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Prologue 1

	 

	
 

	I guess it is human nature once you have something, even if you consider it to be the best thing in your life, after some length of time you begin to take it for granted. 

	
 

	Sometimes things may go out of date and a better version of them may be available. For example, I bought a 40-inch flat-screen television three years ago. Back then it was the ‘hot’ item to own and I bragged to all my friends about my ‘huge TV,’ yet now is considered a standard television size. And as such, I have been thinking about upgrading to a larger television. Another example is my computer, which when I bought it was the fastest available, but now only a few years later is pretty much a ‘standard’ system, beginning to show its limitations with some of the games I play. 

	
 

	In some cases, it is not even wanting ‘more’ out of something, instead, taking such things for granted makes you expect those items to be around forever. Even ‘once in a lifetime’ rare items become commonplace.

	
 

	Even my car—something I cherished and waxed and buffed every weekend, babying as my most prized possession—I now treat as a ‘regular’ car, eating in it, letting oil changes and maintenance slide a month or two, and barely washing it a few times a year.

	
 

	The cold hard truth is nothing lasts forever, and things which might be a part of your life eventually ‘grow old’ or mundane or just simply disappear.

	
 

	If you are lucky, you might have an epiphany and realize how important a particular item is and come to the decision you would do anything—even something completely against your very nature or morals—to keep it, to once again have it and cherish it.

	
 

	Katie and I have been dating for over five years, and I am ashamed and sad to say where I once was the proudest man in the world to have such a beautiful and fantastic woman for a girlfriend, I have started taking for granted. I know there is no other woman I want to be with, but I have simply assumed she would be around forever. But now, like my car, my computer, or other things in my life, I have wanted more from her.

	
 

	This feeling is not one-sided, as Katie has confessed having similar feelings about our relationship. Where once she used to look at me with unquestionable love and affection, now she simply glances at me as another piece of furniture, her too having become too comfortable in our relationship.

	
 

	This feeling has grown slowly for at least the past year, our relationship falling into a ‘rut’ of sameness, assuming things would continue on and remain the same forever. The signs were there, we simply ignored them. Where sex happened almost nightly for the first couple of years, now was barely a once a week event—if that! And although Katie had an apartment, she pretty much lived at my place, each of us silently assuming she would be staying at my place each night.

	
 

	Falling into such a rut in a relationship may be something to expect when married; however, we had not even broached the topic, neither of us wanting to ‘jump the gun’ and do something we might regret. 

	
 

	Or at least that was the excuse we gave ourselves several years ago.

	
 

	Katie, being one of the most beautiful women I have ever met—and I am not simply being biased—did not have to worry about me leaving her. I had no doubts she was the best thing I could ever have in my life. Should she ever find herself without me though, I had no doubts she would have a line of guys waiting at her doorstep to ask her out. But for a guy like me, I was in no position to take such a woman for granted, and yet, there I was.

	
 

	I am an average guy—slightly pot-bellied from sitting at a desk all day and too tired afterwards to make any attempts at working out. I would not even consider myself a handsome man—not ugly, but not handsome either—although Katie adamantly argues the point whenever the discussion comes up. 

	
 

	I am also not rich enough to entice a girl like Katie to stay around me. I make a comfortable living supporting computer software for a mid-sized company specializing in Program Management and Time Keeping applications. The job is not glamorous or exciting—even for those of us supporting the product—but it pays the bills and has set me up for a comfortable existence. It is a cushy job, working a typical nine-to-five workweek with scattered out-of-town travel, and on occasion, some emergency support calls. When all is said and done, I am simply an IT guy. 

	
 

	Then there is Katie. 

	
 

	Katie is what any man would consider perfect, not only in terms of looks and physique, but also her personality, intelligence, and mentality. She is the complete package—not only a girl any guy would want to bang, but a ‘keeper,’ somebody everybody would want by their side forever.

	
 

	I know you hear guys brag about how hot their girls are, but Katie was the real deal, having what people consider a ‘supermodel’ body. God had granted her a natural beauty, with naturally tanned olive-toned skin, long legs, and a body never seeming to gain an ounce of fat. She kept her blondish-brown hair at medium ‘armpit-level’ length and even after waking up first thing in the morning, it made her even that much sexier.

	
 

	When she had been in college—before we had ever met—she had gotten a boob job. I have seen the ‘before and after’ pictures of her and although I could not deny the cosmetic surgery had perfected her body—going from a nondescript A-cup to a prominent C-cup—she had already been flawless.

	
 

	They say such surgery changes a woman; however, knowing some of Katie’s longtime friends, I knew her personality had remained the same. Even before her augmentation, she was comfortable with her body, unafraid to flaunt it, and in fact more at ease wearing as little as possible. She was the type of girl unafraid to wear the skimpiest of bikinis or walk around the house in nothing but her underwear. To sum things up, she not only had the body to pull such exhibitionism off, but the mindset as well. 

	
 

	While some people would think of her as a cock-tease, Katie does not dress to tease. She is simply comfortable enough with her body to wear whatever she wants, and has the God-given body to pull it off.

	
 

	But looks were not the only place Katie excelled in. Unlike myself, who had settled on a working life of mediocrity, coming home to play on the computer or watch television and do little else to keep in shape, Katie was constantly moving—jogging several miles a day in the morning, working out at a yoga and fitness training center several times a week, and then going to work as a stylist for an upscale beauty salon. She had even done a few modeling shoots for some of the local clothing stores.

	
 

	Being a stylist and certified cosmetologist also had the added benefit of Katie always looking her best.

	
 

	How such a woman could fall for an average guy like me is beyond anybody’s understanding, and I was one goddamn lucky guy to not have only drawn her attention five years ago, but to have had her fall in love with me and wanting to stay around all these years.

	
 

	But as I mentioned, no matter how great something is in your life, over time you begin to take it for granted. Such is what has happened between Katie and me. 

	
 

	Do not misinterpret what I am saying—neither of us have any doubts about our love for each other nor are even remotely considering breaking up. In fact, I am planning on asking Katie to marry me in the very near future, currently saving up for a ring. It has been something we have discussed on and off through the years; however, the ‘fire’ and passion in our relationship has dimmed considerably, and things had fallen in to the same old grind—coming home and kissing each other hello, trading off making dinner, and then sitting down to watch television or playing on the computer. When bedtime comes about, we kiss each other goodnight, cuddle up almost platonically against each other, and go to sleep.

	
 

	I can recently recall—ok, maybe it has been a while, possibly up to two years ago—where we would have sex every night, fucking like rabbits whenever we were in the same room together and definitely each night we went to bed, until we both fell asleep from sheer exhaustion.

	
 

	Things have definitely died down in the intimacy department.

	
 

	Katie was still the hottest thing on the planet, and a goddess in my eyes, but the familiarity and ‘sameness’ has slowly and inexorably entered our lives.

	
 

	Luckily we have both realized what was happening before things got any worse, mutually coming to the decision we needed to make some changes in our lives, knowing if we did not do something to spice up our relationship, it was doomed. 

	
 

	So after a long talk one evening, Katie and I agreed to begin a new chapter in our relationship, deciding to officially move in together. 

	
 

	Although we had pretty much lived together for the last several years at my apartment, it was time for a more definitive and shared habitation. It was the type of major change in our lives we knew would serve as a trial run towards being a permanent couple. I am not simply talking about packing up our shit and combining everything we own under one roof. Oh no, we decided a more drastic change was needed to reignite our old passion, so were going the whole nine yards—getting rid of over half of our stuff and buying completely new furniture, clothes—you name it; we were throwing out everything from our past lives except a few family mementos with deep emotional attachments in our quest to start a new chapter in our lives together.

	
 

	And we bought a house. I know such a thing sounds like a rash decision for a couple hitting a dry spell; however, after talking about it for hours and hours on end, Katie and I came to the conclusion we needed to definitively know if we were completely compatible, binding ourselves not only in to the legalities of owning property together, but having a single place to call our own. No longer would we have the luxury of a ‘safe’ zone if we got in to a fight—each going to our own apartments and licking our wounds. A home of our own meant we had to deal with all issues between us, because there was nowhere else to go.

	
 

	We must have been on the right track, as the next few weeks were full of excitement—finding a new home, going through our old stuff and deciding what to keep and what to throw away, then packing up both our apartments and moving Katie’s stuff to my apartment first. We spent some time mapping out all the new places near the new home. Although we were only moving a few hours south, we would still have the same time commuting to work, but it was an area we had never explored together.

	
 

	It was as if new life had been breathed in to us, and Katie and I felt like newlyweds, the excitement of the change infusing us both with energy and passion, giving our old bed and mattress—as well as other rooms in the apartment—a final goodbye fuck, both of us also looking forward to ‘christening’ the new home!

	
 

	


Chapter 1 – Saturday, The Move

	 

	
 

	And that brings us to the here and now, Katie and I sitting on the porch of my apartment waiting for my best friend from college, Mike McKinney, to arrive with a rental truck and help us move. 

	
 

	Although we had bought all new furniture and appliances which had been delivered to the new house over the past week, as well as throwing out a large portion of our belongings, we were amazed how much ‘shit’ still remained. Due to several large items and sheer number of boxes, we had to rent a medium-sized moving truck for the weekend in order to get everything to the new home, two hours away near the coast.

	
 

	Another of Katie’s fantastic traits is being Miss Organizer. All our boxes were not only labeled with what their contents were, but were also color-coded as to what room they belonged. At a single glance, she could tell where something belonged so nothing would be misplaced. In fact, we had already gotten in to two fights over packing—God forbid if there was cross-contamination of items from one room to another! Even our clothing had separate boxes—Katie having a box solely for underwear, different boxes for winter versus summer attire, several boxes of carefully wrapped shoes, and so forth. 

	
 

	As we had spent the last few weeks packing everything up, it was now simply a matter of loading the truck when Mike arrived.

	
 

	I have known Mike for almost ten years, meeting him for the first time when we became roommates as freshmen in college. He was the closest friend I still had from back then, although not really somebody I considered my ‘best friend.’ We got along, liking the same types of things such as movies and bars, and overall had similar interests; however, he was not the type of friend I would give a house key to in case of an emergency. That being said, he was definitely somebody I could ask for help moving!

	
 

	Mike had the type of personality making him more of a ‘follower’ type of friend. He was never the first to speak his mind or offer suggestions on where to go out or what to do, content letting others decide such things. He was happy to simply tag along, and it was that attitude which was one of the reasons I did not consider him a ‘best friend.’ I preferred people with more ‘backbone,’ who knew what they wanted and said so, if you know what I mean.

	
 

	But whereas I accepted Mike for what he was, Katie did not like him.

	
 

	I guess ‘not liking him’ is harsh, as it was more along the lines of her not feeling comfortable around the quiet man, stating he gave her a ‘weird vibe.’ I never understood her uneasiness around him, as Mike was always more than polite to her, having nothing but respect and even awe whenever Katie was nearby; however, I humored her by not inviting him over whenever she was around, or planning nights out with him when she had other things to do. 

	
 

	Personally, I believe much of Katie’s uneasiness was knowing Mike had a ‘secret crush’ on her since the day I had introduced them to each other. But other than him staring at her or trying to catch glimpses of her body as she moved out of the corners of his eyes, I knew Mike was harmless. In fact, Mike behaved no differently than any of a thousand other men did when Katie was around, so I never understood her concerns or why she focused more on Mike than any other guy. Katie was a hot woman and continuously hounded by men, so it could not have been Mike’s shy composure making her uneasy. I could have understood her uneasiness if Mike had ever made a pass at Katie, but he had done nothing more than look at her, so again, I did not understand her concerns.

	
 

	Mike was the only friend I was comfortable asking to help us move, and we definitely needed at least two guys. Katie may have been athletic, but she was still a girl and could not lift as much as even me the IT guy could, and we could not afford professional movers. So she had conceded to putting up with him for the next couple of days. 

	
 

	Of course Mike knew nothing of Katie’s feelings, and as I said, he treated her no differently than any other guy who desired my girlfriend.

	
 

	Mike had even graciously offered to pick up the truck, and once he helped us load it up, had also offered to stick around a few days at the new house and help us unpack and move furniture. It was the kind of offer we could not pass up, but Katie still could not hide her negative feelings towards the man.

	
 

	“He’s late,” Katie said next to me for the third time, in a tone of voice indicating she was not surprised at my buddy’s tardiness.

	
 

	I glanced over to her and smiled. Even ‘dressed down’ to move, my girlfriend looked magnificent, wearing what I considered one of her ‘sporty’ outfits—tight black yoga pants with a loose, sky-blue tank top she called a ‘singlet,’ under which she was wearing a black sports bra. Even though it was ‘casual’ wear, with Katie’s model figure the outfit was hot, doing little to hide every curve of her exquisite body—particularly the yoga pants, which hugged her ass like a second skin. Each time I looked at her, my cock stirred in my loose gym shorts.

	
 

	Katie’s hair was tied in to a high pony tail, and as I gazed longingly at the exposed nape of her neck, I wanted nothing more than to lick the slight sheen of perspiration off her skin. It occurred to me Mike may have had ulterior motives for volunteering to help us move, knowing he would be seeing a lot more of Katie than usual.

	
 

	As I debated leaning over to nibble and kiss my sexy girlfriend on the neck, our attention was drawn to the loud roar of a truck engine pulling into the parking lot of the apartment complex. 

	
 

	“He may be fifteen minutes late, but at least he’s reliable,” I told Katie as we both stood up to greet my college friend.

	
 

	Katie said nothing and I turned my gaze back to the truck pulling up to the area in front of us. My eyebrows furrowed in surprise and curiosity as I noticed a second man sitting in the cab; however, before I could see who it might have been, the truck pulled past us and began to back up towards us—the loud ‘Beep-Beep-Beep’ of the reverse warning alarm echoing through the apartment complex.

	
 

	Being on the driver’s side, I watched as Mike got out of the cab once the truck stopped, greeting me with a fist bump as he said a demure ‘Hi’ to Katie. Recalling my earlier thoughts, I could not suppress the grin on my face as I watched Mike’s eyes take in every curve of Katie’s body, his gaze pausing for several seconds as he focused on her firm ass before taking in the rest of her body—the soft curve of her breasts, her nipples slightly hardened, the exposed flesh of her midriff. I smiled when his eyes paused at the exposed skin of her arms and neck, her skin glistening enticingly from our earlier exertions of moving boxes out to the curb in preparation of his arrival.

	
 

	Abruptly my smile vanished as another figure came around the opposite side of the truck—a muscular and athletic person.

	
 

	I had not seen Chaz—Charles Garner to his parents—since college graduation, and I realized five years was not long enough to get over my animosity for the man.

	
 

	It was not that I outright disliked Chaz—much in the same way Katie did not like Mike, it was simply him being the type of guy I could never grow to like. 

	
 

	Chaz had been our pledge leader in college, then our fraternity president for the last two years of school. Contrary to my feelings, he was the type of guy most other people instantly liked, but just as Katie felt towards Mike, to me Chaz gave off a bad ‘vibe.’

	
 

	Some of the reasons for being uncomfortable around him was probably due to Chaz being the typical ‘jock’ type. Me being the typical ‘geek’—an antithesis to the muscular man—it could have been simply a stereotypical thing. Chaz was the type of guy guys like me hated—always having women fawn over him, never having to work for anything. Everything seemingly fell into his lap in terms of success. He did not even have to spend time looking for a job, as Chaz’ father ran some type of international photography agency, so had simply followed in his sire’s footsteps in the company—and was probably banging a different hot model every night.

	
 

	Chaz was Mr. Perfect, and for an average guy like me, putting us in the same room was like combining oil and water, we stayed separate from each other. Although he had always been cordial to me, there was always an air of ‘alpha male’ in his demeanor, and I always felt Chaz looked down on me, barely considering me worth his notice.

	
 

	I had completely pushed any thoughts of Chaz Garner from my mind until now.

	
 

	“Bobby old boy, it’s been too long!” he said jovially, coming over and giving my hand a crushing shake. “I was in town for some auditions and Mike mentioned helping you move this weekend. I could not let a fellow frat brother suffer alone, so had to offer my services,” he said. Then Chaz looked over at Katie, his eyes practically devouring her as he looked at her like a tiger eyes a gazelle before he attacks. “Particularly when he mentioned your main squeeze,” he continued, turning his attention to Katie standing on the steps.

	
 

	“Well, hello gorgeous,” Chaz said, each word dragged out slowly and laden with a syrupy sweetness, turning what should have been a quick statement in to a several seconds-long phrase.

	
 

	I watched in growing apprehension as Chaz took Katie’s hand, giving her a light kiss on the wrist as he introduced himself.

	
 

	“Although I’m sure your husband has mentioned me, it was probably not in the most ideal light,” Chaz continued, smiling up to Katie. “I’m Charles Garner, but everybody calls me Chaz. You can call me anything you like, or anytime,” he said with a wink and another dazzling smile, kissing her wrist again.

	
 

	In the back of my mind I could hear alarms and sirens sounding, the klaxon roar in the movies when ‘DEFCON 1’ was reached. It was at that moment I understood Chaz had not come to see me or offer any type of help because of our friendship, but to come and see Katie. Knowing Mike’s crush on my girlfriend, I had no doubt Chaz had gotten the full rundown on the ‘hottie’ I was dating.

	
 

	My heart performed flip-flops within my chest as I watched Katie give Chaz a wide smile, blushing in front of him. Immediately I remembered one of the main reasons I had disliked Chaz so much in college. 

	
 

	Women. Loved. Him.

	
 

	Being a jock, Chaz was lean and muscular in very much the same way Katie was athletic, although in a much more unadulterated masculine way; however, in essence he was the male version of her, perfect in every way. From the top of his short cropped hair and rugged features to his square jaw and smile which caused every woman to swoon before him, along with his six-pack abs and muscular body, Chaz was the epitome of masculinity.

	
 

	And he knew it.

	
 

	“Well, we’re not married—yet,” I heard Katie say, correcting Chaz’ comment even as she smiled demurely at the athletic man.

	
 

	Her comment caught me off-guard. Why would she bother correcting him? She had never done so when other people had made similar mistakes when being introduced to us in the past. Maybe I was reading more in to her statement than I should, but it almost sounded like she was purposely letting him know we were not legally bound. Was Katie hitting on him? Or at the very least, telling him the attention was not unwanted?

	
 

	A growing apprehension filled me as I looked at them, Katie standing in front of Chaz and blushing like a young schoolgirl. Even though she was a couple steps above him, Chaz seemed to tower over her, looking at her with a gaze leaving no question what he wanted from her, or who would be the dominant one between them.

	
 

	My thoughts were a whirlwind of emotions as I saw Chaz tilt his head to the side, looking intently at Katie as his brows furrowed questioningly. 

	
 

	“Not to sound cliché or anything,” he said, “but have we met before?” he asked her, an odd tone to his voice. “I usually remember faces, and yours looks enticingly familiar somehow,” he told her.

	
 

	Katie smiled, again blushing as my heart once again skipped a beat as I became concerned at how easily Katie was warming up to Chaz.

	
 

	“I seriously doubt it,” Katie answered, her voice hesitant at the out-of-place question. As she continued answering I looked at her more intently, noticing her Texas drawl becoming more pronounced, something which only occurred when she became nervous. “I’ve practically lived my entire life in Texas, even going to school there until a little over five years ago,” she continued. “I moved up here to be closer to my grandparents,” she explained, “meeting Bob the first week here,” she said, blushing like a virgin. “If you went to school in Ohio with him, it’s pretty unlikely we ever crossed paths,” she added.

	
 

	Chaz continued to look intensely at Katie, as if by sheer force of his gaze he could recall where he believed he had seen her. Meanwhile Katie seemed to bloom beneath his scrutiny.

	
 

	It was then I realized she was actually posing for him! Her stance subtly changed, thrusting out her chest further, arching her back slightly as she nonchalantly sucked in her stomach. 

	
 

	My confusion was due to having seen Mike looked at her in the same way whenever he was around; however, whereas Katie said his lecherous looks made her feel ‘skeevy,’ now she was relishing Chaz’ attention.

	
 

	My mind flooded with an image of Chaz taking Katie in his arms, kissing her deeply as Katie melted like heated butter in his embrace.

	
 

	Where the fuck did that figment of imagination come from, I wondered to myself. I had never thought of Katie being with another man, once more taking our relationship for granted. Maybe that was the problem, I thought to myself—I had always assumed Katie would be with me, so my mind was berating me by creating disturbing intrusive thoughts.

	
 

	I was so rattled by the odd thought, I almost missed Chaz’ reply as he continued leering at Katie standing before him. “Well, I’ve visited a few colleges in Texas as the fraternity corporate liaison, so it’s possible we may have crossed paths at a party or even on campus at some point,” he told her. “You most certainly have a face no man would ever forget—not to mention other unforgettable assets,” Chaz said, emphasizing the last word as he gave Katie another wickedly sweetened smile, his eyes looking her up and down. “Then again,” he added, as if expecting a rebuttal to his tactless comment, “maybe it’s only been in my dreams when I’ve fantasized about the most perfect woman,” he said, dropping his voice in to a husky tone.

	
 

	Katie’s face flooded to a deep crimson color as her smile widened further, and I felt the hackles on my neck rise at the man’s open flirtation with my girlfriend.

	
 

	It was ironic how Katie’s and my reactions towards Chaz’ blandish womanizing—something I should have expected—were exactly the opposite to how we reacted around Mike, whose flirtation may have been subtler, but just as extreme. Katie was practically fawning over Chaz’ attention, enjoying every comment and look, while she practically spurned such attention from Mike. I wondered if Mike had been more forward in his attraction towards Katie, if she would have felt more comfortable with him.

