She didn’t much care anymore. Instead, nude and with her muscles squeezing the plug reflexively, she walked through the dining room and kitchen to Will, watching her with a smile that said he knew this was how it was going to go the entire time.

Sandra was already there, on her knees, sucking her man. She was dressed only in a thong, and tossed back her brunette hair as she looked up between Faith and Will.

Faith started to tug her engagement ring off her finger, but Will said softly, “Leave it on. For now. We’ll pawn it later and buy you both some collars. Something that says you’re mine now.”

“Yours,” Faith agreed.

He brought his hand to her face and pressed his thumb to her lips. “Beg for it, slut,” he said, his voice still soft and silken.

She sucked his thumb into her mouth, bobbed her head twice down the length of it, and pulled off him with a pop. “Please, Will. Let me be yours.”

“Let me see.”

She turned for him and spread her cheeks. He eyed the metal plug in her ass with a growing smile. “Your bedroom. Now. You owe Sandra and I an apology, and you’re going to pay up by licking her asshole while she gets me ready for you.”

Faith thought about protesting, and about Kaleb in the next room. But that didn’t hurt as much as it should. In fact, it excited her.

What is wrong with me, what is wrong with me, what is wrong with me?

The words repeated themselves over and over and over again, even as she helped Sandra to her feet and kissed the young woman hungrily. Sandra giggled as Will dug out his phone. “Daddy loves pictures.”

“Daddy…” Faith breathed. She blushed furiously as Will brought the phone up, but the snapping of the photos didn’t stop her from sucking Sandra’s tongue between her lips, or her hand from going to the other woman’s bottom.

“Come on,” Sandra said, gently and sweetly, even if what they were about to do was so dark it would haunt Faith in the few moments when sanity returned to her in the years to come.

The two women held hands as Will turned off the stove and set aside the pan. He joined them as Sandra swung Faith’s hand, both of them nearly skipping to the bedroom where Kaleb was still dressing. Will’s former friend gaped at them as they came in, and moaned Faith’s name under his breath.

“Faith, no, no no no, please, we can fix this…”

“I’m Daddy’s now,” Faith said, and giggled like a bimbo, like a ditz, like the slut she wanted to be for Will. There was one last moment when Will stepped into the room when she mentally whispered for Kaleb to fight for what they had, that it wasn’t too late, but then Will was dropping his clothes on the ground and jumping into their bed, ignoring Kaleb so completely it was if the other man didn’t exist anymore.

And to all of them, even Faith after she saw Will completely nude, Kaleb didn’t. Sandra climbed on the bed and knelt between Will’s legs, tossing her hair back again and pushing his cock against his stomach so she could give it a long, playful lick from his stem to his tip. This she kissed as Faith tugged down Sandra’s panties. She ran her hands over the tan brunette’s bottom, and moaned wordlessly before she leaned down to tentatively brush her tongue against Sandra’s bleached bud.

“Oooh, Daddy, she’s doing it, our Faith’s licking my asshole…” Sandra cooed.

Kaleb broke. He sobbed out one last time, “Faith!” and then he ran, stumbling when he hit the doorframe but otherwise never stopping until they heard the door slam behind him.

“Fat fuck,” Will said, resting an arm behind his head.

Faith drove her tongue deep into Sandra’s asshole, and pulled back to gasp, “Fat, useless f…” Her mind reeled, but then she plunged forward, her good girl walls grinding slowly into dust. “…fuck, can’t f-fuck me like Daddy will, wouldn’t have ever dreamed of telling me he wanted my ass…”

“That’s Daddy’s,” Sandra said matter-of-factly. “Our asses are for Daddy. Our pussies are for Daddy. Our mouths, our tits, our milk will be too. All for Will.”

“All for Daddy…” Faith breathed, and drove her tongue again and again into Sandra’s ass like she was fucking it. Her hands roamed the other woman’s bottom, her mind focused solely on Sandra’s moans of pleasure and Will’s occasional grunts.

“That’s it, baby, suck that cock, you know how I like it.”