	
 

	My thoughts were interrupted as my shoulder suddenly erupted in pain as Chaz slapped me, saying, “Damn Bobby, you did good for yourself!” he exclaimed, having let go of Katie’s hand with obvious reluctance before turning towards me. “Your chick is hawt!” he said.

	
 

	I looked at Katie rather than Chaz, as I knew how she hated any type of derogatory comments, particularly when spoken of as if she was not even there. And being called a ‘chick’ was sure to rile her up.

	
 

	I was caught off-guard when I looked at her, expecting to see the usual disgust and contempt on her face normally present when somebody made a comment like that; however, instead I saw Katie blushing even further as she continued to smile at Chaz!

	
 

	Although Chaz had turned towards me to speak his mind, it was apparent he could not divert his attention from my beautiful girlfriend for long, and I could only stand there and watch as he once again turned to ogle at Katie while she continued to smile at him. Although being nice to somebody you met was one thing, Katie knew of my antipathy towards Chaz and his ‘perfect’ guy attitude, having talked many times about my life in college. As such, it was unnerving she practically fawned over Chaz while ignoring not only Mike, but myself.

	
 

	“How did such a run-of-the-mill guy like Bobby here catch a bombshell as exquisite as yourself?” Chaz asked my girlfriend with another smile—and yet again I could only stare in surprise as Katie smiled even at his use of ‘bombshell’ towards her. “I’d love to know how much he is paying you, because I’ll triple that!” Chaz told her jokingly. 

	
 

	Even that comment—basically calling her a whore—did nothing to upset Katie as both she and Chaz laughed at his joke. My girlfriend seemed enthralled by the man’s crude charm, laughing as he made digs towards me.

	
 

	Eventually she answered him, saying, “Oh, there’s more to Bob than meets the eye—more than enough to keep me satisfied,” she told my athletic friend with a sultry voice.

	
 

	I nodded in appreciation at Katie’s emphasis on my name—Katie hated childish and diminutive variants of names, particularly the childhood version of my name. I was happy to hear her defend me from Chaz calling me ‘Bobby,’ apparently she was not completely won over to his charm.

	
 

	Surprisingly, Chaz busted out in loud laughter, loud enough to draw the attention of other people in the parking lot. “Oh, I highly doubt that,” he told her bluntly when he finally caught his breath. “You forget, Bobby and I were frat brothers for four years. I’ve seen every inch of Bobby—or in his case, only a few of inches,” he laughed, “so I know he has nothing impressive for a woman,” he laughed again.

	
 

	Chalk up another reason why I disliked being around Chaz, I thought—he had a way of putting you down as casually as a smoker flicked away a used cigarette butt. 

	
 

	I could have told Katie she was fighting a futile battle, but she persisted, telling him, “Haven’t you ever heard it’s not the size that matters, but how you use it?” she told my alumni fraternity friend with a smile, once again speaking up for me.

	
 

	Although I appreciated my girlfriend’s defense, I knew it was a lost cause with Chaz, who laughed out loud again.

	
 

	“Honey, I guarantee one night with somebody like me, with well over twice the fixin’s compared to Bobby here, and you’ll be singing a different tune,” he laughed, imitating a weak Texas drawl. “Then again, Mike would put us all to shame with that damn anaconda of his,” he laughed.

	
 

	Everybody now looked at Mike, who was obviously uncomfortable with the attention directed towards him—particularly Katie’s intense look; however, he smiled shyly. 

	
 

	I had known Mike for many years, but there are some things you do not think about in day to day conversations, particularly your old roommate’s dick. Mike’s junk was one of those things, but after Chaz’ comment I recalled the first time I had seen the man’s cock when taking a shower in our dorm room. My exclamation of surprise had drawn knocks from the dorm hallway as I had stared at him in awe like a sideshow freak in a circus.

	
 

	I have read the average penis to be about five inches erect, so I considered myself average sized—although flaccid I might as well have had a scared turtle between my legs. As Chaz had mentioned, I had taken showers with all the guys in our fraternity at one point or another, so he was not lying when Chaz bragged about being twice my size. Not only had he seen my junk, but I had seen his, and even flaccid, Chaz’ cock was a respectable size. But while Chaz was larger—particularly in girth—nobody could hold a candle to Mike’s cock, which even at rest was more than ten inches. 

	
 

	Yes, you heard me correct, over ten inches! And erect—depending on how one measured and how turned on he was—Mike could get close to a fricking foot!

	
 

	It was all fine and dandy to read what is considered ‘normal’ on the internet, but I had seen with my own eyes the monstrosity which dangled between Mike’s legs, not to mention the daily tenting of his sheets each morning rooming together. In our fraternity we had the standing joke Mike was so quiet because all the blood in his body was shunted to his cock, not his brain.

	
 

	Katie merely ‘harrumphed’ at Chaz’ comment, her demeanor loudly stating she was not going to abide any ‘cock shaming’ of her boyfriend, and my heart instantly warmed towards her, not needing any other reminder why I loved her.

	
 

	And then the odd ‘hit on Katie’ moment was over, and Katie took control, ordering us to start putting the boxes on the truck, while she climbed into the back of the truck to move and stack them with prompt efficiency.

	
 

	Yet even as we all got in to ‘mover mode,’ I could not help but notice both Chaz and Mike staring at Katie’s ass appreciatively as she climbed into the truck.

	
 

	Normally when guys looked at Katie I was overcome with twinges of jealousy; however, now when the guys looked at her, an odd flutter filled my chest. Dismissing the feeling as being more related to the after-effects of my breakfast burrito, I turned and proceeded up the stairs, leading the guys to our apartment where much of the larger items were located.

	
 

	For the next several hours the four of us piled mine and Katie’s combined lives—now conveniently packed in labelled color-coded boxes—outside and into the truck. Once again I was amazed at how much ‘stuff’ still remained after throwing out probably an additional truck full of crap the past few weeks. There was still plenty of items Katie and I were reluctant to get rid of—things such as my forty-inch television and an entertainment center which Katie said would go well in our bedroom after us having bought a new television for the house, as well as a vanity set and several chairs from her grandparents’ house, heirlooms she was loath to get rid of. Some things I was happy to allow and ignore the ‘throw everything away from our past lives’ decree, and this set had been handed down within her family for generations. There was no question on our decision to keep such items.

	
 

	As the hours wore on, I became glad for Chaz’ presence—the athletic man could do twice the work of Mike and myself combined. He easily lifted boxes which would have taken both of us to move as effortlessly as if they were empty. Because of Chaz’ presence, what Katie and I originally had estimated would take all day took much less time.

	
 

	Even with the extra help, it was not long after we started when the stress and physical labor of moving so many boxes in a hot truck got to Katie, and without saying a word, Chaz climbed into the truck to help her sort and move things around. Mike and I continued to bring more boxes to the truck, and Katie took on a more supervisory role, directing Chaz on where to put things as the truck slowly filled.

	
 

	As Mike and I moved back and forth between the truck and the apartment, I noticed even while working his ass off in the hot truck, Chaz was true to form, flirting with Katie the entire time. Knowing how Chaz ‘operated,’ I was not surprised when he took off his shirt after joining her in the truck, exposing his muscular sweaty body to everybody. 

	
 

	Even though I knew it was stifling hot in the truck, the way Chaz paid attention to Katie left no doubts in my mind he was purposely showing off to her.

	
 

	Once more I was struck with a weird feeling. As opposed to the usual feelings of protection and wanting to get Katie away from a guy flirting with her, I wanted to see more. Surprisingly, I was getting turned on seeing how Chaz hit on her!

	
 

	I was confused at my reaction, it being completely out-of-place, particularly in light of knowing how Chaz worked. He was not the type of guy to simply flirt with a girl for fun. His agenda with any female always ended with him fucking her. Knowing this, I should have been even more worried, adding to my bewilderment; however, I remained quiet, shrugging my feelings off as being due to the excitement of the move and endorphin rush from all the physical labor.

	
 

	Then I noticed Katie was not acting herself either. Normally she was immune to such behavior—or ignored any attention another man gave her—but once more I became cognizant of her enjoying the attention. Each time I dropped a box off at the truck, it was to find her openly laughing at something Chaz said, or seeing her blush when he complimented her on her looks and body. I even began to catch her taking long looks at his shirtless ripped body when his back was turned when she thought nobody else was looking.

	
 

	At one point I was coming out of the apartment and overhead Katie giggling like a teenaged girl while Chaz talked in the far back of the truck as they waited for more boxes. From the tone of voice, I knew neither had seen me coming, and for some odd reason I wanted to keep it that way, quietly moving closer to hear what they were saying.

	
 

	“I’m serious,” Chaz was telling Katie. “The other guys are slowing us down,” he said, his voice coming across smoothly from the truck. “We could have had this thing loaded by now and enjoying a cool beer as we got to know each other better,” he told her.

	
 

	There was a moment of silence, and I slowly moved closer to the truck to get a better view of the pair, watching as Katie fluffed out the front of her loose sweaty tank top to cool off, unmindful as Chaz blatantly stared at her tits, not attempting to hide his desirous gaze.

	
 

	Katie laughed as she answered his remark, saying, “Well, I think the more hands we have the better,” Katie told him, my heart again warming at her response, obviously not letting Chaz forget we were a couple. “This is a lot of work, and there’s more to come,” she was saying. “If unpacking is even half as bad as this, I may have to take you up on your offer,” I heard her say.

	
 

	“What offer is that?” I found myself asking, before I could even think.

	
 

	Both Katie and Chaz turned at my voice, Katie moving closer. Even sweaty and tired she looked beautiful, and my heart fluttered as she smiled down at me, taking the box I handed her before answering. 

	
 

	“Chaz here tells me he took physical training in school and has an actual masseuse license,” she explained. “I was complaining about how sore my shoulders were getting and he offered to give out free massages tonight.”

	
 

	I felt like I was in a cartoon, a cacophony of sirens and alarms blaring around me, although all within my head.

	
 

	“Well, you know I can do that too,” I told her defensively, speaking before I could think about my words.

	
 

	“Yeah, but when’s the last time your woman had a penetrating massage by somebody who knew what they were doing,” he laughed. “I mean a real licensed masseuse?” 

	
 

	“Yeah honey, I’ve never had a real massage by somebody who knew what they were doing,” Katie said, her voice almost pleading as she looked down at me.

	
 

	Looking up past her shoulder, I saw Chaz’ face break in to a large smile.

	
 

	Chaz’ emphasis on the word ‘penetrating’ was not lost to me, but it was not his words which immediately caused more sirens and a thousand-and-one warnings to echo within my head. Although the thought of Chaz’ hands caressing Katie’s body caused my pulse to race, it was his smile which struck a chord within every fiber of my being.

	
 

	I had seen that smile over a thousand times during college. It was the smile I imagined a wolf gave right before it closes in on its prey, a smile which always crossed Chaz’ face as he innocently walked away with his arm around some other guy’s girl. There was always some excuse given, such as offering to give the girl a tour of the frat house, or even something as cheesy as offering to show her his expensive collection of Life magazines—which he owned every single edition. It was the smile of triumph he gave knowing something as innocuous as the offer of a massage was only the tip of the iceberg in his grander scheme. That smile led to one thing and one thing only—Chaz fucking the girl with his large cock.

	
 

	For Chaz, seducing and winning over a girl was an inherent skill, just like sports. And just as in sports—whether it was lacrosse, football, or a sexual conquest—it was not the victory which gave him the thrill as much as winning and being able to rub his victory in his opponent’s face. That was what ultimately brought Chaz true joy, and Chaz often recorded his sordid encounters on his cell phone, inevitably sending them to the girl’s boyfriend to rub their face in it.

	
 

	Chaz was one of the smoothest talkers I knew, and he could persuade the panties off the Snow Queen herself. My only consolation was Katie was not some naïve sorority girl, and I had no doubts about her love for me. The very act of her recognizing the rut we were in and wanting to move in together proved she had deep feelings for me.

	
 

	Although I could have said something to Chaz right then and there, I knew Katie liked to fight her own battles. As such, I remained silent. Katie was big girl and she could handle herself; if she wanted my intervention she would say something, so I let Chaz have his fun hitting on my girlfriend.

	
 

	But Chaz being Chaz, I knew he would not let up, even if he ‘struck out’ with Katie. 

	
 

	Once more my heart fluttered within my chest as I realized I was becoming aroused. It was as if some morbid sense of destiny was looming over us, and I silently urged him on. The sudden saying about an unstoppable force meeting an unmovable object came to mind as I thought about him hitting on my girlfriend. I convinced myself it would be entertaining to watch Chaz hitting on Katie, knowing nothing would happen and seeing her continue to rebuff him.

	
 

	Not saying another word, I simply turned and went back to the apartment to get more boxes.

	
 

	The next time I came back, I saw Katie bent over on her knees, lifting a box up from the sidewalk while still in the truck. What was more noticeable was Chaz holding her firmly by the hips, so she did not fall out of the truck. 

	
 

	Abruptly an image popped into head causing my entire body to freeze, the sudden lack of movement so abrupt, Mike ran into me from behind. I was barely aware of moving to the side to let him pass as my mind tried to register the mental image of Katie in the truck, gloriously naked on her hands and knees as Chaz, also naked, fucked her from behind. 

	
 

	The image was so real, so vivid, and so intense, I envisioned each drop of sweat on Katie’s face, the beads of moisture coalescing into rivulets of moisture rolling down her neck and shoulders as her breasts swayed back and forth. I could even imagined Katie’s moans of pleasure filling and echoing within the truck, accompanied by the wet slapping sounds of sex as Chaz drove his large cock into her over and over.

	
 

	I had to literally shake my head to break the fantastical vision, forcibly bringing my awareness back to reality, to the here and now on the steps of our apartment. My heart was racing as I looked around, completely disoriented. Focusing on the truck, I watched as Mike handed his box to Chaz, while Katie—obviously in reality completely clothed—directed where the box should be placed within the truck.

	
 

	What the fuck? 

	
 

	I had never thought about Katie being with another man in my life, let alone having such a fantasy hit me hard enough to practically distort reality. I had once imagined us being with another woman—a threesome with Katie, me, and a girl from work I used to know—but it had been more of a thought than a…what would you call it, I wondered, a mirage? 

	
 

	And again, I had never imagined her with another man.

	
 

	This image had been so vivid, so real, it was as if it had actually happened before me. 

	
 

	And yet, I was aware the thought had only taken microsecond, even though it had seemed as real as the box I was holding.

	
 

	I was confused, disturbed, and unsettled. Where and why had such a thought entered my subconscious in the first place?

	
 

	There was only one thing I was certain of at that moment—I was hard as a rock! 

	
 

	In the short span of the image popping into my head and my mentally confused state, I had become instantaneously erect, my cock straining painfully within my pants.

	
 

	Looking once more at the back of the truck to ground myself, I saw Katie look at me with a smile, giving a brief wave. It was an innocent gesture to recognize me and let me know she was alright, but at that moment I had never wanted to fuck her more.

	
 

	What the hell was going on with me, I wondered yet again?

	
 

	Before I could gather my wits, I became aware of Mike standing next to me talking. “Hey Bobby, you alright? Your face is all flushed. You better sit down before you get heat stroke or some shit,” he said, genuinely concern.

	
 

	I shook my head again, as much to clear the remaining vestiges of my pornographic daydream from my mind as to reassure him I was alright, mumbling some lame excuse about the move and being tired.

	
 

	“Yeah, it’s a big step for you two to move in together,” he said, obviously misinterpreting my reply. “I know you two have basically lived together these last couple years, but damn man, you actually bought a house together and all! Shit man, that’s deep,” Mike said to me.

	
 

	“I know,” I answered, thankful for the diversion from the bizarre thoughts filling my head. “I really do love her. I would do anything to make her happy,” I told him.

	
 

	Mike’s odd laugh is what drew my attention away from the previous thoughts. His laugh was as if I had told him the most deranged joke ever, and I looked at him questioningly as he shook his head.

	
 

	“Yeah, I know you love her and all, but every time I hear a guy say he would ‘do anything’ to make his girl happy, I never believe it. I always think ‘what he would do if what made her happy went against his nature, against everything he ever imagined,’” he replied.

	
 

	The comment—in combination with the laugh—caused me to focus upon my college friend. This was reality, but his laugh and comment were so odd and out-of-place, I asked him what he meant.

	
 

	“Well, let’s say the girl is as hot as Katie—and mind you I did not say hotter, as I don’t think there is such a woman,” he laughed before continuing. “Anyways, let’s say for argument’s sake the girl enjoyed the attention of other men. Would you let her dress up in slutty outfits to intentionally tease other men if that was what made her happy?” he asked.

	
 

	I did not know where the conversation was going, but seeing Chaz and Katie in the truck rearranging boxes, I figured we had a few moments to indulge before they were ready to accept anything additional from us.

	
 

	In response to his questions I laughed, saying, “You’ve seen some of the outfits Katie wears when we go out,” I answered. 

	
 

	Katie dressing sexily was not a concern of mine this far in to our relationship. In fact, Mike’s question was spot on, as Katie had always been more comfortable wearing as little as possible, even her undergarments being mainly lacy thongs and bras. Her attire had been what had attracted me to her in the first place, and although I had been bothered by it when we had started dating and she was no longer ‘on the market,’ I had eventually gotten used to her comfortability with her own body. She simply liked to dress sexy, doing so as much for me as herself, and I realized other men’s interests in her were irrelevant.

	
 

	“Oh trust me, I have,” Mike laughed, there being no secret to his lustful thoughts about Katie, something he repeatedly confessed during many a drunken spree between us. 

	
 

	Well aware of Mike’s introverted nature, both Katie and I knew he was harmless and would never hit on her. It was as much from his personality as from his respect of our relationship, being the type of guy who would never hit on another man’s woman.

	
 

	Unlike Chaz I thought, looking towards the truck.

	
 

	Mike continued talking, immediately drawing my attention back to him.

	
 

	“I mean something really sleazy, say like walking around in front of me and Chaz in her underwear or some shit,” he said. “If that was what ‘makes her happy,’ because she likes to tease other guys, would you let her?” he asked. “Or how about her walking around topless?” he continued.

	
 

	I wondered what he meant at that point in the conversation, his intense gaze making me nervous. I told him I had no qualms about Katie doing something, firm in the knowledge she would never do anything like that in the first place.

	
 

	“Yeah, but say it she did,” he continued. “And let’s expand it and say it didn’t stop there,” Mike continued, looking at me pointedly. “What if what ‘made her happy’ was fucking around with another guy? You say you would do and allow anything to make her happy, so what if what made her happy was a bit of strange dick every now and then? I’m not talking about her leaving you or anything, just having urges which couldn’t be resolved in your relationship. Knowing how much she loves you, would you let her fuck around?” he asked.

	
 

	I was finally back to myself, getting pissed off at Mike’s odd line of questioning. 

	
 

	“What the fuck Mike? Have you been sneaking into the beers we bought for the move?” I asked, incredulous at the discussion we were having.

	
 

	Mike raised his hands in surrender as he said, “Hey bud, I’m just saying. I’ve known many a guy who said they would ‘do anything’ for their girl, but when it came to push comes to shove, that was not the case and the relationship fell apart,” he explained. “You know as well as I how much Katie likes to flirt when we go out drinking and dancing. And right now you’re letting her be alone with the biggest flirt and man-whore we know. You can’t tell me you haven’t noticed Chaz hitting on Katie all morning, I don’t want to start anything, but I’ve noticed she has obviously enjoyed the attention. I just want to make sure you know what you’re doing,” he said.

	
 

	I looked at Mike intently, both because of the absurdity of the conversation as well as him even talking about something like this. Mike was never assertive or this outspoken, being the quiet one and I had never known him to offer an original thought or comment about anything in all the years we had known each other. He was merely happy to ‘go with the flow’ with whomever he was with. That he would come out and say something like this was completely against his nature.

	
 

	I laughed quietly at the context of his thoughts, again telling him after being with her for over five years, I was confident Katie would not just hop into bed with the first hunk she came across. 

	
 

	Once again the unbidden image of my girlfriend being fucked by Chaz in the back of the truck came to my mind. The pleasure on Katie’s face had been as much the cause of my instant erection as the idea of somebody other than me doing such things to her. Once more, to my surprise—even standing in front of Mike in the hot sun—my cock hardened.

	
 

	Although I had shrugged off his comments earlier, I was confused. Mike’s questions had struck a resounding chord within me, and the thought of Katie being with another man did not sound as absurd as I let on. I became aware of thoughts I had never knew existed within me, my mind continuing the train of thought Mike had started. 

	
 

	If Katie wanted to sleep with somebody—let’s say Chaz for argument’s sake—would I allow it? Particularly if it did not mean our relationship was threatened, could I deny her such pleasure?

	
 

	I knew one thing; I could not deny how aroused I was at the thought!

	
 

	Of course, we are assuming Katie would even want such a thing.

	
 

	Then another irrational thought occurred to me. Katie had often said the same thing, that she would ‘do anything’ to make me happy. Taking the conversation one step further, what if Katie did not want to sleep around, but I did. Not me sleeping around, but actually wanting HER to do it. Say I got off on her sleeping around. I knew there were guys like that, and the way my body was reacting to such imagination, I wondered if I was one of them. Would she fuck somebody to make me happy?

	
 

	The intrusive thought of Chaz and Katie fucking in the truck had been totally out of the blue, but I could not deny being turned on by such thoughts. Is that what I really wanted deep within my subconscious?

	
 

	I again shook my head, once more wondering to myself what the fuck was going on.

	
 

	To hide both my odd thoughts and my body’s bizarre reactions, I slapped Mike on the shoulder, telling him I trusted Katie implicitly. 

	
 

	Picking up the box I had originally been carrying, I repeated the same comment to myself, telling him once again everything was alright; however, I could not help but wonder what he was thinking as he looked at me strangely.

	
 

	Taking the box to the truck, I saw Chaz and Katie were sitting down at the back of the truck, taking a break and waiting for us to bring more boxes.

	
 

	“You guys ready for a beer?” I asked, sitting down in one of our old chairs at the back of the truck. Looking at Mike who had followed me, I said, “I think Mike may have already started,” I laughed, although I did not tell them of our conversation.

	
 

	Everybody agreed they could use a drink, and Katie offered to help me carry the cooler out to the truck, so we walked up the steps to the apartment to get the cooler we had stocked in the kitchen.

	
 

	“So what’s up with Mike?” Katie asked as she closed the door, knowing it was less for privacy and more to not let any more of the air conditioning escape. 

	
 

	It was obvious she wanted to talk, so we both climbed up on the counter and sat next to each other, being alone for the first time since the early morning.

	
 

	“You mean beyond his usual oddness?” I asked her with a chuckle, as Katie smiled in return.

	
 

	I had told her of Mike’s ‘crush’ on her long ago, but she knew he was harmless. Mike was like the family pet, everybody just accepted him in the background and paid him no mind. He was also the type everybody would make fun of every now and then. Even Katie had done so, times when she had been in a particularly ornery mood and had purposely flirted with him—sometimes to the point where I was amazed he did not ‘snap’ and force himself upon her.

	
 

	Once again the lewd image of Katie being fucked by another guy popped into my head, although this time instead of Chaz, it was Mike!

	
 

	All my thoughts began to wander, the abrupt image of Katie naked and sweaty, this time bent over the counter as Mike impaled her with his unbelievably long cock, fucking her over and over filled my head. In my daydream I pictured the scene from the floor, Mike’s long glistening cock slowly sliding out of my girlfriend’s pussy until at least ten inches were visible, only to thrust his hips forward, lurching Katie’s body forward as he impaled her with his foot-long cock, the scene happening over and over.

	
 

	The fantasy was so real, it was as if I were there, watching Katie’s tits hanging beneath her and swaying back and forth in to what used to be our ‘junk’ drawer with each powerful thrust. I could imagine the outline of Mike’s cock sliding up Katie’s stomach, past her bellybutton, almost going between her rocking tits as I envisioned the head of his cock slamming into her cervix over and over, the force of his deep thrusts causing her womb to smash into her stomach.

	
 

	As before, the vision lasted for only a microsecond, but left me disoriented and instantly aroused.

	
 

	Not for the first time today, I wondered at the strangeness and absurdity of my thoughts. The thought of anybody—let alone Mike or Chaz—fucking Katie was preposterous. Particularly Mike, who was the timid and shy one, a follower. I could never imagine him being so forceful during sex. I knew it was simply residual fantasizing from my earlier vision of Chaz and Katie fucking, probably combined with our conversation.

	
 

	Absurd as the thoughts were, my cock hardened as if it were a lead pipe, blood pulsating and rushing through my body as I my mind reflected on the visions.

	
 

	“Whoa, what’s brought about that look?” Katie said with a smile and obvious interest. “I haven’t seen you look at me like that since I came to your office dressed in nothing but an overcoat,” she laughed.

	
 

	I vividly recalled the event she spoke of, it being one of the last times Katie and I had any ‘spice’ in our relationship. It had been almost two years ago, right before things became dull and normal between us, and I remembered how her little surprise had led to an incredible evening of sex in every imaginable and conceivable position. I wondered what had changed between us to stop such events from happening. But then again, it was one of the reasons we were moving, an attempted reboot of our relationship to try and ignite a spark once again, and I was ashamed at the lack of interest I had given my girlfriend. She deserved better, I knew. 

	
 

	And that’s what made my thoughts even more fucked up, as the first time in who knew how long I had gotten so sexually aroused towards Katie again, it was due to fantasizing about her being with somebody else!

	
 

	Answering Katie’s question with one of my own, I asked, “Have you ever thought about being with another man?” 

	
 

	Seeing the surprise on her face, I continued before she could answer, telling her, “I don’t mean as a result or leading to us breaking up. I mean, you know, just physically being with another man to spice things up?” I inquired.

	
 

	An immediate wave of relief passed through me when Katie, instead of getting upset or mad, looked at me curiously. “Since when have you been the type to get turned on about me being with another guy?” she asked, understanding the line of my questioning immediately.

	
 

	I was reminded at why I loved her. Instead of flying off the handle, she accepted the conversation at face value and was willing to talk. I became embarrassed for mentioning such an absurdity.

	
 

	Katie was looking at me curiously, and I realized to even suggest such a thing was morally wrong, so quickly replied, “I’m not.” 

	
 

	It was a bald-faced lie, and from the look on her face, Katie knew it.

	
 

	She remained quiet, looking at me and I knew I had to say something in way of explanation, adding, “It’s just I’ve been watching how much you’ve been enjoying Chaz flirting with you,” I told her. “Even Mike asked if I trusted him to be alone with you,” I said with a nervous laugh. 

	
 

	To this Katie replied, “Well, it was harmless fun,” she said almost defensively. “Besides, you never told me Chaz was such a panty dropper,” she said, her face flushing in embarrassment as she realized what she had blurted out unintentionally, adding even more quickly, “I mean, we were just fooling around. No! Not fooling around, I mean…”

	
 

	I laughed at Katie’s flustered face, knowing my own face had probably looked the same only a few moments ago as I had attempted to come to grips with my own odd thoughts and emotions. Katie and I had always tried to be honest and truthful to each other, but sometimes what you were thinking was not necessarily the ‘right’ thing to say.

	
 

	“I was just having fun,” Katie finally said, giving in to my stare. “I’m sorry,” she apologized. “It’s just I haven’t felt like that for…” 

	
 

	I glanced at her as her voice trailed off, seeing the surprise on her face as she quickly added, almost as an afterthought, “Besides, Chaz is harmless. You know I love you.”

	
 

	I immediately felt like an ass for ignoring her for so long., for not showing her how special she means to me. Her unfinished comment concerning how long it had been since she had been happy from anybody paying attention to her struck a deep chord within me. Once again I fervently thanked God for the chance for us to work things out.

	
 

	Everything being said, I could not let her statement about Chaz go unrebutted, as the sound of silent alarms still echoed within my head. “You don’t know Chaz like we do,” I explained. “The man has an almost perfect track record for stealing women away from their dates,” I told her. “And…well…” Now it was my turn for my voice to trail off, unable to voice my thoughts.

	
 

	“So that’s what you and Mike were discussing so intently on the steps,” Katie said, as much to herself as to me. “That’s a rather a bold conversation to be having with him” she added, knowing Mike’s timidness as well as I. 

	
 

	“He actually started it,” I told her. Seeing her surprise, I had to explain. “I mentioned something along the lines of how I would do anything to make you happy, and Mike started in about ‘what if making you happy meant Katie slept with another guy,’” I said, moving my fingers to emphasis Mike’s quote. 

	
 

	“Wow, now I know why you said he may have been tapping in to the beers,” Katie said, but she did not laugh at the comment, instead, she gazed off in to the distance, looking—and thinking about—who knew what.

	
 

	The moment of silence went on for some time between us, and then I heard somebody ask in my own voice, “So would you?” 

	
 

	Although I heard myself say the words, it was as if somebody else were speaking, unable to control my own mind and speech as the words came out of my mouth. 

	
 

	I saw Katie turn back to me, her eyes wide-open in surprise. 

	
 

	“I mean…” I paused, before continuing. “Do you think about being with other men?” I asked, almost afraid of her answer.

	
 

	Katie looked at me intently before answering. Finally, she spoke, her words coming out hesitantly, as if she were formulating her words very carefully before speaking. “Well, I know you fantasize about other women,” she finally said. “There have been several times I’m sure you were thinking of somebody else while we made love,” she told me.

	
 

	Her comment was not accusatory, merely stating a fact, which she confirmed in her next statement.

	
 

	“I’ve never asked, because it’s none of my business,” she told me. “What mattered was you were there with ME, not anybody you thought of,” she said.

	
 

	Even though she did not seem to mind, a sense of guilt came over me. “I’m sorry,” I told her. “You know I love you,” I said, a brief panic of her leaving me filling my gut.

	
 

	I was surprised when Katie laughed. “There’s nothing to be sorry for. It’s a normal reaction. That’s why they’re called ‘fantasies’ in the first place,” she said with a smile. “You took as many Psych courses as I did in college; you know such intrusive thoughts are normal,” she said. “I’m not accusing you of anything, merely stating fact,” she replied.

	
 

	I nodded in agreement, as yet another of my ‘intrusive’ thoughts came to me, recalling how turned on I had gotten at the thought of Katie with somebody else. With those thoughts at the foremost in my mind, they spurred me on to say, “You never answered the question,” I said, pushing her for an answer as I once again could not stop speaking my mind. “Have you fantasized about other men?” I repeated.

	
 

	“Do we really want to have this type of conversation while we’re moving?” Katie asked.

	
 

	I remained quiet, not letting her change the topic as I stared at her expectantly. Finally, she sighed, giving in to my look.

	
 

	“Fine. Do I sometimes fantasize about being with another man? Yes, it’s sometimes a turn-on to imagine a stranger is doing me instead of you, that I am helpless before them. It is more about the unexpected—not knowing what they are going to do to me, to be nothing more than a sex object to them. It’s nothing really, just a fantasy. As I said, everybody has those types of thoughts and it is those odd little thoughts that keep us going. Hell, I had a cheap thrill this morning when Chaz was bragging about his and Mike’s packages,” she stated, “but I’m not going to drop down to the floor and spread my legs for them,” she said intently. “I love you,” she said emphatically, “and no, I’m not going to do something stupid and jeopardize our relationship,” she answered.

	
 

	Once more it was as if I was out of my body looking down upon the two of us, as I heard myself ask quietly, “What if I approved?”

	
 

	“What!?” Katie said loudly in surprise, looking at me in complete astonishment. “Are you saying you want me to sleep around?” she asked, her face looking at me incredulously.

	
 

	“No! No, I’m not saying that at all!” I said quickly and defensively, but just as quickly added, “Not unless you want to, I mean.”

	
 

	What the Hell was happening, I thought? Did I want us to fight? Yet the words had left my mouth before I was even aware of thinking them, as if they had always been there, simply waiting for the chance to get out.

	
 

	“And how long have you had these cuckold fantasies?” Katie asked, looking at me intently. “You’ve never said anything before about this. Have you really thought about what you’re suggesting?” she asked me.

	
 

	Given the absurdity of the topic, Katie’s reaction was not unexpected; however, she had not directly said no, and I felt my pulse speed up.

	
 

	As the woman I had loved for so long looked at me, my mind pondered the topic. Was I really going to ask my long-term girlfriend, a woman I loved more than anything and planned on spending the rest of my life with, to sleep with another man?

	
 

	If my body’s response was any indication, I was definitely considering it.

	
 

	“Oh my God!” Katie exclaimed. “You’re turned on right now just talking about it!” she stated, her gaze going down to my crotch where my loose gym shorts did nothing to hide the hard-on I was sporting.

	
 

	Yet again, in an almost out-of-body experience, a calm part of me noted she was not mad or upset.

	
 

	Katie slid off the counter and moved up to me, causing me to suck in a sudden mouthful of air as she grabbed my hard erection in her hand.

	
 

	“Holy crap, you’re hard as a lead pipe,” Katie said, her eyes widening in surprise. “Does the thought of me fucking somebody else really turn you on this much?” she asked, slowly stroking my cock through my pants.

	
 

	Without waiting for a response, Katie glanced over her shoulder. Turning back at me she grinned. Then, in a husky voice I had missed for the past year or more she said, “I can’t let this go to waste,” she whispered, squeezing my hard cock and eliciting a groan from my lips.

	
 

	Still smiling, she grabbed my hand and pulled me off the counter and on to my feet, and then crouched down. I stared at her wide-eyed as Katie pulled down my shorts and underwear in one motion and freed my dick, gasping as she began stroking my bare cock with her hand.

	
 

	Looking up at me, she said, “Tell me what you fantasized about earlier,” she commanded. “I want every detail. What was I doing—and who was I doing it with?” she asked of me. “I want every detail,” she commanded.

	
 

	“Oh fuck baby!” I cried out as Katie’s hot mouth surrounded my cock, moaning loudly as she began to slowly suck me, her soft lips sliding up and down my hard shaft, her hot moist mouth causing me to groan in exquisite agony.

	
 

	My lady had given me an order, and I hesitantly complied with her demand, telling her about my vision of Chaz and her in the back of the truck, describing in sordid detail how the alumni fraternity brother had vigorously fucked her doggy style, how her body had been covered in sweat, and how her moans of pleasure had echoed throughout the truck.

	
 

	Katie responded to my description by sucking even more energetically as I described the sordid fantasy—in between moans as her hot mouth slid up and down my shaft. Spurred on by her obvious enjoyment to my fantasy, I began adding additional parts to the brief flash which had occurred within my head—how her and Chaz’ sweat splashed off of each of their bodies with each thrust, how her ass and thighs jiggled with the force of Chaz driving his cock into her pussy over and over again.

	
 

	And how her body slammed back into him, eager for more.

	
 

	If anything, Katie began sucking my cock harder, unrelenting in her oral assault. Although she gave good head, at this moment it was unbelievable, and I could not recall any time previously she had enjoyed sucking me off. Sure she did it, and she was always fantastic, but she had never been this enthusiastic.

	
 

	So I continued my story, describing how her pussy was stretched wide open beyond anything I could achieve, knowing how large Chaz was as I described in detail how much he spread and stretched her pussy with his impassioned fornication.

	
 

	Although my balls tightened and I knew I would be coming very shortly, I wanted Katie to hear everything. I then told her about my recent ‘vision’ of her and Mike, how he had impaled her repeatedly with his unbelievably long cock—and how I had imagined her enjoying every inch of it.

	
 

	Katie had never been comfortable around Mike, so telling her of my fantasy of him fucking her was a risk; however, to my surprise Katie began sucking my cock even more furiously, her head moving up and down at a manic pace, as if she could not get enough of my cock.

	
 

	As with the story of Chaz, I began embellishing on my brief flash of pornographic daydreaming, describing in detail how Mike repeatedly slammed against her cervix, sending her over the edge again and again as orgasm after orgasm flooded her body.

	
 

	Katie obviously approved of my recounting, as her sucking becoming more and more aggressive, sucking me like a vacuum cleaner as her lips slid up and down the shaft of my cock faster than I thought possible, cupping my balls with one hand as her tongue swirled around the head of my cock.

	
 

	Lost within the feelings of the best blowjob of my life, my mind still wrapped up in the warped fantasies I had just described, saying words I would never have imagined uttering. Once more as if another person was controlling my voice, I gasped, “I would love to fuck you with another man’s cum inside you, knowing how you had been used, being a willing gorgeous slut,” I gasped. “I’d love to watch them use you not as a lover, but as a whore...a slut. Being nothing more than a convenient bitch to slake their lust upon.”

	
 

	My mind again pictured Katie in the truck, only now it was me fucking her wildly, while in the kitchen I grabbed her head and began thrusting forward, slamming my cock deeper into her mouth.

	
 

	In my Chaz-Bobby brain, the knowledge of Katie being my fraternity brother’s long-term girlfriend only turned me on more, the act of possessing another man’s woman inflating my ego beyond its limits. Every woman had an inner slut within her, willing to spread her legs to any man with the power to possess her, and Katie thrived upon being used as I drove my imaginary cock into her, causing her to scream in ecstasy.

	
 

	“That’s it Bitch, here I cum!” I cried out, the words echoing within the empty kitchen as my balls tightened up and I came, my cock seeming to explode with the force of a volcano as I ejaculated powerfully, spurt after spurt of cum shooting deep within my girlfriend’s mouth.

	
 

	Katie groaned, sucking my cock with even more vigor as her lips clamped down upon my shaft, her throat beginning to move as she swallowed each eruption of my cum as quickly as I could pump it to her. 

	
 

	I groaned in return as her tongue slid across the tip of my now-overly-sensitive head, painfully parting the slit at the end of my cock as another stream of cum shot directly on to her tongue. 

	
 

	Without thinking about it, I pulled her head down, driving my cock further into her mouth. Still lost in my Chaz-Bobby fantasy, I wanted to hear her choke, to be completely filled with cock—even though realistically I knew I was not big enough to reach the back of her throat. But I knew Chaz and Mike could, and my mind once again filled with images of Katie being used by the two men, this time imagining them driving their cocks into her mouth wondering how much of Mike’s manhood she could take.

	
 

	Gradually my dick deflated, and I released her head as Katie pulled away from me, her lips slowly sliding across my shaft until it was out of her mouth. 

	
 

	In the blink of an eye, the daydreams and the sensations caused by her mouth were gone, and I was left with a small deflated dick, chilling in the air conditioned apartment as Katie’s spit coated it.

	
 

	The sudden depth of loss and dismay I felt were not apparent to Katie, who looked up at me with an exuberant expression.

	
 

	“Wow! That was incredible!” Katie exclaimed, her voice husky and obviously out-of-breath. “I haven’t felt you that turned on in a long while,” she panted, licking her lips before eventually wiping her mouth on the back of her hand. “And you tasted great,” she added with a wicked smile.

	
 

	As I had mentioned, Katie had never truly ‘enjoyed’ giving head, and I had always felt she saw it as her ‘girlfriend-ly duty’ between us; however, hearing her words made me realize I had been wrong. It occurred to me I had been the one complacent, merely lying there as she ‘serviced’ me, whereas this time, I had taken an active role in our oral play, forcing her to take me into her mouth.

	
 

	Although she had mentioned it early, I had not put the pieces together, realizing she enjoyed being dominated. I was once more reminded there was still so much neither of us knew about the other.

	
 

	Unable to contain myself, I pulled her to me, my cock pressing against her yoga pants as my tongue invaded her salty lips. 

	
 

	And Katie returned the ardent kiss, each of us kissing the other more deeply and longingly than we had in a long, long time.

	
 

	Eventually she backed away, and I smiled and agreed with her, “Yeah, that was great. I love you,” I said.

	
 

	Katie smiled back at me, repeating my sentiment. “I love you too. But I still don’t think you really want me to sleep with somebody else, particularly one of your friends,” she said with a grin. “Fantasy is one thing, but reality is completely different,” she added.

	
 

	Will all the cards on the table and without any sense of pretense I looked at her and said bluntly, “You’re wrong. That’s all I could think about as you were going down on me,” I told her. “That was most fantastic thing I ever felt, but it was imagining you being used like that by another man which tipped me over the edge,” I admitted.

	
 

	Katie looked at me in surprise—but not anger, I noted. I could tell her mind was working rapidly as she gazed at me. Finally, having reached a decision within her mind, she spoke cautiously, once again thinking about each word before putting it to voice. 

	
 

	“I’ll tell you what. I’m not agreeing to sleep with somebody else just because you had a sudden fantasy,” she told me with a stern look. “But how about this,” she continued, “If you really want to see how this goes and whether you really want this, we’ll take it slowly.”

	
 

	I could not believe what I was hearing, and my previously flaccid cock began to harden again as I wondered what Katie would say.

	
 

	And it was more than I could imagine as she continued speaking.

	
 

	“How about I ‘let my guard down’ and let Chaz get to first base with me—or maybe even let him cop a feel? I don’t want to give him any wrong ideas, but I’m willing to do this for you, because I bet the second you actually see somebody else touching me, you’ll turn green with envy and ask me to stop,” she proposed.

	
 

	I could not believe my ears as I said slowly, “And what if I don’t?” I asked, wondering how far she was going to go with this idea.

	
 

	Katie smiled in understanding at my unspoken thoughts. “If I’m wrong and it turns you on—particularly like just now—it might be worth a little degradation to spice things up between us,” she said with a smile. “Hell, it’s not like I need to make any effort,” she laughed. “The man’s been trying to grab my ass all morning, so all I have to do is not stop him one time,” she told me with a wink. “That way I can prove you don’t want your girlfriend sleeping around or doing something we’ll regret,” she said, giving me another kiss.

	
 

	“And what if I want more?” I asked, the filter on my brain evaporated after the fantastic blowjob from my girlfriend. “What if I am some sick and twisted degenerate who wants you to go further?” I asked.

	
 

	Katie smiled again, and my heart swelled in love for her, thankful she was not condemning me or thinking I was a complete asshole. “First, you’re not a sick and twisted asshole,” she said, as if reading my mind. “You know as well as I cuckold fantasies are the second most common fantasy for men,” she said reasonably, probably quoting one of her college Psychology courses. “But I think what’s turning you on more is the thrill of the taboo, not the act itself. Just thinking about it is giving you that giddy feeling of the forbidden without me actually going to such an extreme. But we’ll cross that bridge if we ever get there,” she said with a smile. “For now, I’ll just have fun with Chaz and prove to you having your girlfriend let another man touch her is not something you want,” she told me. 