“Urk!” Sandra choked out.

“You like her tongue in your ass?”

Sandra came up with a slurp and said softly, “Yeah. She’s good at it. Eager.” She looked over her shoulder. “Desperate. Aren’t you?”

“Uh huh,” Faith agreed.

“Good. Because from now on, Faith… get back to sucking, baby, that’s it… you’re going to be my bottom slut. Anything Sandra or any of my other girls want, you’re going to give them. When you’ve been good long enough, there’ll be someone underneath you, but for now, you’re my slut on demand for all of them, you hear me?”

“Yes, Will,” Faith said, and drove her tongue back into Sandra before pulling back and eyeing him over her new mistress’s bottom. “Their slut. Your slut. I don’t care anymore. I just want you both. Promise me that, and I’m yours.”

“You’ve got us,” he said.

“Show her,” Sandra said. “Take her.”

Faith held her breath until Will said, “Yeah. It’s time.”

Sandra pulled away from his cock and Will gestured at Faith to come to him. Faith crawled across the bed to him, eyes locked on that massive black dick now resting flat against his stomach. He was so thick she wasn’t sure how she could fit him into her pussy, let alone her ass someday. But with every inch, she grew more and more eager to try. Just a day ago, what seemed like such a huge and momentous breaking of her will was now, in her mind, an inevitable conclusion. She had always been Will’s.

“I was always yours,” she whimpered as her fingers touched his cock.

He didn’t respond, only stared, as she wrapped her hands around his dick. Her engagement ring gleamed on her finger, a stark contrast to his skin. She closed her eyes. I’m sorry, Kaleb. I’m so sorry.

But I want this.

Faith crawled up along his body, nestled a knee on either side of his hips, and whispered it. “I’m sorry, Kaleb. But …” She held up Will’s cock and pressed her entrance to him as she shuddered. “…oh… oh, I’m Daddy’s now.” Sandra came to her and kissed her shoulder softly.

And with that, Faith sank down onto Will’s cock for the first time.

“Oh,” she said, almost like she had a bright idea. “Oh… wow.”

Such a little act. All it took to shatter her entire life was dropping her hips.

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?” Sandra said, stroking Faith’s ass as she settled little by little on Will’s dick. So much of him filled her. Kaleb knew how to hit her spot at certain angles and could make it good. Will did that without even trying. Her most sensitive spots slid against his thickness.

Faith swallowed hard as she took more and more of him inside her. Her hands rested on his stomach, flexing as she sank little by little, feeding her pussy what it had craved for days. Her face was a perfect picture of her lust, eyes closed, mouth open, long pale blonde hair streaming down and tickling the top of her ass, an almost serene visage of what she was feeling. The pleasure rippled through her from her core through her spine, and she began to shudder with it as she sank little by little.

Finally, Faith had to stop. She was taking so much of him, and yet there was still so much to go. “Look at her, baby,” Sandra cooed. “Look at how much of you your new slut is taking.”

“Goddamn,” Will said, and even now, Faith wanted to chide him for using the Lord’s name in vain, but when she opened her mouth, all that came out was a gurgle of pleasure.

“Ohhhhhnnnngghhh,” she moaned. “Big cock… just need to… need to feel this… oh, oh I’m going to... mmm…”

“Say it,” Sandra said, and came to Faith to kiss her shoulder again, then her neck, and her spine. Sandra’s words tickled her skin, and Faith was close, so close. “You’re going to come for him.”

“Yes… I… I’m going…”

“Say it. Open those pretty eyes, look at our Daddy, and tell him you’re coming for him.”

Faith did as Sandra commanded. Her eyes slid open, fluttering uncontrollably as she tried to focus on Will. He had his hands on her waist, which she’d never even noticed, so concentrated was she on the connection of their bodies, and on his face was a smirk.

Instead of making her angry, it set Faith off.

“…Coming… Daddy,” she whimpered. “I’m coming… for you.”

“This is my cunt now,” he said, and stroked her mound where she bulged with the size of him inside her.