	
 

	I nodded in agreement as she clapped her hands. “How about you pull your pants up and let’s get these beers out there. I’m sure the guys are wondering what’s been going on in here,” she told me with a mischievous smile.

	
 

	As we carried out the large cooler of ice and beer, my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. Did my girlfriend just a few minutes ago agree to let another man make a pass at her? I did not have to ask the question out loud to know it was the truth, wondering what the Hell we were both doing. Could I really stand by and let another man feel my girlfriend up? And even more incredible, could Katie go through with it?

	
 

	The hard-on in my pants was all the indication I needed to answer the questions about myself—as if I had not just gotten off from one of the best blow jobs of the year, I was rock hard once again, awkwardly trying to keep my boner from being obvious to the guys.

	
 

	The questions in my head continued, bombarding me with a kaleidoscope of feelings—jealousy, excitement, misery, gratitude, shame, pride, inadequacy, desire, and lust. But for each negative emotion I had several positive ones overwhelming any misgivings, even though my head repeated over and over the question of what the Hell we were thinking. 

	
 

	While one part of my mind pondered my emotions, an even darker thought entered my head as I wondered how far was Katie willing to go to keep our relationship going, even as other thoughts on why was she agreeing to do this filled other parts of my brain. Was she suggesting this as something to spice up our relationship, or did she really have an interest in Chaz? 

	
 

	And what about Mike? Katie had never been comfortable around the man, and yet when I had described my imagining him fucking her in the kitchen, she had sucked me even more enthusiastically.

	
 

	Thoughts came and went in my head quicker than I could answer the questions raised by them. I thought about us moving and living together, about us falling in to a rut, about being around the same surroundings and monotonous day-to-day life. Were there deeper issues between us, ones with darker and more sordid solutions? 

	
 

	Although filled with a torrent of thoughts, two questions continued to surface amongst them. Would Katie actually sleep with another man to, ironically as it seemed, improve our life together? And would I allow it?

	
 

	Thankfully we reached the truck where Chaz and Mike were sitting, the maelstrom of thoughts broken by the two men’s presence.

	
 

	“See, I told you they were tying one final one on in the old apartment,” Chaz said. “Judging from that smile on Katie’s face, she got it good,” he said bluntly.

	
 

	Mike laughed nervously, looking at me apologetically as Katie and I smiled, looking at each other knowingly.

	
 

	“Bobby got the better end of that deal,” Katie said wickedly as I blushed, the other guys hooting and hollering their praise.

	
 

	It was not lost upon me that Katie had called me ‘Bobby,’ something she had never done before. Was this all part of her scheme to get Chaz to accept her more? Although she had agreed to ‘let her guard down,’ I knew Chaz did not need encouragement, noting how he appreciatively stared at Katie’s ass as she bent down to open the cooler.

	
 

	“So who’s up for some beers?” Katie asked amiably as she pulled out four longnecks from the bed of ice.

	
 

	We sat and talked for the next hour or so, each of us having only two beers apiece. We did not want to over-do it, knowing we had a two-hour drive ahead of us, even though there was still plenty of hauling to do to sober us up before we needed to leave.

	
 

	After we had finished our drinks, Chaz and Katie were back in the truck, once again moving boxes around as Mike and I went back into the apartment to get the remaining boxes. When we returned, it looked like they had unpacked half the truck rearranging things, the outside of the truck looking like the moving van had barfed out its contents all over the ground.

	
 

	At one point I was bringing a box down the steps towards truck. Chaz’ back was to both me and Katie, and I stopped as Katie held up her hand, motioning for me to stop where I was. Looking at her questioningly, my heart skipped a beat as she smiled at me before turning around and deliberately bending over a box, glancing at me once more as she pretended to rummage through the box.

	
 

	“I wish I knew what I had done with those other bungie cords,” Katie said with a laugh.

	
 

	“It’s alright, we’ll…”

	
 

	I am sure Chaz was going to say something along the lines of ‘we’ll make due;” however, he stopped in mid-sentence as he turned around, smiling at Katie’s ass directly in front of him. 

	
 

	Things were in a haze as I held my breath, my body not my own as I slowly walked forward hearing Chaz say with a huge grin on his face, “Here, let me help you.” 

	
 

	Chaz moved next to Katie and bent over, one hand reaching down to join hers within the box—but it was his other hand my eyes were fixated upon. 

	
 

	It was as if time had stopped around me except within the back of the truck. I was completely and utterly mesmerized as Chaz’ other hand nonchalantly reached out and grab Katie’s ass, giving it a playful squeeze.

	
 

	And although she had stated she would allow such contact, it was surprising to see Katie continue what she was doing as if nothing was happening! 

	
 

	Unable to help myself, I walked forward like a zombie, wanting a closer look as Chaz’ hand slowly squeezed the pliant flesh of Katie’s ass through her yoga pants. 

	
 

	Unfortunately, either due to not wanting to push his luck with her or hearing me approach, Chaz gave Katie’s ass one final squeeze before patting it and standing up. 

	
 

	Time instantly sped up again; however, I was still rooted where I stood as Chaz turned towards me, looking down at me as his face broke out in the same smile which had filled my heart with dread earlier.

	
 

	But whereas before I was feeling an overcast of doom and gloom, my heart stopped for a different reason this time entirely, as I realized my body was teeming with morbid excitement!

	
 

	Pretending to ignore the situation of just having observed one of my friends making a pass at my long-time girlfriend, I attempted to act nonchalant, as if I had not seen what happened, it being impossible to ignore as Chaz triumphantly grinned down at me from the truck.

	
 

	In the back of the truck Katie was looking at me intently, and I saw her raise one eyebrow in question. 

	
 

	As Chaz took the box from me and turned away to find a place for it in the truck, I looked at Katie. Her eyebrows rose in surprise as I gave her a subtle nod. Seeing her expression, I gave her the same smile she had given me earlier and purposely looked down towards my crotch, smiling as Katie’s gaze lowered and once again looked at me in surprise at my obvious erection.

	
 

	The sight of Chaz’ hand upon my girlfriend’s ass—something which should have driven me to anger or jealousy—has been one of the biggest turn-ons I had ever seen. I had the sudden urge to grab Katie and bend her over and bite and lick the very ass cheek Chaz’ hand had groped, for some perverted reason wanting to wallow in the vicinity of his touch upon her.

	
 

	I was surprised at my reaction, as over the years, countless men had hit on Katie and I had reacted as would be expected, exhibiting annoyance and brief tinges of jealousy mixed with anger at the men’s forwardness. During those times Katie shrugged such advances off, saying it was harmless fun and she could handle herself. Respecting her as a grown woman, I never made a fuss out of such violations of her privacy, and Katie appreciated such trust, knowing I would be there if she wanted as her boyfriend, but knowing she was quite capable of spurning other men’s advances on her own. 

	
 

	Yet now she was allowing such advances from somebody I knew, and I could not control my lust, my emotions in uncharted territory, my heart fluttering in exhilaration.

	
 

	Over the next couple of hours, I caught Chaz touching Katie’s ass several more times, each observance flooding my body flood with surges of excitement. Each time both Katie and Chaz would watch me for a reaction—feigning nonchalance towards Chaz as I pretended to not know about his bold indiscretions with my girlfriend; while I revealed my excitement to Katie, which was plainly evident looking at my pants, my cock continuously hard and tenting them as I watched her being fondled by another man.

	
 

	I became so caught up in the new experience of watching my girlfriend be hit on by Chaz, I was startled when I realized we were done, the truck fully packed and the apartment emptied of every single vestige of Katie and I having lived there.

	
 

	Looking at my watch, I was further shocked to see we had finished quicker than Katie and I had originally thought—all due to the extra help of Chaz.

	
 

	I was utterly exhausted, all energy spent, tired as Hell. And I knew come tomorrow I would be sore as all get out; however, an odd sense of accomplishment filled me as Katie and I gave the apartment one final walkthrough, making sure everything was gone. Looking at the messy, yet empty apartment, a surge of thankfulness overcame me, knowing Katie had the foresight to call a cleaning service to come the next day, allowing us to handle all the deposit returns and everything else via e-mail.

	
 

	“We are going to be moving shit all day, then driving for two hours and unloading the same shit,” Katie had told me a week earlier. “There’s no way either of us are going to want to drive back to the apartment and clean it—let somebody else have that aggravation,” she said.

	
 

	Exiting the apartment and locking it up, I realized how correct she had been, a wave of love welling inside of me as I was reminded of how right she was for me.

	
 

	Turning around and coming down the steps, I saw Mike standing at the back of the truck talking to Katie and Chaz as I walked down to join them. 

	
 

	Mike looked concerned, and I briefly wondered what was wrong with him when my attention was immediately drawn to Chaz and Katie. I diverted my eyes, trying not to seem obvious as I pretended to inspect the boxes in the truck.

	
 

	But what I was really doing was looking to my periphery, expecting my eyes to pop out of their sockets from the strain as I looked down in surprise seeing Chaz’s hand resting almost nonchalantly upon Katie’s ass!

	
 

	Instantly my cock was hard again, and I had to turn away from everybody to hide the obvious erection. As if I were again in high school, I attempted to nonchalantly adjust my dick in my underwear, before once again turning back to the trio.

	
 

	Katie gave no indication anything was out of place, not even aware of Chaz’ audacity. In fact, it seemed as if she did not care whatsoever at the large man’s boldness and complete insolence at the intimate touch—she simply stood chatting with Mike. 

	
 

	I watched as Chaz’ shoulder began moving subtly, realizing he was slowly rubbing Katie’s butt while they all stood there acting like nothing was happening.

	
 

	Eventually I turned towards them, my attention drawn towards Mike who had turned towards me, looking at me intently. Meanwhile neither Chaz nor Katie moved beyond the steady motion of Chaz’ hand sliding across Katie’s butt.

	
 

	Looking towards Mike, I blushed. It was obvious what Chaz was doing, yet nobody said a word. I saw Mike look at me questioningly, knowing I had seen Chaz’s audaciousness with my girlfriend and I simply shrugged, still attempting to hide my obvious erection through my gym shorts.

	
 

	Finally, Katie spoke up. 

	
 

	“It’s about time we got on the road,” she said, surprising both Mike and I by not saying anything about Chaz feeling her ass as she talked. 

	
 

	Then she turned towards me, and it was not lost upon any of us here movements were such as to not move away from Chaz’ hand, which continued feeling her shapely rear. 

	
 

	“Honey,” she said to me, “Chaz and I were talking about it and since neither him nor Mike have been to the house, we think it would be a good idea for one of us to ride with whomever is driving the truck,” she said with a smile. “Just in case we get split up,” she added. 

	
 

	Then she turned to Mike, still not moving enough to dislodge Chaz’ hand, and if anything, moving closer to him.

	
 

	“Mike, would you mind driving my car? I’ll ride with Chaz while Bobby leads in his car,” she said, her voice as calm and nonchalant as if talking about the weather. “My car has the house address in the GPS system, so even if you stray from the pack you should be able to find the house,” she said.

	
 

	This time I did look up at Katie in surprise. For one thing, as I have mentioned, Katie never called me ‘Bobby’ in all the years we had been together. In fact, she had an absolute detest towards people who used nicknames. 

	
 

	Then my attention was drawn towards Chaz as he—grinning like the Cheshire cat—slapped Katie on the ass, saying, “That sounds like an excellent plan!”

	
 

	Both Mike and I looked at him in astonishment at his audacity, our eyes turning towards Katie, again to be surprised when she did not say or do anything, giving no indication of Chaz doing anything inappropriate. 

	
 

	Mike turned to me, obviously confused at the unusual circumstances as he asked, “Uh, are you sure that’s a good idea Katie?” he said, while still staring at me.

	
 

	“I do,” Katie answered. “That way if something happens on the road and we get separated, we won’t have to worry about trying to track somebody down,” she told him.

	
 

	On the surface, Katie’s explanation had complete merit; however, there were several flaws to her comment, but I remained quiet. It was just as easy for Chaz and Mike to drive the truck and put the house’s address in their phones’ GPS. Chaz blatantly rubbing my girlfriend’s ass in front of us was like the proverbial elephant in the room, and I knew I should have been making a scene, but I was inwardly too excited knowing Katie was purposely staying in Chaz’ company. 

	
 

	Knowing she would not allow anything without me—I was the main reason she was allowing this after all, I simply stated it was an excellent idea and turned towards my car.

	
 

	I did not even have to look at the number, as no sooner had I started the car then my phone started ringing. My face broke in to a grin as the car’s voice navigator stated Mike was calling.

	
 

	Pressing the ‘Accept’ to answer the phone, I did not even get a ‘hello’ out before Mike started talking.

	
 

	“Dude, are you sure you want Katie alone with Chaz?” he asked rapidly, his voice coming across loudly through the car’s speakers. 

	
 

	Even over the Bluetooth I could hear the anxiousness in his voice.

	
 

	Pulling my car out of the apartment complex, I looked in the rearview mirror to see Mike behind me in Katie’s car, and the truck—Katie and Chaz’s silhouettes in the window—following behind.

	
 

	Playing dumb, I asked, “Why? What’s wrong? It’s a great idea for one of us to be in the truck in case we get separated,” I told him, repeating Katie’s earlier reasoning.

	
 

	“Aren’t you afraid of what might happen?” Mike asked, his concern readily apparent in his voice.

	
 

	“Happen?” I echoed. “What the Hell can happen?” I asked feigning ignorance. “It’s not like college or some shit. They’re not going to Chaz’ room or some hotel or some shit. Katie’s going to be sitting in the passenger’s seat and giving directions,” I told him matter-of-factly. “In fact, once we get on the highway, I’ll bet you any money Katie will end up falling asleep,” I laughed. “It’s been an exhausting day for all of us,” I told him. 

	
 

	“Dude,” Mike said, his voice taking on a tone one gives when talking to a child, “did you not see him groping your girlfriend’s ass right in front of us?” Mike exclaimed.

	
 

	“Oh, that,” I said, smiling as I heard Mike’s gasp of surprise come across the car’s speakers at my apparent disregard towards some guy feeling and slapping my girlfriend’s ass. “Katie told me Chaz had been making passes at her all day and told me she was going to give him the cold shoulder treatment. She said half the time Chaz tries it to make a scene, so if we acted normally, he would get bored and stop. Katie can handle Chaz from getting any wrong ideas,” I told him as I turned down the next road towards the highway, again seeing Katie’s car and the truck following behind.

	
 

	“What?” Mike said incredulously. “You’re cool with some stranger feeling up your girlfriend’s ass?” he said.

	
 

	I forced out a laugh as I said, “Of course I’m not ‘cool’ with it,” I said to the car. “But Katie’s right, Chaz is trying to rile me up. Once he sees I’m not going to make a scene, he will stop. I think you’re reading more in to this than you should,” I told him. “Besides, it’s not a ‘some stranger,’ it’s Chaz,” I said. 

	
 

	I could almost hear Mike’s head exploding with disbelief and surprise at my words.

	
 

	“Dude!” Mike said with even more exasperation. “That’s exactly my point! You know Chaz, you give him an inch and he’ll take a goddamn mile,” he exclaimed. “I wouldn’t trust him with my own mother, let alone Katie,” his voice said over the speakers.

	
 

	I laughed loud enough for him to hear me. “It’s not like she’s going to drop on the floor and spread her legs and fuck him,” I laughed again, amused at Mike’s concern. “Besides, since when have you ever cared about a girl’s virtue?” I asked accusatorily. “You’ve had the hots for Katie since I first introduced her to you,” I told him. “In fact, you told me several times how you wouldn’t mind ‘hitting that!’” I told him with a laugh.

	
 

	“First, that’s only when I’m drunk, and you know I talk shit after a few drinks. Secondly, I respect the two of you as a couple enough I wouldn’t try anything on Katie. You are too good of friends to ruin all that,” he told me, surprising me with his feelings.

	
 

	I was amused by the whole situation, and laughing again, I heard Mike cuss over the phone in surprise.

	
 

	“Look, I appreciate your concern,” I told him, “but I trust Katie. She’s a big girl and can handle herself,” I said. 

	
 

	Remembering my earlier perverted musings, I once again said something I never would have said, the filter between my brain and mouth still obviously on vacation as I blurted out, “Hell, if you want to take a crack at her, be my guest. You have my full permission to hit on my girlfriend,” I said out loud, hearing Mike sputter in shock. “Katie and I are solid enough in our relationship that nothing like that is going to tear us apart,” I told him.

	
 

	Mike was silent for a few moments as we pulled on to the highway, then his voice came across the speakers sounding like somebody who was talking to a crazed animal, knowing they could not reason with it.

	
 

	“I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that,” Mike said slowly. “I think those beers hit you harder than you think,” he said. “Or maybe you dropped something on your head,” he added as he hung up the phone without another word.

	
 

	As we drove, my mind focused back on Katie’s agreement, wondering what she was up to. I was also amused at Mike’s obvious shock at how both Katie and I were acting, and as we drove, I turned on the radio and fell in to a comfortable reverie as we drove down the highway.

	
 

	The ride was uneventful for the first hour. Although I knew everybody could get to the house on their own, I drove slower than normal, making it my responsibility to maintain a decent speed so our little caravan stayed together. 

	
 

	We were about halfway to the new house when I saw the truck behind us veer off an exit ramp I had just passed, but before I could say anything, my phone ‘dinged’ with a message from Katie:

	
 

	Have to P…BAD

	
 

	I was about to answer back, asking if we should wait up when another text immediately followed:

	
 

	 Meet U’s at house. Luv U!

	
 

	Not believing in texting and driving, I called Mike and explained what was happening, once again grinning at myself in the rearview mirror as I heard him ‘harrumphed’ over the phone, obviously still upset at how we were all behaving, his treatment of me over the phone being as if we were strangers.

	
 

	And in a sense, I guess I had become a stranger to him. Today was most definitely not your typical day, and I was uncertain where it would take Katie and I, or whether it would lead to anything. The thought of Katie being with somebody else was completely alien to me—as she had stated, my fantasies up until now had always leaned towards another woman. And the common point to all of my fantasies had involved both me and Katie together. Although in a sense that was still the common denominator, as I was not consenting on her doing anything without me, I had still never imagined another man in our relationship

	
 

	The very fact I was not jealous was not as surprising as the lust coursing through me. Although I had never gotten too jealous when other men hit on Katie, it had still annoyed me—and I had never gotten turned on by it! And not just turned on, but completely revved up, surprising even Katie at my body’s response. 

	
 

	Talking about my fantasy had an obvious effect on Katie as well, if her enthusiasm in giving me one of the best blowjobs she had ever given was any indication. And both of us were equally surprised at how I had gotten hard again within minutes after cumming, something which also never happened before.

	
 

	The truck never again appeared in my rearview mirror, and my mind raced with a constant barrage of thoughts wondering what was going on for the remainder trip to the house. I found myself continuously checking behind us to see if the truck ever appeared in my view, but it remained conspicuously absent. Although I did not believe Katie would allow Chaz to do anything, the excitement of this new found fantasy involved me watching, I wondered where the Hell they might be, causing me even more anxiety.

	
 

	Arriving at the house, Mike and I unlocked and opened all the windows to cool the house down while I turned on the main breaker, the heat pump and A/C immediately kicking on as well as several lights. We had closed the house up several weeks ago after the final walkthrough, and had opted to turn off the breakers until we moved in.

	
 

	Mike and I waited around in silence for the next hour. He was still obviously upset with me, but at least he had the foresight to bring the cooler of beers in Katie’s car. It was not until the house had cooled down I heard the familiar roar of the moving truck, and looking out the front window, watched as it slowly passed and began backing into the driveway, Mike and I having parked the cars on the curb.

	
 

	Going out the house to meet them, we waited until the truck’s ‘Beep-Beep-Beep’ from the backup alarm finished before I moved to the side of the truck, watching as Katie got out of the cab.

	
 

	I could only stare in complete shock and astonishment as she turned towards me with a smile.

	
 

	Behind me I heard Mike, who was also as surprised as I was, say, “Holy shit!”

	
 

	Again I could only stare. Although Katie still had on her loose singlet, she had taken off her sports bra, the outlines of her freed breasts clearly visible from the front. Her nipples were rock hard, poking through the loose tank top which seemed to cling to her breasts, falling forward in a loose cascade. I stared in lust as she turned, giving a blatant and unconcealed view of the complete side of her boob, realizing the loose muscle shirt was definitely not something one wore without something beneath it; however, Katie seemed to be utterly unconcerned she was practically topless.

	
 

	Both Mike and I continued staring as Katie smiled at us. Turning towards me, she winked slyly before saying, “Sorry, that damn sports bra was practically strangling me. I had a momentary panic attack thinking I couldn’t breathe, it was so constricting and with the heat from inside the truck, I thought I would pass out. Chaz suggested I take it off since I still had the tank top,” she explained.

	
 

	“Yeah, you definitely don’t look too hot now,” I said sarcastically with a grin, my eyes glued to her blatantly hard nipples.

	
 

	Katie smiled, unembarrassed at the peepshow she was giving both Mike and myself as she said, “That fucking truck only has two settings for the A/C—off, causing the cab to be a sweltering hot box,” she explained, “or on, making it colder than a goddamn polar ice cap,” she told me in way of explanation. “Anyways, since Chaz was driving, I let him make the decision, and he chose the icebox,” she said.

	
 

	I could only stare at Katie in shock. Not only was she completely out of character, acting as if wearing such a revealing top was a normal occurrence, but I also knew there was one thing Katie would pick a fight over, it was not having control of the temperature in the car. She normally liked the temperature in the car way too hot, detesting the cold with a passion, and it did not take a genius to know she had purposely allowed herself to get cold to show off her breasts to Chaz.

	
 

	I was amazed she was doing this to prove a point to me, fully expecting me to stop her little ‘experiment’ and admit I was wrong about being interested in her being with somebody else.

	
 

	We heard Chaz call out behind the truck and Mike was finally able to break his gaze away from Katie’s tits to go help him open up the back of the truck and begin unloading.

	
 

	While in the brief moment we were alone, Katie grinned at me. “Still want this to happen?” she said.

	
 

	The thought of Chaz staring at Katie’s tits—particularly with the sides of her boob visible during the trip—only made me hard as I nodded, giving her a kiss as answer.

	
 

	I asked what had kept them so long, and Katie explained after stopping to go to the restroom, Chaz had grilled her the entire drive, asking all the various places she had lived, visited, and any other travel she had taken, stating emphatically he knew her from somewhere.

	
 

	Chaz had an uncanny memory when it came to faces. He was the only person in our fraternity who could meet over a hundred freshmen guys during Rush Week and remember every one’s name by the end of the night; however, Katie was convinced he was simply trying to make her feel more comfortable.

	
 

	After her panic attack—which she said was more feigned than real, although the sports bra had been constricting—they stopped to get some drinks at a convenience store and then stopped at a grocery store for some ‘emergency’ rations.

	
 

	“I figured by the time we unloaded, even if we ordered pizza tonight we’re going to want something tomorrow, and nobody will be in the mood to search for and unpack the coffee maker,” she explained.

	
 

	Chaz came around the side of the truck and without any hesitation, wrapped his arm around Katie and pulled her tightly against him. But it was not his familiarity with Katie causing my eyes to widen in surprise.

	
 

	As I stood there looking at my old fraternity brother and girlfriend, I watched in complete shock as his hand casually slid beneath the wide opening of her shirt! I stared in utter astonishment as the outline of Katie’s right nipple slowly rose upwards through her shirt, comprehending Chaz’ was now cupping my girlfriend’s bare breast beneath her top!

	
 

	I could not believe the man was feeling my girlfriend up in front of me.

	
 

	“Yeah, Katie was a real sport,” Chaz said as if nothing were happening, as if he was not blatantly feeling up my girlfriend in front of me.

	
 

	I said nothing, only able to stare utterly stupefied as Chaz’ hand moved beneath Katie’s top, barely listening to what he was saying.

	
 

	It was Katie who finally moved away, although not because of Chaz’ intimacy. “Would anybody like anything to drink?” Katie asked, acting indifferent to a man she had just met this morning feeling her up.

	
 

	As she walked away, Chaz’ voice caught my attention.

	
 

	“You’re one lucky guy Bobby, to have a woman willing to play such a dedicated hostess,” he said, as we both stared at Katie’s ass as she walked away.

	
 

	Katie came back with two beers and handed me one as Chaz moved to the back of the truck to join Mike and begin unloading; however, I still could not move, the memory of Chaz’ hand beneath her shirt seared in to my mind. 

	
 

	I barely noticed Katie taking a step towards me, gasping as she reached down without a word and grabbed my rock-hard cock with her free hand, my hips giving an involuntary jerk.

	
 

	“I don’t know what is fucking hotter,” she whispered close to my ear as she gave my cock another squeeze. “That another man grabbed my tit right in front of you, or that you are so turned on by it,” she said. “God I want you to fuck me now,” she whispered in a husky voice. “If only they weren’t here,” she sighed.

	
 

	I turned my head and looked at her in surprise. That Katie was as turned on was an even greater rush, my pulse threading rapidly through my body. I turned and gave her a kiss, both of us moaning as our tongues met, and without hesitation moved my hands beneath her tank top, grasping both her breasts, feeling her hardened nubs pressing against my palms. The fact another man’s hands had only moments before been in the same place as mine was unbelievably exciting, and lowering my hands slightly, I took each of Katie’s nipples between my forefingers and thumbs, giving them a playful twist as Katie moaned in my mouth.

	
 

	“I thought you were only going to go to first base,” I gasped as we broke for air, both of us out of breath.

	
 

	Katie smiled, saying, “I saw how excited you were at Chaz feeling my ass,” she panted in return. “I figured you would be upset if I upped the ante,” she said. “I never thought it would be such a turn-on at the same time.”

	
 

	I moaned as she gave my cock another squeeze. And then it hit me—Katie’s nipples had not been hard because of the air conditioning in the truck, but from how aroused she had become! She must have let Chaz turn up the air conditioner to mask her response.

	
 

	Without even needing to check, I knew her pussy was sopping wet, her body so turned on I could plunge into her without any fear of hurting her.

	
 

	I again moaned as Katie squeezed my cock, giving me another long kiss as I continued playing with her breasts.

	
 

	“I’d say get a room, but we’re already here,” I heard Chaz say, with obvious amusement, behind us.

	
 

	Breaking our kiss, I turned my head to see him and Mike staring at us—or more to the point, Katie, knowing they had watched quietly as my hands had played with her tits, the loose tank top giving them a prime view of her breasts as the shirt was pulled aside. Stifling a silent groan, I slowly backed away.

	
 

	“We wanted to know if you wanted to unpack the truck and then move everything in to the house, or do it piece by piece,” Mike asked, his eyes never leaving Katie.

	
 

	Katie told them to take everything in the house, explaining the color scheme she had used to them and I watched as Chaz and Mike—reluctantly—turn back to unload the truck, our show obviously over.

	
 

	Lowering her voice, Katie reached down and once more grabbed my hard cock. “Holy shit, you’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?” she asked.

	
 

	I could only smile in return.

	
 

	“OK, I’ll admit I was wrong,” Katie said, glancing back to the truck to make sure Chaz or Mike were not there. “And even more surprising, I can’t believe how hot I am as well,” she admitted. “This is definitely spicing up our relationship,” she grinned, and I smiled back at her in response.

	
 

	Her face went emotionless as she looked at me intently. “Just to be clear, I’m fine with some groping and such, but I am not going to sleep with your friends or anybody else but you, is that understood?” she said adamantly.

	
 

	I simply shrugged, giving her a wink as I said, “Groping is fine for now,” I told her, “However, if you change your mind, you don’t need to ask me for permission,” I told her with a grin.

	
 

	Katie stepped back, staring at me with once more in surprise.

	
 

	Grinning at her, I said, “Look, let’s just see how second base goes. Tease the pitcher. As your coach, I’ll let you make the call on stealing third base,” I laughed.

	
 

	Katie was still looking at me, although not as much in surprise as in careful thought, but once again before anything more could be said, we heard Chaz and Mike calling me up to the porch asking where all our ‘shit’ went.

	
 

	Giving her one last look, I turned and walked up the walkway to the porch to join the guys, while Katie went to the back of the truck and climb in—still only wearing her loose tank top. 

	
 

	I was surprised she had not put her sports bra back on, but I was willing to let her tease the guys as much as she wanted as my cock twitched within my pants, giving her one last look before turning to go into the house.

	
 

	At that moment Katie bent down, her loose tank top falling forward, and I had a complete view of her bare breast before she turned away.

	
 

	I began to have doubts. Maybe Katie was right, maybe I did not really want something to happen between her and another guy. Maybe it was the teasing and the taboo of it causing the excitement.

	
 

	With second thoughts on my mind, I looked over at Mike and said, “Mike, can you show Chaz the house? I’ll be right back, but need to talk to Katie really quick,” I told my other friend.

	
 

	Mike gave me a relieved look, and I realized he probably thought I was going to talk to Katie about Chaz, which was not wrong on his part as I watched the two men entered the house.

	
 

	“Holy shit, that T.V. is awesome!” I heard Chaz say faintly, turning back and walking to the truck to join Katie.

	
 

	“Honey, are you going to put your sports bra back on?” I asked innocently as she moved around in the back of the truck.

	
 

	Katie looked at me intently. “What, do you think it is too much?” she asked with feigned innocence. “My coach recommended I tease the other team, so maybe I’ll keep it off,” she told me, purposely trying to provoke me. Then her face took on a seriousness as she said, “Are you really asking me to cover up, or are you merely trying to make yourself feel better by giving a token amount of push-back on your fantasy?” she asked in all seriousness.

	
 

	I realized that was exactly what was giving me hesitation, as the thought of Chaz feeling her tit once again filled my mind—and my cock with blood. Nodding in agreement, I grinned at her, stating, “You don’t have to put it on if you don’t want to,” I told her. “But I’m warning you now, if you leave it off I’ll be walking around with a hard-on the whole time as Mike and Chaz try to catch glimpses of your tits. Being in the truck was one thing,” I told her, “but continuing to be dressed like that is only going to lead Chaz on even more,” I told her.

	
 

	Katie laughed as she cupped her tits and shook them exaggerated. “I think I can handle him for now. Besides, like I said, I’m finding this a turn-on as well, so let’s see how it goes,” she said.

	
 

	“I love you,” I said, feeling my erection vying with the drawstring of my shorts for holding them up. Katie smiled back and I turned around, seeing the guys come back out of the house and walked down the walkway to us by the truck.

	
 

	“Damn nice house,” Chaz said, with obvious sincerity. “I may have to visit more often,” he told us with a grin. “I seem to have a sudden liking for the south side of town,” he said, turning his head to look pointedly at Katie.

	
 

	Katie laughed as every pair of male eyes locked upon her chest as her breasts jiggle loosely beneath the thin t-shirt material.

	
 

	Although my girlfriend was giving everybody a free show of her tits, things actually became too busy to stare at her for long, as Katie began directing each of us as she selected box after box from the truck, telling us where to place them based upon her color scheme.

	
 

	Although it had taken us over six hours to load the truck, much of the time had been spent arranging everything within it. Unloading and moving everything in to the house—a much larger landing zone than the apartment—went fairly smoothly. Even so, it was not until almost eight at night before the truck was emptied.

	
 

	Katie was amazing. Even though she was wearing the loose muscle shirt without anything underneath, the wide opened sides providing the possibility of ample exposure of her body, she somehow moved in such a way as to prevent anybody from getting a full glimpse of her chest. Every movement was like a sensual dance, teasing us with glimpses of her flesh, but never enough to reveal the ‘full Monty.’ Her movements reminded me of a stripper, knowing exactly how each piece of clothing behaved and how every movement would shift it, never giving a final reveal until she decided it was time.

	
 

	Of course, that was before the laws of physics and biology took their toll. As the day wore on, the back of the truck collected heat like a Dutch oven, and Katie began sweating. Without the sports bra to absorb her body’s moisture, it did not take long before the tank top became drenched with perspiration. The end result was our own ‘wet t-shirt’ contest courtesy of Mother Nature. Over time, not only did the material become more and more transparent, but the tank top stuck to her like a second skin, so try as she might to stay covered, her attempts were mostly in vain.

	
 

	Yet Katie acted like nothing out of the ordinary was happening, her demeanor casual, even when she might as well have been topless due to the sweat-saturated top.

	
 

	At first Mike was nonplussed at both mine and Katie’s attitudes and behavior—her for being so forward with her immodesty, and me for allowing it. He tried talking to me at one point about her indecent exposure and I simply told him the back of the truck was hot and Katie was merely trying to stay cool. Looking at me like I had sprouted another head, he eventually gave up.

	
 

	Actually, giving up implies some nonchalance as well, which would have left him ‘alone’ in his mind, but he did nothing of the sort. 

	
 

	I have mentioned Mike had always been a ‘follower’—trying to fit in with whatever crowd he was amongst. There is strength in numbers, and he had immediately been on mine and Katie’s sides—what could be considered the side of the ‘White Knight’ protecting Katie’s virtue and respectability as her boyfriend and his friend. However, in light of mine and Katie’s aberrant behavior, he simply joined the other side, which I would have consider the camp of the ‘Black Knight’—Chaz and his misogynistic attitude. 

	
 

	The difference was like night and day, surprising not only myself, but putting Katie totally off balance. Normally he treated Katie with the utmost respect; however, seeing my complete disregard towards Chaz hitting on her, Mike began treating Katie less than he would treat some girl at a bar. I had mentioned how much Katie detests nicknames, and Mike knew her feelings towards the matter. The first indication both Katie and I had of his sudden change in demeanor was him doing exactly that, calling her ‘babe’ and ‘toots,’ referring to her as ‘my bitch’ when talking to me.

	
 

	Initially I was thrown off by his behavior, until I saw him and Chaz standing on the porch. At first I thought they were taking a break from all the work and I began to walk towards them, but then they started laughing. It was not the type of laughter one uses when telling a joke or sharing merriment with friends, but the type of laughter one associates with evil villains in movies, or when making fun of somebody. Curious, I moved to the side of the opened door of the house to listen to them, surprised at what I heard.

	
 

	“Yeah, I can’t believe the rack on her. Fuck, you told me she was hot, but you never said the bitch was such a cock-tease,” I head Chaz say.

	
 

	“To be honest, I’m surprised. Katie always dresses sexy, but I’ve never seen her act so blatantly slutty. She always gave off the ‘hot sophisticated’ model type,” Mike replied.

	
 

	“Well, like I have always said, there’s a slut in every girl just waiting to come out—it only takes the right set of circumstances to make it happen. Didn’t you say Bobby and her were having some problems?” Chaz asked.

	
 

	I had confided in Mike on the reason for our move, Katie and I feeling our relationship becoming monotonous, as I listened to his answer.

	
 

	“Yeah, he said they needed to ‘spice things up,’” I heard Mike say, although I knew that was not what I had actually told him.

	
 

	Chaz’ laughter was loud enough to catch Katie’s attention in the truck, and I looked out the window to see Mike and Chaz wave at her. Katie waved back with a smile, her breasts shaking beneath the wet translucent top before turning away to move some more boxes.

	
 

	“Fuck, I can’t wait to get my mouth on those titties,” Chaz said crudely.

	
 

	“Wait, you don’t mean you’re going to going to try and score with her are you?” Mike asked, as surprised as I was.

	
 

	My cock stiffened immediately as thoughts of Chaz and Katie together once more filled my mind.

	
 

	Chaz laughed as he said, “Do. Or do not. There is no try,” he said in a weak imitation of Yoda. Seeing Mike’s surprised face, he said, “Look, you yourself said their relationship was on the rocks,” he told Mike, once again assuming the worst between Katie and me. “A bitch as hot as that only flaunts her wares to other guys for one of two reasons,” he said, holding up his hand in a fist. Raising his index finger, he continued, saying, “Either Bobby is getting off seeing his girl act like a slut, or,” he said, raising a second finger, “she is looking for a replacement. Even if they don’t break up, she has obviously become the one wearing the pants in the relationship acting so slutty without Mike saying a word,” he reasoned. “Regardless of why, the bottom line is the bitch is looking for some strange, so who are we to deny her?” he asked.

	
 

	Seeing Mike’s hesitant look, Chaz continued talking.

	
 

	“Look, what’s the worst that can happen?” he asked. “Katie will get pissed off and not want to be around you—something which you said is already the case, am I right?” he asked. Seeing Mike’s nod, he continued by saying, “Whether she tells Bobby or not, you said yourself the two of you were not the best of friends and he was just a convenient person to go out with. Fuck, the only reason you ever visit them is to gawk at Katie,” he told the other man. “So now you get your chance at what you dreamed about. The worst that happens is they won’t want to see you again, but think of the other outcome,” he said with a sly grin.

	
 

	Katie called out to them saying their ‘break’ was over as she bent down to set a box at the edge of the back of the truck, her tank top falling loosely forward and giving the men a full view of her hanging breasts.

	
 

	Even though we had already stared at her breasts through her soak-sweated transparent top, seeing them exposed fully, even for a brief glimpse, was like adding hot fudge to ice cream—making something great even better.

	
 

	“Just imagine the two of us tag-teaming that bitch,” Chaz said with a sinister chuckle. “It’ll be like old times!” he said as he stepped off the porch and moved to the truck to get another box.

	
 

	I stood by the door befuddled. ‘Like old times?’ What the Hell did he mean? Had Chaz and Mike shared the same woman before? It was not completely out of the question, as they were always friends in college, and with Chaz’ smooth talking, he could probably convince any drunken sorority girl in to doing something they would not normally do.

	
 

	The thought of not one, but both men fucking Katie—at the same time no less—was more than I could have ever imagined, and I remained hard the entire rest of the day, constantly having to shift my cock so the other guys did not notice my excitement. The fact my girlfriend was in such a revealing state before other men who were going to hit on her not simply to flirt, but to try and get her in bed was more than I could ask for, and it was all I could do not to cum in my shorts each time I caught the guys staring at her tits.

	
 

	They say time flies when you are having fun, and before I knew it, the truck was empty. After closing up and parking the truck on the street, we all entered the house, staring at the mess before us. Or I should say Katie was staring at the mess. Chaz, Mike, and I were staring at her. I had cranked up the air conditioning earlier due to the door being opened, trying to keep the inside cool. As a result, Katie’s nipples were hard as marble, and without her sports bra to keep things contained, even though her shirt was drying we were given quite a good show!

	
 

	There was still a lot to accomplish—the inside of the house looked like a hurricane had passed through it, boxes, pieces of furniture, and even new furniture still wrapped in shrink-wrap scattered throughout the house, we were exhausted. Without any need for discussion, we came to the unanimous decision unpacking the house could wait another day. 

	
 

	We were even too exhausted to worry about taking the new mattresses we had bought to the bedrooms. The delivery men had delivered the set sometime this past week, and without us being around to direct them where they should go, they had simply left them in the living room against the wall. The last thing anybody wanted to do was put beds together, so we decided to leave them in the living room. Everybody could sleep on them on the floor in the living room for one night.

	
 

	After ordering a couple pizzas, it almost came to blows between Chaz, Mike, and myself deciding the order of who got to shower first. The house only had one full-sized bathroom, and although there was no question about ‘ladies first,’ but who went after Katie before the hot water was used gone was still in question by the time the pizzas had arrived.

	
 

	As we argued—Katie watching us, amused by our college-like bravado—I was able to hook up our Blu-ray player to the new television, so by the time the pizzas arrived we were already fifteen minutes in to ‘Alien,’ pausing it only long enough to place the pizza’s in the middle of the floor next to the opened cooler of beers—which we were well in to at this point.

	
 

	Having eaten nothing all day, the beers were affecting us all, and after polishing off both boxes, everybody sat in a companionable silence as the food and alcohol worked their magic.

	
 

	Chaz spoke up, startling us all as he said, “So Katie, how about that massage?”

	
 

	I turned to look at Katie, who in turn winked at me before answering him, saying, “Damn, that sounds like a fantastic idea!”

	
 

	I said nothing as Chaz and Mike both glanced at me, before Chaz moved across the floor until he was leaning against the couch, telling Katie, “Come here and get between my legs,” he grinned, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.

	
 

	Once more I was frozen as I watched Katie move in front of Chaz, before pulling up her legs and leaning forward, resting her arms on her propped up knees. Both Mike and I could only stare at the large opening on the side of the tank revealed Katie’s entire torso—including most of her breasts!

	
 

	A loud moan exited Katie’s mouth, as Chaz began squeezing her shoulders, her body slowly swaying from the force of Chaz’ touch.

	
 

	“Mmm. Mmmm! Oh God!” Katie moaned, sounding as if she was in the midst of the best sex ever as Chaz’ hands moved down to her shoulder blades. “God, you DO know what you’re doing,” Katie moaned.

	
 

	Chaz looked at me with a large smirk on his face as he continued giving Katie a massage, and not wanting Chaz to know any of my feelings—particularly my intense desire to watch him—it took all my willpower to turn back around and continue watching the movie.

	
 

	It was difficult ignoring Katie’s moans and grunts coming from over my shoulder as Chaz continued to massage Katie. Chaz had not been lying about having a masseuse license, although I was surprised he had kept it up all these years after working in his father’s business.

	
 

	Surprisingly, considering the circumstances, I became engrossed in the movie, and it was not until the scene where the captain—Dallas—got killed I heard Katie gasp.

	
 

	I knew Katie was always surprised by this particular scene, and I smiled. Turning to tease her about being frightened even after seeing the scene over a dozen times, I froze, my mouth hanging open at the sight behind me.

	
 

	Katie was not even watching the movie, her head resting on her arms which were propped on her knees. What caught my attention was Chaz, who had reached in the opened sides of Katie’s muscle shirt and was brazenly kneading her tits beneath her shirt!

	
 

	I stared in amazement as Chaz squeezed and kneaded the succulent flesh of my girlfriend’s breasts no more than four feet from me, mesmerized as I watched Katie’s flesh ooze between his fingers like dough.

	
 

	Before I knew it, I heard myself yell out, “Dude!”

	
 

	Although I drew both Mike and Chaz’s attention, Katie remained where she was, quickly gasping as Chaz—who was now staring directly at me—continued kneading her breasts.

	
 

	“What?” Chaz said, looking at me with a cocky grin and feigned innocence. “I said I would be giving Katie a massage. Do you know how many muscles are in the pectoral area? Relax man, it’s all good, right Katie?” he asked with another grin, emphasizing his statement by giving Katie’s breasts another squeeze.

	
 

	Katie’s only response was to moan again.

	
 

	I stared for several seconds watching the outline of Chaz’s hands move beneath Katie’s shirt before I asked, in a not-so-proud squeaky voice, “Hon? You alright?”