“Y-yours…”

“No,” he said. “Say it.”

“This is your… c-cunt now,” Faith said. It was the first time she ever spoke that word, and a nervous giggle escaped her lips, like someone might throw open the door and shout at her to watch her mouth. She tasted the word again as her eyes rolled upwards and crossed, her tongue wanting to poke out of her mouth. She rose and fell on his dick again with each word. “Your… cunt! Your… cunt! Your… CUNT!”

The sensations burst through her, from her core and up and down her spine. Her toes curled from it as her mind went blank, the pleasure all she could feel in that moment, in that long, delirious moment. Faith knew she was being lifted but couldn’t concentrate on anything but the cock inside her and her body clinging to it, milking it.

Will dropped her on her back on the pillows and fucked her. Now that he knew how much of him Faith could take, he gave it to her, hard and fast. Her knees bent and she twisted her head, still sightless, the cock inside her making her pleasure last and last.

Will grabbed one of those legs and rested it on his shoulder. The other he couldn’t, not right away. That leg was too busy making motions like it was bicycling in midair, her foot twisting in fast circles as Will hit her spot time and time again.

“Big, so big, oh, oh, oh, oh, Will… it’s, nnngh, it’s so fucking big inside me…”

“Look at you, baby,” Sandra said, and Faith realized she was right there, kneeling beside her, massaging one of Faith’s small breasts and teasing the nipple.

“Sandra… I liked… licking… ungh… you.”

“I like that too, Faith. We’ll do it all the time.”

“Yessss,” Faith said, a loopy smile on her face. “We’re going to… oh, oh my… we’re going to have his… his babies…”

“Fuck,” Will growled.

Sandra took Faith’s hand and squeezed it. “You’ll be so beautiful, big and pregnant.”

“Mm,” Faith said. “Both of us… together…”

Sandra twisted her head towards Will. “Want that? Want us both big with your babies, on our knees, asses up?”

“You know I do,” Will said, driving harder and harder into Faith, jerking her back and forth on the bed with each thrust.

Faith’s head tipped back, her mouth parted. “Oh God, oh God, I’m coming again, how is this so good?”

“Tell Daddy to fuck you,” Sandra moaned, her free hand slipping to her sex, her other squeezing Faith’s.

“Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me with that h-huge… fucking… cock!”

Will slammed deep and Faith’s back arched liked an invisible person jerked her upright. The foot on Will’s shoulder dropped as she crashed back down, mouth wide open, eyes rolling up in her head again.

Will gave her only a moment before slamming back and forth into her, grunting with the effort. His face was drawn in a mask of need, lips peeled back, teeth bared. His ass drove up and down as he fucked Faith relentlessly. Sandra grabbed the nearly forgotten phone, and set it to record. She rested her ass on her calves as she filmed him about to come in Faith for the first time.

“Come in her, give it to her, give her a baby,” she breathed.

“A baby,” Faith agreed deliriously.

“You want it?” Will asked her.

“Yesssss!” Faith cried out.

“Then here it is, little slut.” He grabbed her waist and lifted her. She flopped backwards, only her shoulders remaining on the mattress as he hoisted her higher and higher, his cock deep inside her.

“Oh, FUCK!” Faith wailed.

Will grunted one last time and came deep in Faith’s delicate pussy. For a long moment he held that pose, then pulled back, a rain of his come and Faith’s juices dripping down onto the bed. Sandra shoved the phone at him and dove for Faith’s pussy, lapping up what she could while her man recorded everything, chuckling.

He eventually turned the recording off and guided Sandra down onto the bed next to their new lover. Faith was still coming down, her hips quaking and her mouth opening and closing as she felt at her pussy. Will dipped low, sucking each of Sandra’s nipples into his mouth for long, languid moments, making deeply satisfied “mmm” sounds in his throat before he went lower still. She spread her legs for him, resting one over Faith’s, and that seemed to get the lithe blonde to snap out of it.

“Oh my God,” she croaked.

Sandra giggled. “Welcome back.”

“Thanks. I’ve never… ever… been fucked like that.”

“He’s amazing, isn’t he?”

“It’s dirty. It’s so dirty. But… yeah. I like it.” Faith looked down at Will taking languid laps of Sandra’s pussy. “I like him… mm… f-fucking my pussy.”

“What else can you call it?” Sandra asked, linking arms with Faith and kissing her shoulder.

“My cunt,” Faith whispered. “I’ve never called it that before. Or been called a slut or a bitch or… or any of it.”

“Are you okay with it?”

Faith nodded minutely. “Yes. It’s bad but… I liked it.”

“Then you’re one of his good girls now. Just like me.”

“His good girls,” Faith said dreamily, and giggled.

“Enough talking,” Will said, rising up and stroking his soft cock. “Faith. Go get some towels, hot water, and some wipes, if you got ‘em. We’re going to need that lube too.”

Sandra sat upright. “It’s time?”

“It’s time.”

“Oh my God,” Faith said. “You’re really going to, mm, f-fuck her bottom?”

“Her ass.” Will snapped his fingers and Faith sat up to crawl to him on her knees. He gripped her by the back of her head and smacked her ass with his other hand. “Gonna do it to you too, as soon as we’ve worked you up to taking me.”

“Oh. Oh that’s going to be… oh… no one’s ever… mm, fucked me there,” Faith moaned.

“Go get the stuff.”

She did, hurrying off the bed and walking gingerly with her hips spread wide. They watched her go, amused, and Sandra said under her breath, “You gotta give her a couple days after a fucking like that.”

Will laughed. “Yeah. My thought too.”

They listened to Faith brush her teeth, gargle, and spit. In a few minutes, when she returned, she looked much more with it, though still dazed. Will climbed off the bed and guided her with a hand on her ass to it, instructing her to put the water and wipes on the nightstand and lay out the towels across the bed. She stared at him a long moment, eyes lost.

“I cheated on him,” she said. “I… I broke his heart.”

“Kaleb’s the sort of guy you go apologize to him, he’d take you back,” Will said.

“Do you want me to go?” Faith asked, and her voice broke. “Was that all this was, a one-time thing?”

He gripped her ass again and pulled her to him to kiss her. Her hands went to his cock, stroking him in a reflexive gesture. “No,” Will said. “I want you with us. But I’m not forcing you. I ain’t going to stop you from walking out on it. But it’s gotta be your choice.”

Faith looked between him and Sandra, and thought about it. She nearly did walk out then, thinking about Kaleb’s pain the night before. But then she thought of Will’s cock sliding into Sandra’s ass… and that brought with it a vision of herself, on her knees, head down, ass up high, Will behind her, fucking her own bottom.

It might not have been love, but lust won her soul.

“I want this,” she said softly. “Both of you.”

“Like I told her, you aren’t going to be the only ones.”

“I know. I… like that,” Faith said.

“Then help her get ready,” he said.

He guided Faith through it. She lubed up her fingers and brought them hesitantly to Sandra’s bud. This she explored with gentle brushes, fearful she would hurt the other woman. But Sandra liked it, her head coming back as she swayed back and forth with the touches. Faith added more lube, and as Will instructed, she slid her fingers deeper.

“That feels so good, Faith,” Sandra cooed.

“I’ve got my fingers in your ass. That’s happening,” Faith said. Sandra cracked up, and Faith shook her head, smiling too despite herself. “Strangest week.”

“She’s ready. Now lube me up,” Will said.

Faith swallowed and added more lube to her palm. She stroked Will with both hands, staring into his eyes. He gripped the back of her head and pulled her to him, his kiss sloppy and insistent. She liked that about him. It wasn’t that he was a particularly great kisser. It was the way she felt needed. No. Demanded.

“Get on your back in front of her. I want to see your face when she’s licking your pussy and I’m fucking her ass,” Will said.

Faith knee-walked in a daze, and spread herself out on the pile of pillows at the head of the bed. Just a day before, she primped them and kissed the picture of her fiancé on her side of the bed, her usual morning tradition. Now she stared at the picture as she spread her long legs wide.