	
 

	Katie did not raise her head, continuing to remain where she was while Chaz squeezed her breasts, but I heard her muffled voice say, “I’m fine—better than fine,” she gasped. “Oh my God! This feels incredible,” she groaned as Chaz stared at me with a triumphant smile.

	
 

	It was surreal, sitting in the living room of our new house, the lights low and a movie playing forgotten in the background, as my college fraternity brother caressed my girlfriend’s tits. I glanced over to Mike, who was watching Chaz—not with what I would expect to be shock and disapproval, but with envy and hunger, no longer mindful of me or my feelings towards Chaz hitting on Katie.

	
 

	Turning back to the display in front of the couch, Chaz gave me a wink and I watched as his hands moved outward, stretching the tank top in front of her. 

	
 

	Katie let out a loud yell. Ungh! Jesus Christ!” she called out.

	
 

	I realized Chaz had grasped Katie’s hard nipples, pinching them roughly as he continued to look at me with his proud smile.

	
 

	Thankfully things ended. I think Chaz did not want to push his luck too early as he pulled his hands out from beneath Katie’s shirt as she raised her head. My cock was rock hard as I looked at her face, seeing her shameless lust clearly evident, her face flushed and her eyes half closed, giving me a ‘bedroom eyes’ look.

	
 

	I again glanced at Mike who continued to stare hungrily—and lewdly—at Katie. Turning back around, I saw her nipples were even more prominent, the small nubs attempting to burst through her shit.

	
 

	“Now what you need is a hot shower,” Chaz told Katie. “Those muscles are loosened up and the warm water will help them stay that way so you’re not sore in the morning,” he told my girlfriend.

	
 

	I could not believe how nonchalant he sounded, as if he had not just openly felt up my girlfriend of five years in front of not only myself, but one of our other friends!

	
 

	Katie did not say a word as she got up, leaving us three men to our own devices as she went to wash off the grunge on her body and slip in to some clean clothes. 

	
 

	As aroused as she was, I would not be surprised if she took longer in the shower than usual in order to give herself another ‘special massage,’ my cock hardening at the thought of her being turned on from another man’s touch.

	
 

	What the Hell was wrong with me, I wondered for the umpteenth time? I had just watched a man who, up until this morning, was a complete stranger to my girlfriend feel up her tits—and with her consent! And even more extraordinary, I could not have been more excited!

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were talking quietly between themselves, and moving towards them I heard Mike say quietly, “I warned him, but he’s just ignoring me. So fuck it. Yeah, I’m in if it comes to that,” he said enigmatically.

	
 

	“Comes to what?” I asked, although I had a suspicion whatever they were talking about involved my Katie.

	
 

	“Oh, Mike and I were just talking about…” Chaz said with a long pause before saying, “We were talking about needing a break from moving. I know we’ll be busy as shit tomorrow, but how about the day after we all go to the beach and relax. I’m sure you and Katie could both use a break,” he said with an amicable smile.

	
 

	I looked at Chaz and Mike, seeing Mike guiltily avoid my gaze as I told them, “Well, we’ll have to see. I told work I would check in with them Monday, but I’ll ask Katie,” I said.

	
 

	What the Hell possessed me to say such a thing? I had taken off all next week to help Katie get the house together, and yet here I was stating I was going to be at work. The thought of Chaz and Mike being alone with Katie sounded like something I wanted to happen, overcome with odd feelings of excitement.

	
 

	Mike was about to say something when Katie came back into the living room, still dressed in her grungy clothes—and still clearly aroused.

	
 

	“Does anybody know where my clothes boxes are?” she asked us with a hint of confusion to her voice. “Everything’s off the truck, but I can’t find them in either bedroom. I don’t know where they went,” she said with exasperation.

	
 

	The very thought of putting on our grungy clothes after a shower turned my stomach. Chaz and Mike had their overnight bags, and Katie stated my clothes boxes were where they were expected to be—in our bedroom; however, her boxes of clothes were nowhere to be found.

	
 

	“You could always go au natural,” Chaz said with a grin.

	
 

	“Ha, ha,” Katie said, clearly not amused. “I’m serious, help me look for them. They’re pretty clearly marked ‘Clothes’ and have green tape on them, for the master bedroom,” she said. “They have to be here somewhere, there were at least six of them,” she said, looking around the room desperately.

	
 

	So we broke off and began looking from room to room at every single box in the house to find her clothes. Katie was obviously stressed out. Not only was she physically exhausted from the move, but the delay in her shower—particularly her being strung out sexually from her arousal—was bad enough. To have her clothes missing—even though it was obvious they had to be around here somewhere—had her almost to the point of tears.

	
 

	Oddly enough, we had no luck finding the boxes. Having gone through the apartment before we left, I knew everything we owned had been put in the truck, and the truck was obviously empty—yet there was no trace of Katie’s clothes boxes to be found.

	
 

	Too tired, dirty, and exasperated, Katie stated she was still going to take a shower and begged for us to continue searching, needing something for her to wear for the night. I told her if worse came to worst, she could wear one of my t-shirts to sleep in, but it was little consolation to her frustration.

	
 

	For the next fifteen or so minutes, the three of us moved and restacked every single box in the house looking for Katie’s clothes to no avail. And being men, our attention was easily diverted when I found the box with my Xbox and games, so we took a brief ‘break’ to hook it up to the television. 

	
 

	Of course, then we had to make sure it connected…

	
 

	Partway through our first round of Call of Duty, Chaz announced he needed a smoke, and I told him to take it outside. Neither Katie nor I were smokers and we did not want the smell of cigarettes ever in the house. So Chaz left through the kitchen, hearing the back door open and close as Mike and I once more became absorbed in the game.

	
 

	I vaguely remember Chaz coming back into the house, saying something about needing to take a leak, but I was too busy killing Mike in the game to care, and he quickly returned—there being a half-bath just off the living room. 

	
 

	It was not until Katie’s voice filled the house I realized how much time had flown by.

	
 

	“Bob! Please come to the bedroom,” I heard Katie say, her voice clear through the entire house.

	
 

	Knowing I was in trouble, I handed the controller to Chaz as he and Mike continued playing, while I made my way down the hallway to our new bedroom.

	
 

	Seeing Katie standing in the bedroom wearing nothing but a towel instantly brought back the hard-on I had sported earlier. She looked stunning, standing with her wet hair as beads of water rolled down her shoulders. Somehow she had managed to cover both her breasts and lower privates with the towel, staring at revealed long athletic legs, which seemed to go on forever before disappearing beneath the towel.

	
 

	Moving towards her to give her a hug, I was momentarily under the impression she wanted a quickie—particularly after her massage by Chaz and how turned on she had been, but Katie held up her hand and said, “Hold it hot shot. Is that your idea of a joke?” she asked with an accusatory tone.

	
 

	Confused, I looked over to where she was pointing, seeing a stack of boxes with a piece of clothing on top.

	
 

	It took me a moment to realize what I was seeing, saying, “Oh, you found your clothes!” I exclaimed, happy for her. “Were they in here the entire time?” I asked.

	
 

	I turned back to Katie as silence met my statement, realizing somehow she was unhappy—and I was the center of her anger. 

	
 

	Once her eyes were locked upon mine she said, “Look again.”

	
 

	Stepping over to the boxes, I saw the clothing on top of them was one of Katie’s nightgowns—a pink babydoll teddy made of some flimsy see-through material. Sitting next to the teddy was a matching pink laced panty.

	
 

	My cock immediately hardened at her choice of clothing, and I turned around with a big grin saying, “I’m sure the guys are going to love that!” I told her wickedly.

	
 

	To my confusion, Katie looked at me with exasperation. “No you idiot,” she said, her use of the derogatory word causing my grin to instantly vanish.

	
 

	Katie only called me names when she was thoroughly upset—or pissed.

	
 

	I looked at her questioningly as she sighed once again with exasperation. 

	
 

	“I did not find my clothes,” she said. As I opened my mouth to ask the obvious question, she interrupted me by answering. “Those are the boxes of your clothes. I came out of the shower to find the teddy sitting on top of them. Obviously one of the guys knows where my clothes are and brought this to the room,” she said. “I’m assuming it was Chaz, although Mike’s been acting weird since this afternoon, so I wouldn’t put it past him either,” she told me.

	
 

	I realized she was correct, seeing the green tape on the boxes with the distinct label of ‘Bob’s clothes’ upon them. Both Chaz and Mike had left the room at various times—Mike to take a leak in the other bathroom, while Chaz had smoked his cigarette. Katie was right, it could have been either of them; however, like her, I placed my bets on Chaz.

	
 

	“So what are you going to do?” I asked. Katie’s silence caused me to look up at her. Seeing her staring at me intently, I asked, “What?”

	
 

	“Well, based on your comment, it’s obvious you don’t seem to mind me wearing such a revealing outfit in front of them,” she stated.

	
 

	My silence was as good as a confession. I had not even thought about her not wearing the skimpy lingerie, my mind returning to the memory of the movie and Katie getting her ‘massage.’

	
 

	“Well, it’s all in fun. Can you really blame either of them?” I asked. “I mean Jesus hon, what were you thinking letting Chaz feel you up like that?” I asked, the reality of what had happened being more out-of-place having sobered up.

	
 

	“Are you mad?” Katie asked, but she definitely was not apologetic based upon the tone of her voice as she looked at me coquettishly. 

	
 

	Katie knew me too well for me to have to answer the question, particularly in light of discovering how much I have been turned on seeing her groped by another man.

	
 

	“To be honest, that massage felt fucking awesome and I became complacent,” she admitted. “I didn’t think Chaz would make such a bold move with you, or even Mike, in the room. I was so absorbed in the feeling of his massage, by the time he slid his hands around my front, I barely even noticed,” she told me. “And by the time it happened, it felt too good,” she admitted. “But it wasn’t in a sexual way—at least not at first. Chaz was right, there ARE muscles there, and after moving all those boxes around, even my tits were sore. By the time I realized what was happening it was too late. And then I felt something press behind me, and I realized it was Chaz’ erection,” she said. “Immediately all relaxation turned to desire, and I could not believe how aroused I was,” she admitted. “The main reason I left for the shower was so I didn’t masturbate right there!”

	
 

	I grinned at her comments as she looked at me.

	
 

	"I told you,” I said accusingly. “You do not know Chaz like we do.” 

	
 

	Katie knew I was not upset—as the hard-on my pants attested after merely talking about it. In fact, I felt hornier than ever at Katie’s confession at becoming aroused at the touch of another man.

	
 

	“Well, if you would have come into the shower with me,” she added, “You could have had me any and every way you wanted,” she confessed. “As it was, I had to take care of things myself,” she told me. “Three times,” she added as I looked at her in surprise.

	
 

	I moved towards her to give her a hug, but she pushed me away.

	
 

	“No, not until you’ve had a shower Mister,” she told me.

	
 

	Unfortunately, I knew getting clean would take some time, as Mike and Chaz had won our impromptu Call of Duty tournament to decide the order of the showers.

	
 

	Nodding towards the skimpy lingerie sitting on the box, I looked at Katie and asked, “So, you going to wear it?” 

	
 

	I had mixed emotions. Part of me wanted her to wear it, exposing herself sexily before the guys, whereas another part of me wanted to find the frumpiest shirt I had for her to wear instead.

	
 

	“What do you want me to do?” she asked. “This is your fantasy,” she added.

	
 

	I shrugged. “Well, they did throw down the gauntlet,” I told her with a grin. “It would be a shame to chicken out and let them win,” I said.

	
 

	Katie smiled, and I groaned as she reached out and grabbed my hard cock through my shorts, giving it a playful squeeze.

	
 

	“I guess this is all the answer I need,” she told me with a grin. “Fine. If your new perversion wants it, I’ll wear it,” she said. “And yes,” she added, interrupting my comment before it left my mouth, “I’m going to enjoy it as well,” she said.

	
 

	Leaving Katie to finish getting ready for the night, I walked back to the living room where Mike and Chaz sat on the couch, chatting while drinking a couple of beers.

	
 

	“OK, so which one of you did it,” I said accusingly, looking purposely at Chaz.

	
 

	“Did what?” Chaz asked, while Mike looked at me equally perplexed.

	
 

	“Somebody apparently knows where Katie’s clothes are,” I told them, “and left her something to wear for the night—and not something she would have normally worn in mixed company,” I added.

	
 

	“Dude, we looked all over the house for those boxes,” Mike said, still confused. “I honestly don’t know where they are,” he said as Chaz too pleaded ignorance.

	
 

	The conversation abruptly ended as both Chaz and Mike’s mouths and eyes widened, then both their faces broke in to large smiles as they looked behind me. 

	
 

	Turning around, my face mimicked their shock as I too became entranced at the vision of sexiness walking into the room—Katie in her pink nightie.

	
 

	I have often been amazed how a woman could wear clothes and be sexier than if she was naked, and at this moment I did not think Katie could have looked more sensual. The top of the outfit had what she explained to me much later, as a ‘fly-away’ top, being attached only by a single satin pink bow between her breasts, the bottom of the nightie spreading open in an inverted ‘V,’ exposing her stomach and bellybutton. Her breasts were covered by a triangular halter-like lace material, and even from across the room I could plainly see the shading of Katie’s nipples. The top extended down only to above her hips, leaving her matching pink panties visible. 

	
 

	As she walked into the room I saw the back of the panties had a fluffy lacy band, but what I stared at the most was the blatant exposure of her ass-cheeks, which was complete exposed by the thong-like panties.

	
 

	Katie had tied her hair up in to a bun, and the exposure of her neck and shoulders only added to the sensuality, and I watched mesmerized as she walked into the room.

	
 

	She looked magnificent!

	
 

	I heard a wolf whistle behind me, and turning to look at the guys, saw both of them smiling like kids in a candy store. 

	
 

	Katie did not say a word, instead falling into the reclining chair before us as we all took in her beauty.

	
 

	After several moments I sighed. “OK, that’s enough ogling my girlfriend,” I said to both of the men. “If neither of you moves your asses, I’m going to go use up the hot water,” I told them.

	
 

	Surprisingly, it was Chaz who got up first and left the room, but not before he told Katie how marvelous she looked and how happy he was she found her clothes.

	
 

	Mike on the other hand, was completely frazzled. This was the least dressed he had ever seen Katie, and I could only imagine the thousand and one fantasies racing through his brain. He was so flustered he could barely speak a complete sentence. When I asked if he wanted to play another round of Call of Duty, he was so discombobulated it was Katie whom I ended up playing—her thoroughly trouncing my ass several times by the time Chaz returned fresh and clean.

	
 

	Then it was Mike’s turn for the shower, him making no secret of his reluctance to leave the room, as if Katie would disappear any moment.

	
 

	Chaz and Katie began playing a match, and I was happy to sit back and watch them—my scantily clad girlfriend and hunky friend from college who was not really a friend. Chaz seemed right at home, at ease and comfortable, as if an almost naked girl sitting next to him was a normal occurrence.

	
 

	I was confused at his coolness, wondering if it were actually him or Mike who had set out the revealing nightie for Katie to wear. Whichever one of them had set it out, I wondered if they considered it a victory or loss for Katie to not have backed down from their game of chicken.

	
 

	Mike came out after Katie and Chaz had played a couple rounds, laughing as he told me the hot water was almost gone. As I turned to leave, Chaz said I probably did not need the hot water due to how smoking hot Katie looked, and as I left the room I heard Katie laugh as she once more accepted Chaz’ flirtatious comments.

	
 

	True to Mike’s comment, the water in the shower was brisk, and I had to turn it off between lathering up to not freeze; however, even after the cold shower, I could feel nothing but desire as I quickly got dressed and went back into the living room.

	
 

	Chaz and Katie were still playing Call of Duty, Chaz cussing her out as she made a particularly good shot halfway across the map.

	
 

	Sitting next to Mike, I accepted the proffered beer he handed me as I said, “Have they been playing since I left?” I asked.

	
 

	Mike laughed, saying Chaz and Katie had both already trounced his ass, and this was the championship match, the best of three rounds.

	
 

	I grinned at his statement, knowing Katie was an exceptional COD player, and as I took a swig of beer I asked rhetorically, “So what’s the prize for the winner?” I asked.

	
 

	I was surprised when Chaz answered, saying, “Well, if I win, Katie has to give me a kiss for thirty seconds,” he said proudly as my mouth fell open in astonishment.

	
 

	“And if I win,” Katie added, apparently fine with the idea of possibly making out with an almost stranger, “I get another massage from Chaz,” she stated. “Only this time a full body one,” she said, her attention more on the game than what she was saying, “Not that lame-ass ‘just your shoulders’ shit,” she finished as both her and Chaz yelled as they came across each other’s characters in the game.

	
 

	“What?” I asked, astonished at both their statements.

	
 

	With both Chaz and Katie involved in a shoot-out, it was Mike who answered.

	
 

	“Yeah, I think Chaz gets the better end of both deals,” he said.

	
 

	I had to agree with his statement—how could the opportunity to give the hottest woman I knew a full-body massage have any downside?

	
 

	“Fuck!” Katie shouted, and I looked at the television to see the instant replay of her death as Chaz laughingly took a victory swig of his beer.

	
 

	“Well, a deal is a deal,” Katie said, setting down the controller and standing up. “So who wants to time this?” she asked.

	
 

	I could feel my pulse racing at the thought of her kissing Chaz, knowing thirty seconds was a long time. Up until now he had felt up her ass and tits, but had not made any other moves towards her, his treatment being more as an item than a person.

	
 

	But to all of our surprise, Chaz said, “Fuck that, I’m ready for bed,” he told us. “We never stated when you needed to give me the kiss, so I’m taking a rain check tonight. I think we all can use a good night’s sleep,” he said.

	
 

	I glanced at the clock surprised to see it was already one in the morning as a sudden exhaustion crept through me at Chaz’ words.

	
 

	Katie looked questioningly at Chaz for turning down her offer of a kiss, but merely shrugged as she turned around towards the mattresses leaning against the wall. 

	
 

	My eyes widened in surprise while Mike choked on his beer, both of us staring at Katie’s bare ass—her panties having wedged completely into the crack of her ass, exposing her lovely smooth butt.

	
 

	The Katie I had known and loved for the past five years would have immediately pulled the material out of the crack of her ass; however, tonight, she did nothing to adjust her outfit, leaving her ass fully exposed as she directed us to move some boxes in order to make room for the mattresses on the floor. 

	
 

	There was only so much room to spare in the cluttered living room, so we ended up having to place the mattresses—mine and Katie’s mattress being a king-sized Tempur-Pedic memory foam mattress—side-by-side with our old mattress, a full-sized one which looked small in comparison.

	
 

	Katie threw some sheets on the make-shift beds, while all three of us stared at her lovely ass, jigging with each movement as she fluffed out the sheets before Katie and I laid down on the large mattress and Chaz and Mike took the other.

	
 

	Exhaustion came upon us fast, and I was asleep almost before I closed my eyes.

	
 

	


Chapter 2 – Sunday, Unpacking

	 

	
 

	Waking up in our new house for the first time was disorienting, I did not know where I was at first, sleep slowly leaving my head as I eventually remembered where I was.

	
 

	My back was warm, Katie having spooned against me sometime in the night, and thankful for the motionless technology of the new foam mattress, I was able to turn around to look at her without disturbing her.

	
 

	I stared in front of me for several moments, not comprehending what I was seeing but recognizing an odd assortment of lady parts, arms, legs, and hands. And even once I realized exactly what I was seeing, it took a few more moments for my mind to register.

	
 

	Katie was sleeping peacefully on her right side, her body in a figure ‘S’ position from spooning against me; however, she was not alone. Chaz too was sleeping, spooned right against her back; however, that was not what caused my eyes to open wide, sleep immediately evaporating from my head.

	
 

	The front of Katie’s babydoll nightie was open, the bow tie having been undone sometime in the night leaving Katie’s breasts completely exposed—or at least they would have been had not Chaz’ arm been draped around her, his forearm crossing her left breast while his hand completely gripped her right breast!

	
 

	I stared at the obscene fleshy image of Katie’s mammary tissue protruding between Chaz’ fingers for several minutes.

	
 

	I hissed a deep intake of air as my cock was firmly grasped through my loose shorts, realizing Katie was awake. 

	
 

	Looking at her, I could only smile as she part-whispered, part mouthed, “His cock is wedged in my ass crack.” 

	
 

	Then I watched as she deliberately moved her hips back, grinding her ass against the front of Chaz’ pelvis.

	
 

	I wanted nothing more than to fuck my girlfriend at that moment, trying to suppress a groan as she began slowly stroking my cock.

	
 

	Suddenly Katie let out a gasp of her own as Chaz, still apparently sleeping, clenched her boob.

	
 

	“Ahhh,” she said, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain.

	
 

	Meanwhile her own hand began to speed up as she jacked me off, and I was once again thankful for the motionlessness of the mattress, my own hips starting to thrust forward as well.

	
 

	Then Chaz rolled over, his hand moving from Katie’s breast, but leaving a deep crimson imprint of his hand on her boob. 

	
 

	The sight of another man’s hand imprint, bruising my girlfriend’s breast was too much for my brain to process, and I abruptly came in my shorts, as Katie began milking my cock, spurt after spurt shooting in to my underwear.

	
 

	We laid there a few more minutes more before both getting up—me heading to change my clothes, and Katie going to the restroom, meeting outside the bedroom for a deep French kiss.

	
 

	“Oh my God! You’re hard again!” Katie gasped, feeling my cock press against her. “You’re so huge,” she gasped as I moved my lips past her check, licking her neck.

	
 

	I could not help myself as I whispered, “Not as large as Chaz or Mike,” I told her as we broke off our kiss and quietly headed to the living room.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were awake, and Katie—her nightie now tied back up—unpacked our coffee maker from one of the boxes in the kitchen and made coffee, while the three of us guys sat and stared at her sexy body the entire time.

	
 

	After the coffee was made and we sat around the kitchen table, Chaz asked what the plan for the day was.

	
 

	“The first plan of action is for somebody to find my clothes,” Katie said. “You guys have had your treat watching me traipse around in a nightie, but I need real clothes to work today. Then I need you guys to put together the beds, move the mattresses on them, and start moving all the other furniture. Bob knows where everything goes, so he can direct you. Meanwhile, I’m going to start unpacking the kitchen, then the living room, and then whatever else comes to mind,” she said.

	
 

	“But first things first, where are my clothes?” she asked.

	
 

	“I put everything where you told me to put it,” Mike said defensively, as Chaz nodded his head.

	
 

	Katie was getting pissed, and as she got up to go to the restroom to freshen up, I implored them to please let us know where her clothes were. The house was not large, but there were probably a dozen places the boxes could be hiding, and with everything scattered all over the place, they could very well be right in front of us.

	
 

	As I was about to ask them again, Katie’s voice came from the other end of the house. 

	
 

	“Bob! Please come here.”

	
 

	Getting up and giving the guys one last imploring look, I went to our bedroom, where Katie was standing, looking stunning in her pink nightie.

	
 

	“So they struck again,” she said, pointing to the same stack of boxes the nightie had been resting on the night before.

	
 

	My eyes opened in surprise as I recognized a pair of Katie’s biking shorts; a thong; a pair of anklet socks; a matching top; and Katie’s tennis shoes sitting neatly on the boxes.

	
 

	“How did those get there?” I asked.

	
 

	“Beats the shit out of me,” Katie answered. “They could have done it last night for all I know, I didn’t notice them this morning,” she admitted.

	
 

	It was almost comical yet exciting. Whichever of the guys—or maybe both of them were in on it—were setting out clothes for Katie, it was a continuation of the game from last night, dictating what she would wear. It was a rush to know the clothes picked were ones she would look hot in, aware the biker shorts hugged her body like a second skin, even more so than the yoga pants she had worn the day before.

	
 

	As Katie got dressed, we strategized about where things should go. Watching her put on the top, I recognized it being one of her crop tops with the words “Sarc: my second favorite –asm” blazoned across the chest.

	
 

	It was not until Katie bent down to tie her shoes I became aware of something else—she was not wearing a bra.

	
 

	“Uh, you’re not wearing a bra,” I said, being Captain Obvious.

	
 

	“Apparently my wardrobe designer felt I did not need one,” she told me matter-of-factly, standing up and putting her hair in a ponytail.

	
 

	As she lifted her arms, the crop top lifted up, not only showing off her gorgeous stomach, but also the under curves of her breasts!

	
 

	Immediately my cock began pulsating.

	
 

	“I have a feeling the guys are going to be asking you to help lift things over your head all day,” I told her with amusement.

	
 

	As Katie looked at me questioningly, I took her into the bathroom in front of the mirror and had her raise her hands.

	
 

	Katie was obviously surprised, not realizing the top was so short, but I also noted an evil twinkle in her eye as she looked at me, saying, “Oh, I’m going to have fun with this,” as I followed her out and we headed back to the living room.

	
 

	To my surprise, in the time we had been gone, Chaz and Mike had cleared the living room, the smaller mattress already taken to the guest bedroom.

	
 

	“Ah, you found your clothes,” Chaz said as we entered the room.

	
 

	Katie gave him a momentary glare before saying, “No. Apparently I had another visit from the clothes fairy,” Katie told him. I was not sure if she was happy or upset at her continued lack of clothes as she then said. “At least if we get everything moved around today, we’ll find them.”

	
 

	“Well, whomever is picking your clothes, they have impeccable taste,” Chaz said happily as Mike agreed.

	
 

	Ignoring him, Katie began instructing us to our assigned duties.

	
 

	For the most part, she assigned us guys the heavy lifting, starting first by putting together the guest room bed frame, then placing the box spring and mattress upon it, and then instructed us to work on the master bedroom bed. 

	
 

	Katie and I had just bought the new bed, so it took some time for us to find my tools and put it together.

	
 

	I became so engrossed in putting together the bed, it took a while for me to notice neither Mike nor Chaz were in the room. My curiosity getting the best of me, I left the room and walked to the front of the house.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were standing in the middle of the living room; however, neither of them were moving, standing as if frozen in place. Even more curious, I saw them staring in the kitchen and moved up to follow their gaze.

	
 

	Katie was in the kitchen, but I did not understand what had caused the guys to stare so blatantly. Then I saw Katie reach into a box and pull out a large serving tray. Turning around, she moved to where there was an open cupboard and lifted up the plate, placing it on the top shelf.

	
 

	I remembered my earlier discovery when Katie was getting dressed, watching as the bottom of Katie’s cropped top lifted up, exposing her breasts as she raised her hands over her head.

	
 

	“Uh, guys, can you not be so obvious staring at my girlfriend’s tits?” I said.

	
 

	“But Bobby, you have to admit they’re spectacular,” Mike said, in no way embarrassed at being discovered watching Katie.

	
 

	I also noted he was now calling me Bobby, even knowing I, like Katie, did not like nicknames.

	
 

	“God yes,” Chaz agreed to Mike’s statement. “They are perfect. They actually remind me of this…”

	
 

	Chaz’ silence caused both Mike and I to turn our gazes away from the sight in the kitchen and looked at Chaz.

	
 

	Chaz’ eyes were opened wide, as if he had just seen a ghost.

	
 

	“No fucking way!” he said, to nobody but himself. “I don’t fucking…Oh my God,” he said. “Holy fuck, this is amazing,” he said.

	
 

	“What?” both Mike and I said together, while Chaz still stared in the kitchen, looking at Katie, but not really looking at her, almost as if he were looking through her.

	
 

	After several more moments he looked at me with an intent expression and asked, “What college did you say Katie went to?” he asked.

	
 

	The question was out of the blue, catching me off-guard as I answered, “Well, she went to Texas Tech in Lubbock,” I told him. “She was a TA for a few profs,” I said, “and belonged to one of the sororities there,” I said, as Chaz seemed to glance at me for more information.

	
 

	“Yeah, but did she have a job?” he asked.

	
 

	Once again his questions had me confused with the sudden change in topic as I told him, “Not that I’m aware of. We’ve never really talked about our college years,” I told him by way of explanation.

	
 

	Chaz simply shook his head, muttering, “I don’t fucking believe it,” as he smiled widely at me before telling us we should get back to work.

	
 

	As we got back in to ‘moving mode,’ I forgot about Chaz’ odd behavior. A few hours later we had both bedrooms put together and several boxes unpacked, placing many of the other boxes out of the way in closets until Katie and I had some time alone to go through them. 

	
 

	We never did find Katie’s clothes—not that any of us were looking, but I would have noticed if we had come across them.

	
 

	Katie was still putting dishes and such away in the kitchen as we moved into the living room and began unpacking pictures, our computer stuff, and various other sundry items.

	
 

	We were about to start arranging the furniture in both the living room and dining room when Chaz looked up and with a brief glance to me, said in a loud voice, “Oh, Kitty…would you mind getting me a glass of water?”

	
 

	I thought I had heard him wrong, but my attention was drawn to the sound of a shattering plate in the kitchen, filling the house with the sudden noise.

	
 

	Immediately the three of us turned to look into the kitchen, and I saw Katie standing completely still, her eyes wide open as she looked in the living room, her face pale.

	
 

	Sudden concern spread across my face as I asked her if she was alright.

	
 

	Katie was staring at Chaz, and I do not think she heard a word I said. I looked over to Chaz to see him smiling like he had won the lottery. I was confused.

	
 

	Once again I asked Katie if she was alright, and she gave me a mumbled reply saying she had come across a spider which had frightened her; however, she was still upset and had a feeling she was not being truthful.

	
 

	Then Chaz repeated his question. “Kitty, may I please have a drink?”

	
 

	Still visibly shaken, I watched as Katie silently grabbed a glass from the cupboard and filled it with water, and still not saying a word, walk over to us and hand it to Chaz.

	
 

	I looked at Chaz in puzzlement. There was obviously something going on between him and my girlfriend, but I was at a loss as to what was going on.

	
 

	Still smiling at her, Chaz took a small sip—barely enough to drown an ant.

	
 

	Katie turned to leave when Chaz said, “You know, you move almost like a dancer,” he said, as Katie immediately stopped and turned around to look at him. Chaz again smiled and said, “I bet you can really dance well,” he told her out of the blue.

	
 

	I again looked at Katie who once more looked like she had seen a ghost, asking if something was the matter, but she said nothing, as if I was not even there. She and Chaz seemed to only be aware of each other in the room, Mike and I forgotten.

	
 

	“I bet you could earn some decent tips as a dancer,” Chaz said with a chuckle. “Here’s one tip, always keep the customer happy by adding a little special something,” he told her. “Like, oh…I don’t know…like in this case some ice?” he said, holding out his glass.

	
 

	Still not sure what was going on, I watched in bewilderment as Katie silently took the glass and turned around. The three of us watched her walk to the refrigerator and add ice from the machine to Chaz’ glass, before bringing it back to him, not uttering a single word.

	
 

	This time Chaz took a bigger drink from the glass as Katie said, “You’re right, having guests is a customer-oriented service, and I would be remiss as a hostess if I did not do everything I could to keep them from causing a scene,” she said, looking pointedly at Chaz.

	
 

	It was a bizarre comment, but Chaz caught my attention as he laughed. “Oh, I’m sure you have the perfect skills and would bend over backwards for your clients,” Chaz said oddly. Then, as if an afterthought he corrected himself by saying, “I mean guests,” he smiled broadly at my girlfriend.

	
 

	Katie asked if there was anything else he needed and Chaz continued smiling as he replied, “Not for now, but maybe later.”

	
 

	I watched Katie walk back to the kitchen, still not acknowledging either Mike’s or my presence. I thought it rude for her to bring Chaz a glass of water and not the two of us as I asked Mike if he also needed anything to drink.

	
 

	Mike seemed as bewildered as I was as he declined my offer. 

	
 

	Then Chaz turned around and smiled at us. As if the last few minutes had not even happened, he said, “Ok, what’s next?”

	
 

	With the two bedrooms now set up and the living room unpacked, it was time to move some of the extra things into the garage until needed, so for the next hour, we took out anything that had not already been unpacked, as well as all the empty boxes.

	
 

	Then it was time to rearrange everything in the garage so Katie could pull her car in, it being the nicer of our two vehicles.

	
 

	After a while, I noticed Chaz was not around. Mike told me he had gone to the bathroom, adding, “Speaking of which, I need to do the same, so I’ll be right back.” he said, as I continued moving things around.

	
 

	Several minutes later, Mike came into the garage with an odd look to his face. Asking him what was wrong, he opened his mouth as if about to say something before closing it back. Finally, he looked at me and said, “You know, I wouldn’t mind a glass of water if you don’t mind.”

	
 

	I thought it odd he did not help himself, particularly knowing he knew where everything was, but like Katie, I felt I should be a good host.

	
 

	Telling him I would be right back, I left him in the garage and went into the house.

	
 

	As I came around the corner where the door to the garage was leading to the kitchen, I stopped dead in my tracks, staring in amazement at what I saw.

	
 

	Katie was still in the kitchen putting dishes away, and once again she had her arms raised, the crop top once again revealing her lovely breasts.

	
 

	Or at least that is what I expected to see, but instead I noticed two things—first, Katie was not alone; and secondly, her breasts were not precisely exposed.

	
 

	I stood in astonishment, my earlier lust returning, and it took several moments before my eyes registered what I was seeing with my brain.

	
 

	Katie was standing in the kitchen with her arms raised, clutching the top shelf of the cupboard. But again, she was not alone. Chaz was standing behind her, his arms wrapped around her as he flagrantly fondled Katie’s tits!

	
 

	For the third time in my life—in only two days—I watched another man fondle my girlfriend’s bare breasts. 

	
 

	As astonishing as the scene was, even more surprising was my girlfriend was saying nothing!

	
 

	I too kept quiet as I watched Chaz freely caress, squeeze, and stroke Katie’s luscious mammary glands. It was apparent neither of them were aware of my presence—or of anything else around them—as Katie remained standing in place with her arms raised.

	
 

	I saw her eyes were closed, her mouth slightly parted, and it took me a moment to realize she was breathing heavily. It was then I realized I could hear her sighs and gasps from where I was standing, my cock becoming even harder.

	
 

	“He doesn’t know, does he?” Chaz said as he continued his intimate manipulation of my girlfriend’s soft mammary tissue.

	
 

	At his words, all lustful thoughts evaporated from my head as I strained to hear their conversation.

	
 

	“Please,” Katie said in response.

	
 

	Her utterance was more of a gasp, drawn out with a long sigh, and I did not know if she was asking Chaz to continue what he was doing to her, to stop, or in answer to his odd question.

	
 

	“And you don’t want him to know,” Chaz said with a smile. Chuckling he said, “That’s why you’re being so acquiescent, isn’t it?” Chaz said.

	
 

	Katie opened her mouth as if to answer; however, what escaped her mouth was an unintelligible gasp. “Ung-huh,” she grunted.

	
 

	I knew Chaz had chosen that moment to pinch Katie’s nipples as a wide smile came to his face at her reaction.

	
 

	“I guess plying your old trade is easier, eh?” Chaz asked cryptically. I wondered what on earth he was talking about as he continued, saying, “Alright, I’ll play along,” he told Katie, “but the price will be going up,” he said in a warning tone.

	
 

	“Ah-guh!” Katie replied once more as Chaz again clenched her tender, blood-engorged nubs.

	
 

	I watched as Chaz backed away, his hands sliding out from around Katie as she remained where she had been, stretched out and clutching the shelf of the opened cupboard; however, this time, her bare breasts—reddened from Chaz’ manipulation of them—were visible.

	
 

	“I guess I’ll join the other guys for now,” Chaz said.

	
 

	Realizing he was going to turn around and see me, I quickly re-opened and closed the garage door—this time louder—to announce my presence.

	
 

	Chaz almost ran in to me as he came around the corner, looking at me with a huge grin on his face before going out the garage door. 

	
 

	I made my way into the kitchen where Katie was now leaning against the counter, her cropped top back in place.

	
 

	“Are you alright?” I asked, as concerned as I was horny; however, both emotions vanished as Katie turned around and looked at me with complete seriousness.

	
 

	“We need to talk.”

	
 

	There are only a handful of phrases a woman can say to a man to cause their hearts to momentarily stop and fill them with absolute fear—even for the bravest of souls. And those four words were one of them.

	
 

	Katie must have seen the fear and alarm in my eyes as she stepped up to me and gave me a light kiss on the lips. “Sorry, I need to tell you something,” she told me with a wan smile. “Let’s go into the bedroom in case the guys come in,” she said.

	
 

	Taking my hand, she led me to the other end of the house into our room, while I worried what she was going to tell me.

	
 

	Closing the door, I looked around amazed—apparently Katie had not been in the kitchen the whole time, our bedroom looked completely finished!

	
 

	“Wow, you’ve been busy,” I said, trying to prolong the moment without letting her talk.

	
 

	Katie smiled as she turned around after closing the door and said, “Well, everything’s unpacked but my clothes, which are still mysteriously missing,” she said.

	
 

	She did not sound upset—at either the misplacement of her wardrobe or whatever else was on her mind—but I was still worried as she asked me to sit down.

	
 

	“We’ve never talked much about our college years,” she started off, the unusual topic garnering my attention. “I know we’ve felt those years don’t affect our relationship since we met after them, but there’s something I need to tell you and…” she paused, looking at me worriedly before continuing, “I hope you won’t be upset for me hiding it from you,” she said ominously.

	
 

	I looked at her with mixed emotions. On one hand I wanted to comfort her, as she was obviously upset; however, the other part of me was scared shitless. What could be so bad she had to tell me now?

	
 

	And oh my God—I could not believe how turned on I was seeing Katie getting felt up by another man!

	
 

	Those and a hundred more emotions and thoughts ran through my head in the brief moments it took for us to sit down on the bed.

	
 

	“You know my parents aren’t the richest people in the world,” Katie began as I nodded.

	
 

	Neither of our families were ‘rich,’ but Katie’s family was much less so than my own. At least mine had been able to pay my tuition when I needed.

	
 

	“Well, things were tight my sophomore year and I had come to a point where I needed to consider dropping out of college or find a job to help pay for it. Trying to find work in a college town where everybody is willing to work for next to nothing, as well as something that would not interfere with school was next to impossible. Then one of my sorority sisters told me about a job which not only paid enough to cover school but also would not conflict with my daytime classes,” she said.

	
 

	I could tell Katie was nervous as she paused to gather her thoughts. Finally, she blurted out, “Bob, I used to be a stripper.”

	
 

	Of all the things Katie could have said, that was the one thing I was not anticipating; however, I also knew I had the opposite reaction she was expecting.

	
 

	How hot is that, I thought to myself? My girlfriend was a stripper!

	
 

	One of the hottest things a guy like myself could ever imagine was dating a stripper. Not only because they took their clothes off before a bunch of strangers each night, but because they took their clothes off in front of a bunch of strangers each night. A girl like that would be easy to get into bed I imagined. 

	
 

	The fact she stripped naked to other men also meant she would have the confidence—and looks—to do such a profession.

	
 

	In fact, that was exactly the reason I had been attracted to Katie. She was so open with her body, and had the confidence to show it off.

	
 

	Immediately a thousand and one things fell in place as I looked at her and reassessed my thoughts. This explained Katie’s comfortability showing off her body in public; it explained why she was more comfortable walking around the house in a bra and panties than sweats and a t-shirt; it explained the big-assed boxes of high-heeled shoes, which even after being weeded down from our old apartments, still filled up more than half the closet. It also explained yesterday when I had watched her move around with three foot sized holes in the sides of her tank top without a bra, and never once exposing herself!

	
 

	I looked at her and saw Katie looking at me expectantly—and worriedly, as if she thought I was going to get up and leave. 

	
 

	Hurriedly I answered, “If you’re expecting me to be angry, you’re going to be disappointed,” I told her, shaking my head. “I have to confess, that’s probably one of the hottest things I’ve ever learned about you!” I exclaimed, being honest. “So did you strip down to a G-string? Pasties?” I asked.

	
 

	Katie smiled, openly relieved I was not as upset as she thought I would be as she said, “Honey, we’re talking Texas, we don’t do any of that half-assed shit from Ohio, it was full nudity,” she told me in a deep southern drawl.

	
 

	No less than a week ago the thought of my girlfriend dancing naked before a group of strangers would have caused me concern, possibly even jealousy. Now, after this weekend, I wanted to see my girlfriend in exactly that sort of position.

	
 

	I was immediately aroused.

	
 

	“Wow, that’s…that is…uh…awesome,” I said, at a loss for words.

	
 

	I had been to a few strip clubs in my life, and truth be told, I had even paid a dancer many years ago for a hand job. I was not so naïve as to think Katie had been a virgin when we met; however, I never would have imagined her as a stripper. The thought of my girlfriend being in such a position was one of the hottest things I could imagine!

	
 

	Katie continued her confession. “It wasn’t just at the club,” she said with some hesitancy. “Many of us earned extra money dancing at personal parties—you know, bachelor parties, birthdays…” she paused for a long moment as she looked at me intently before adding, “…even fraternity parties,” she said.

	
 

	She stated the last words as if they had meaning, and I immediately recalled something from five years ago.

	
 

	Chaz had visited one of our other chapters in Texas as the national liaison of the fraternity, telling us about a pledge party he had attended there. After he had returned, he had repeatedly commented about this stripper they had hired who—even to this day six years or so later—he swore was the hottest thing he had ever seen! In fact, whenever we went out drinking, all Chaz talked about was that particular stripper in Texas.

	
 

	I recalled Chaz’ response at seeing Katie’s breasts in the kitchen, immediately comprehending it had not been the look of amazement, but that of recognition!

	
 

	Had Katie been that stripper? I did not believe coincidences like that really occurred, but my thoughts were interrupted as Katie continued.

	
 

	“I guess Chaz saw me at one of those parties,” she admitted. “Fuck, for all I know maybe even Mike had seen me dance too, I don’t know. But somehow, six or seven years later, Chaz has fucking recognized me,” she told me. “He even remembered my dancing name—Kitty,” she said.

	
 

	I understood now why Katie had looked like she had seen a ghost. I thought I had misheard Chaz call Katie ‘Kitty’ earlier, now knowing it had not been a mistake.

	
 

	“I’m going to be honest,” she said, looking at me long and hard. “There were a few parties where things got out of hand. I was desperate for money, and…well…I’m not proud of what I did. There were a few times did special favors for some of the regulars,” she admitted. “Fuck, for all I know, Chaz may have known,” she confessed.

	
 

	The thought of my girlfriend giving some guy a hand job at a strip club was so intense, I almost stumbled, overwhelmed by my body’s reaction. Instead of being upset or jealous, I was consumed by arousal, turned on as I thought about what she was saying.

	
 

	My girlfriend had been a stripper!

	
 

	Katie was waiting for me to say something, but instead, I grabbed her hand and moved it to my crotch.

	
 

	Her eyes widened feeling the hard lump in my shorts.