She thought of Will’s earlier words and whispered them. “Fat fuck.”

“He couldn’t take care of you,” Sandra said. “We will, Faith.”

Will grunted in agreement. His cockhead rested against Sandra’s cheeks and he thrust between them as she dipped low to take a lap of Faith’s pussy.

“Ohhhh… this is real, this is really…” Faith whimpered, and then Sandra licked her. She was shocked into silence, and at that moment, Will gripped Sandra’s cheeks, pulled them apart, and rested his cockhead against her bud.

Slowly, he eased into her, taking another one of her virginities. Sandra’s head whipped upward, and she gasped out, “Oh, fuck, that’s big.”

“Tight,” Will grunted. “Baby girl, if this hurts…”

“Don’t stop. Please Will.”

He smacked her bottom lightly. “Good girl. I got you.”

His cock sank deeper into her, going slow. He grabbed the phone and took pictures, then slung it up next to Faith so she could get pictures of Sandra licking her pussy. Those were among some of his favorite of the night, Sandra’s head twisted just barely at an angle, her eyes half-lidded, her lips next to Faith’s pussy lips. In the next shot, as he reached what Sandra could take, she had her head raised and flashed the camera a frazzled smile, holding up a peace symbol.

She could take it. And now that Will knew that, it was on.

He pulled out of her, spread more lube on his cock and her ass, and eased back into Sandra. Inches of him slid into her ass, and she rocked to it.

“Oooohh, fuck, you’re so deep, nnnngh…” she gasped. “So… fucking big… Faith…”

“Does it feel good?” Faith asked, spreading her legs wider and playing with her pussy, unable to help herself even if she was still tender.

“Yessss, oh my God, yes, I’m so full, I’m so fullll!”

Will began to fuck her, not quite ever going fast, but driving backwards and forwards with purpose. He gripped her shoulder with one hand and kept her in place. His other went to her waist, gripping her tight as his cock was gripped so completely by her ass.

Sandra couldn’t tend much to Faith, rocked back and forth like she was by their man. But she tried, her tongue bouncing along Faith’s delicate folds and up to her mound. Faith took care of herself, but stopped to stroke Sandra’s face plenty of times, or to run her fingers through the younger woman’s dark hair.

The phone, she realized. It was still right beside her. Faith picked it up and twisted so she was on her knees again, coming around and snapping photos of Sandra and Will from the side. Both of them ignored her for the most part. Sandra had one hand between her legs, playing with her pussy frantically as she looked over her shoulder at Will, lips parted, letting out a rush of half-formed words.

“Big oh oh big fnnnngh, fuck, in my ass, ohhh, oh, ahuh, ahuh, like that, just… like… that!”

Faith nearly dropped the phone when Sandra collapsed face-first into the mattress, her hands opening and closing into fists, her feet coming up off the bed. She rushed to Sandra’s side as Will shifted so he was now on top of Sandra, pumping into her from above, his ass rising and falling in a way that threatened to hypnotize Faith.

“Are you okay?” she asked Sandra.

Sandra lifted her head and looked at the other woman with a vacant expression, her lights nearly out from her pleasure. “Might be… the hardest… I’ve ever come… ohhhh…”

“This will be you soon,” Will said to Faith.

“Be with us,” Sandra begged.

For an answer, Faith set the phone on the nightstand and got back on the bed. She reached out with trembling hands, stroking Will’s chest and Sandra’s back as Will neared his climax. Faith’s eyes strayed again to the picture of her and Kaleb. Her cheeks burned, and she felt like she was falling.

I’m sorry, baby.

She turned her attention back to Will. “Come in her ass. I want to see it. I want this, Will.”

He pulled her to him one more, stilling just long enough to kiss her. Still with one eye on that picture, Faith leaned up and kissed his jaw, his cheek, his earlobe. As he thrust harder and harder into Sandra, nearing his end, Faith held Kaleb’s eyes…

…and she grinned.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading. Check out my other stories and books here.
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