	
 

	“Oh my God! You’re turned on!” she gasped.

	
 

	I smiled, and told her my thoughts.

	
 

	“A few weeks ago, this may have been a problem, but now, yeah, I find it hot. And it explains a few things,” I smiled. “Like how you’ve been willing to let Chaz grope you—how you are always comfortable showing off your body. It all makes sense now,” I said, adding, “And yeah, it’s fucking hot as hell,” I confessed. “What matters is we’re together now and we’re in love. Hell, I’m finding it hotter than hell imagining you sleeping around with somebody and we’re practically engaged, why would I be mad at you showing off or sleeping with somebody before we even met?” I asked.

	
 

	“Yeah, well apparently Chaz believes my past is a dark hidden secret,” Katie said. “He’s threatened to use it against me,” she explained. “You saw him—he has teased me nonstop about knowing something about me you don’t. I know his type,” she added, looking at me. “I guarantee he’s going to use that as blackmail to keep feeling me up,” she said. “I wouldn’t put anything past him,” she said. “Particularly if he thinks he has something on me and threatening to rat me out to you if I don’t let him have his way,” she said.

	
 

	“Let him,” I blurted out. “It’ll be fun to watch.”

	
 

	“What!” Katie said, looking at me in surprise.

	
 

	“You heard me, let him,” I told her. Seeing Katie’s surprised look, I smiled. “Look, if he thinks you’re letting him cop a few feels because you feel threatened by being blackmailed, it’s the perfect ‘Get out of jail. Free!’ card,” I explained. “He thinks he has something over you, so instead of you doing it to turn me on and him thinking you are a slut, he’s going to slowly play his hand out. It’s the ultimate power trip for somebody like him!” I exclaimed. “He knows if he pushes you too fast you might say ‘fuck it’ and tell me anyways,” I said. “But if he slowly keeps threatening you, he’ll think he’s getting his way and try to go further and further. This way, we can have some fun,” I said with a grin.

	
 

	Katie was looking at me like I had lost my mind. “Who are you, and where did you bury my boyfriend?” she said, but I knew I did not need to reply—her hand was still rubbing the erection in my crotch, so she knew I was not joking.

	
 

	Looking at me a few more moments, she hung her head in defeat. “Fine,” she conceded. 

	
 

	I swear my cock got even harder as she added, “I’ll let him cop a few feels, but I’m telling you right now I am only doing this for you. I’ll let him stay on second base, but only barely. But that’s it,” she said with finality. “I’m not going to slut myself out just so you can get a cheap thrill,” she told me. “I’ll play along for you,” she said as she gave my cock a squeeze.

	
 

	I grinned, knowing I had won. 

	
 

	Then another thought came to me.

	
 

	“And include Mike,” I told her without meeting her gaze.

	
 

	“What!” Katie exclaimed.

	
 

	I could feel her eyes practically boring in to me as if I had lost my mind. Finally, I had to look up as she glared at me.

	
 

	“You know he freaks me out,” she said. “He makes me really nervous,” she told me yet again. “I trust Chaz more than I do Mike and I’ve only met him this weekend,” she said. “Mike looks at me…oddly,” she added.

	
 

	I laughed. “You know he’s harmless,” I told her, not for the first time. “I think it’s just because he’s a good friend and finds you hot,” I reasoned to her. “And he’s discrete. He only watches you out of the corner of his eye, so he won’t make a scene,” I told her. “Just be more open with him,” I suggested. “Give him a hug if he does something, or ‘accidentally’ brush up against him,” I said. “It’s fucking Mike, so that’ll be more than he’ll ever expect, but if you’re going to flirt with one, it would be rude to ignore the other,” I reasoned.

	
 

	“I guess,” Katie conceded. “He just gives weird vibes—like those guys in the raincoats when I used to dance at the club,” she told me, reminding me of her past.

	
 

	My girlfriend was a stripper! Or, she used to be, I corrected in my mind, although I was too turned on by the thought for semantics.

	
 

	“You know,” Katie said, looking at me out of the corner of her eye as she gave my crotch a playful squeeze, “We should do something about this and christen the new bedroom,” she said with a grin.

	
 

	Our clothes seemed to evaporate, both of us gloriously naked in the bed in only moments.

	
 

	Katie looked more spectacular than ever before, her recent promiscuity and stripper confession putting her body in a whole different class of worship by me. Her breasts were flawless, although the vision of Chaz’ handprints on them in the morning came to mind and my cock twitched in anticipation. I wanted her like never before.

	
 

	“God I want you,” I said, voicing my thoughts.

	
 

	“Then what are you waiting for?” Katie asked as we broke from a kiss. “I don’t need foreplay right now,” she smiled.

	
 

	And then I was inside her, her pussy so wet I entered her in one thrust as she moaned, my cock sinking into her.

	
 

	Making love to Katie always feels like the first time, and usually I take my time entering her; however, this time I was barely against her moist lips before I felt Katie’s hips thrust into me, sinking my cock completely into her.

	
 

	I was amazed at how wet she was, as she gasped, “Fuck me!”

	
 

	Katie and I had not made love in a few weeks, and we continued that streak now—we fucked. We fucked like the first time we had sex, and I barely cared about her needs, seeking only to conquer her with my cock. 

	
 

	And yet, even as vigorously as I fucked her with no thought of pleasing her, I was surprised when she came, the throes of her orgasm spurring me on until my cock began emptying inside her, the orgasm seeming to expand from my balls through my body to my brain.

	
 

	Wave after wave of involuntary pulses went through my cock as stream after stream of cum shot within my girlfriend’s pussy, feeling as if I was flooding that which had already been drenched. My orgasm was so intense, I wondered if I was ever going to stop cumming.

	
 

	But then things were done and I slowly pulled out of her, Katie groaning at the loss of me inside her.

	
 

	It was one of the most intense sexual couplings Katie and I had in a long time, and looking at the clock, I realized only four minutes had passed—although the intensity and level of emotions and physical sensations felt like it had been hours.

	
 

	“Wow, you’ve been saving up,” Katie said, as she looked down to her crotch, a veritable river of cum flowing out of her slit.

	
 

	I smiled, “Yeah, it’s been a while,” I said, giving her a kiss.

	
 

	Even though I had cum this morning when she had jacked me off, as well as from her incredible blow job yesterday, this had been the first time we had sex in a while.

	
 

	Katie smiled, “See, I told you moving would reignite things,” she said, although inwardly I think we both suspected there was more than moving to the new house involved.

	
 

	The rest of the day was uneventful—even Chaz behaved, leaving Katie alone while we followed her directions and unpacked boxes, set up furniture, and hung up pictures and other things around the house. By seven in the evening, although we were not done, I was still amazed how much we had accomplished. The remainder of the unpacking was the type of stuff to be done over the next few weeks—tools, old bills and financial records, nothing we needed immediately—and both Katie and I felt a sense of accomplishment knowing the majority of things were done.

	
 

	But her clothes boxes were still mysteriously missing.

	
 

	Which was puzzling to both her and I, as we had been through every corner of the house. I had even done a walk around the outside of the house, but there was neither hide nor hair of Katie’s clothes. Whichever of the guys had hid them somehow knew our house better than we did.

	
 

	An hour or so later we were eating barely edible Chinese delivery—Katie and I needed to learn all the restaurants around us all over again—and Chaz began talking about the rest of the week.

	
 

	“So Bob and I talked about us taking the day off tomorrow and hitting the beach,” he said.

	
 

	“Oh shit, I forgot to ask,” I said apologetically to Katie.

	
 

	Although I did not need my girlfriend’s permission to make plans on us going out, I knew it was simple courtesy to ask. Thankfully Katie merely shrugged, her braless breasts bobbing slightly to our male interest. 

	
 

	I had a sudden flashback of Chaz feeling those very same breasts earlier today, wondering if he had made any other moves Katie had not yet mentioned.

	
 

	“I still need to call work and make sure it’s alright,” I said, “but I can’t do that until the morning anyways,” I told her.

	
 

	Katie looked at me questioningly as I returned her look blankly.

	
 

	“Well, even if Mr. Fuddy-Duddy here has to work,” Chaz said, “that doesn’t mean we can’t go and have some fun, right Kitty,” he said, giving Katie a wink.

	
 

	Katie’s face immediately went blank at the use of her stripper name, and I had to give her credit even though I knew the ‘big secret,’ she convinced even me she was still nervous from Chaz’ threat.

	
 

	“Katie hates nicknames,” Mike said.

	
 

	Chaz began laughing, his inner joke with my girlfriend obviously not yet shared with Mike. “I don’t think of it as much of a nickname as say, an alias,” Chaz told us with a grin. “Anyways, I’m sure you don’t mind getting away from the ol’ bump and grind, right Kitty?” Chaz asked, chuckling at his own play of words.

	
 

	“I’m sure that will be fine,” Katie said quietly.

	
 

	Chaz smiled. He obviously felt he had obtained a victory getting Katie to agree to go out with them, even if I could not.

	
 

	“Also, Mike and I decided to hit the bars tonight and give you two some alone time,” Chaz told us, once more surprising us—I would have expected him to continue his blackmailing of Katie unabated.

	
 

	“Unless of course you two love birds want to join us?” he asked.

	
 

	Katie and I both shook our heads, glancing between us knowingly. I was not sure what she was thinking, but I thought it might be a chance to ‘christen’ some other rooms in the house.

	
 

	“Well, I asked,” Chaz said, apparently unconcerned whether we went with them or not. “But we will be dragging you two out one of these nights,” he promised. “We’ll also need to borrow a car,” he said. “Finding parking for a moving truck is going to be a bitch,” he said with a laugh.

	
 

	Katie offered her car, which I thought was extremely generous considering what was going on, and we finished the rest of our meal in silence.

	
 

	Afterwards we once again let Katie go first in the shower, deciding to play another round of Call of Duty to determine the remaining order.

	
 

	“Katie would’ve ended up winning and going first anyways,” Mike said good-naturedly after she had left to wash off the day’s grunge.

	
 

	Normally Katie took her showers in the morning, but after unpacking and straightening the house all day, we all needed to clean off.

	
 

	And so the three of us started several matches of Call of Duty.

	
 

	It was down to me and Chaz when Katie walked back into the room.

	
 

	Seeing her out of the corner of my eye, I did a double-take—which was enough for Chaz to score the winning headshot. But I no longer cared about the shower, staring in astonishment at my girlfriend, who was wearing nothing but a thin spaghetti-strapped tank top and panties. 

	
 

	The top was an old shirt with an American flag logo, so thin with age and stretched so tightly across her body, Katie’s breasts and nipples were plainly visible. Her panties were an everyday grey pair, and they too were worn so thin as to be almost transparent. 

	
 

	Although neither piece of clothing was particularly sexy, on Katie it was like opposites attracting—she looked spectacular.

	
 

	The fact my girlfriend was walking around in nothing but a thin t-shirt and panties before my two friends was an instant turn-on, and neither of the guys complained as Katie walked by and we got a look at her spectacular ass.

	
 

	Surprisingly, Chaz announced he was headed to the shower, and I joined Katie in the kitchen, admiring her body as she opened a beer.

	
 

	“Clothes fairy?” I asked, nodding to her attire.

	
 

	“Yup. Any idea who?” she asked, knowing I had been with both guys since she had gone into the shower.

	
 

	“Honestly? I don’t know who it could have been,” I admitted. I was ashamed to admit being too wrapped up in the game to notice if either guy had left the room to set out her attire for the evening.

	
 

	“Actually, I was surprised. This is something I would have worn to bed anyways,” she said. “I truly expected something more revealing,” she told me.

	
 

	Although the outfit was her ‘normal’ nighttime attire, looking at how her breasts were outlined in the top, I could not have imagined anything more revealing. 

	
 

	Katie continued talking as I admired her body. “Then I realized they were going out tonight, so why have me dressed sexy when it’s only you around,” she concluded.

	
 

	What she said made sense. If the guys were going out drinking, why bother picking something they would not get to exploit Katie in, knowing Katie and I would probably be in bed by the time they got home.

	
 

	Going back into the living room, I turned on ‘The Avengers’ on the Blu-Ray player and Katie and I sat down on the couch while Mike sat in one of our recliners. I noticed he had moved the recliner so he had a view of Katie, and smiled to myself as we began watching the movie.

	
 

	Eventually Chaz came out, and even though I had won second dibs on the shower, I graciously let Mike go in my place, knowing once they were gone I could let the hot water heat back up.

	
 

	As soon as he was out of the shower, I was surprised how quickly Chaz and Mike left to go bar-hopping. 

	
 

	Once they were gone, although I had thought of ‘christening’ the new house with Katie, both of us were exhausted. As soon as Chaz and Mike left, we both fell asleep on the couch while watching the movie, not waking up until midnight.

	
 

	Not knowing when the guys would be back, Katie and I decided to go to bed. While she went into the bathroom to put her hair up in a ponytail for the night, I turned off the lights and crawled into bed.

	
 

	When she came out, even in the dim light from outside, I was amazed at how stunning her figure was, outlined against the dark bathroom. 

	
 

	As her eyes adjusted to the dim light, she asked what I was looking at, I said, “The most beautiful woman in the world.”

	
 

	I am sure she blushed, and I was surprised when she said for that compliment, I deserved a reward. “I’m too tired for sex, unless you really have to have it, and since I just brushed my teeth, a blowjob is out. So will you settle for a hand job?” she asked.

	
 

	My smile was answer enough as Katie crawled on to the bed and pulled back the covers, revealing my stiff cock.

	
 

	Katie started stroking my dick, and I realized another piece of the puzzle of her life had been filled, as even hand jobs from Katie were amazing, her knowing exactly what to do with finesse and ease. I realized as a stripper, this was undoubtedly one of the ‘specials’ she performed. The thought of Katie jacking off some stranger had me on the edge in very little time!

	
 

	I was only two or three strokes away from reaching an orgasm when we suddenly heard a loud noise, Chaz’ voice echoing through the house, “Honey, we’re home!”

	
 

	“Goddammit,” I muttered, my close-to-orgasm mood instantly ruined.

	
 

	Katie continued stroking me, and although I admired her dedication, I was about to tell her it was a lost cause when there was a sudden not-so-light knock on the bedroom door.

	
 

	Looking at Katie, I whispered, “They’re going to want to play COD all night and I’m in no mood. Can you deal with them while I pretend to be asleep?” I asked.

	
 

	If I got drawn out to the living room, the guys would have me up most of the night. Knowing Chaz from college, the guys would have grabbed something on the way home, so the fridge was probably restocked with beer, and I would end up drinking to boot. Since I had told the guys I may have to work and would be getting up early, the last thing I needed was doing so on zero hours of sleep and a dozen beers!

	
 

	Pulling the sheet over me to hide my nakedness, I was surprised as Katie continued stroking me beneath the sheet while kneeling next to me, albeit at a slower pace.

	
 

	Then she stopped, although she still maintained her grip around my cock as I heard the bedroom door open and quickly closed my eyes, feigning sleep.

	
 

	“Bobby,” I heard a not-so-quiet voice whisper, recognizing Mike’s ‘drunk’ voice. “Bobby,” he repeated.

	
 

	“He’s asleep,” Katie said quietly—quieter than Mike.

	
 

	Abruptly the lights came on and I squinted even behind my closed eyes.

	
 

	“Oh, Katie, you’re up,” Mike said, with the stellar reasoning of a man who had been drinking all night. “How are you?” I heard him ask, realizing his voice was closer.

	
 

	Did Mike just come into our bedroom, I thought?

	
 

	Surprisingly, Katie’s palm continued to slowly slide up and down my cock, still jerking me off even with Mike nearby. Although the mood had already been broken, the sensation was so good I remained hard.

	
 

	“So how are you doing?” Mike asked.

	
 

	I almost laughed. Mike was obviously drunk, and being in the room with Katie who was wearing nothing but a thin tank top and underwear, I know he had walked closer simply to look at her.

	
 

	“I was just about to go to bed,” Katie said, her tone being one people tend to use when talking to a small child.

	
 

	“Well, there you go,” Mike said, with the illogical logic of a drunk. “You’re there!” he said triumphantly.

	
 

	“Where is he?” I heard Chaz’ voice. “Oh, Kitty, there you are,” he said happily, discovering Katie awake.

	
 

	Oh great, I thought, now we’re joined by Chaz.

	
 

	I almost groaned as Katie squeezed my cock firmly beneath the sheet at the mention of her former nickname. I briefly wondered if her distaste for nicknames was due to the reminder of her former occupation.

	
 

	“Where’s Bo…aw, lookie thar, the poor boy is sleeping,” Chaz said, his voice being much closer.

	
 

	I realized Chaz also was in the bedroom now, and based upon the sudden whiff of alcohol and beer, I was guessing both he and Mike were right next to the bed.

	
 

	“Katie doesn’t like nicknames,” Mike said.

	
 

	“You know, we’ve pretty much quadrupled the size of manhood in this room,” Chaz said, not acknowledging Mike’s comment. “Honey, you can quit fishing around there, we can give you something guaranteed to satisfy you,” he said.

	
 

	Based upon his comment, Chaz had apparently noticed Katie’s hand beneath the sheet, but she did not let go of my cock. In fact, she began to over-exaggerate her motions, as if to prove a point and flaunt her intimacy with me in his face.

	
 

	I listened as she told Chaz she was fine.

	
 

	“Ahhh, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty,” Chaz said slowly, as if enticing an actual cat.

	
 

	“Katie doesn’t like nicknames,” Mike repeated, as if the phrase was his new mantra in his drunken state.

	
 

	“Mike, do you remember the hottest stripper we’ve ever seen?” Chaz said.

	
 

	Guessing where the train of Chaz’ thoughts were going, my cock came back to life, hardening in spite of the two other men’s presence in the room. Katie must have felt it too, as her hand tightened even more around my shaft.

	
 

	“How could I forget?” Mike asked, as if Chaz was asking him if he had ever seen the sky.

	
 

	Chaz continued talking as if he had not heard Mike’s reply. “There was this time we took a road trip down to Texas, to the Chi Alpha chapter of our frat house,” Chaz said.

	
 

	I did not know if Chaz was still talking to Mike, to Katie, or simply talking, as my eyes remained closed, but I had heard this story at least a dozen times, and even though it had been a while, Chaz had told it enough that even five years later I had it memorized. 

	
 

	“You see, they were initiating their pledges from rush,” Chaz was saying, “and they hired a stripper as part of the celebration.”

	
 

	I almost cried out when Katie clutched my cock so hard, I felt circulation momentarily cease from my member, so I did not hear what Chaz said next, my attention consumed by the death grip Katie had upon my dick. 

	
 

	But I knew what Chaz was going to say. How the stripper was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen, who had a body he rated a ten and has since based every woman’s physique on.

	
 

	I was almost to the point where I was about to ‘pretend’ to wake when Mike said something that caused me to forget Katie’s grip upon my cock.

	
 

	“Dude, if Bob wakes up and finds you squeezing his girlfriend’s tits, he’s going to be pissed,” Mike said.

	
 

	What the...?

	
 

	Chaz was squeezing Katie’s tits? That explained Katie’s grip upon my cock, and I wondered if that was her way of asking me to ‘wake up,’ but then her grip relaxed, although she still held my cock.

	
 

	Katie sighed and all thoughts of moving evaporated.

	
 

	I had heard that particular sigh many times over the span of our five-year relationship—whatever Chaz was doing; Katie was enjoying it.

	
 

	“That stripper could out dance any girl I have ever seen—she was simply amazing,” he said.

	
 

	“Amazing,” Mike repeated, although I was uncertain as to whether he was talking about the stripper or Chaz fondling Katie’s tits.

	
 

	Katie’s hand began to once again slowly stroke my cock, and I had the urge to open my eyes and see if Chaz was still feeling her up. I heard Katie suck in a sharp intake of air, which answered my question.

	
 

	I almost smiled imagining Mike’s rapt attention as Chaz openly fondled Katie in front of him. Not to mention her boyfriend—myself—right there in bed feigning sleep!

	
 

	“But you know the one thing that stood out, that made her the most memorable stripper ever?” Chaz asked.

	
 

	“She wouldn’t let us fuck her?” Mike asked.

	
 

	Chaz laughed loudly. “Well, besides that,” he said, still chuckling.

	
 

	“Oh!” Katie gasped, and I could only imagine what Chaz was doing to her tits, no more than two feet away from me.

	
 

	“What made her the most memorable stripper ever,” Chaz continued, still talking to nobody in particular, “was she had the most perfect set of tits,” Chaz said. “The kind of tits that once you see them, you’ll never forget them. You know Mike, I rarely forget a face, but I never forget a pair of perfect breasts,” Chaz said. “Particularly these breasts!” Chaz exclaimed.

	
 

	I heard the sound of cloth tearing, the “Riip-Riiiip-Riiiipppp!” sound filling the room.

	
 

	At the same time Katie clutched my dick as if holding on for dear life, causing my hips to hitch up in pain as I heard Mike yell out, “Holy fuck!”

	
 

	My movements were not noticed by the two drunken men, and I had a feeling I knew why.

	
 

	“Oh God!” I heard Katie moan loudly. She was still holding tightly to my cock she again moaned, “Mmhhmmm.”

	
 

	“Mike, get over here, I know you’ve been dreaming about these puppies for years,” I heard Chaz say, my dick getting harder if such a thing were possible.

	
 

	As the guys had not noticed my earlier movements, I risked cracking open an eye. Kneeling near my hip was Katie, her tank top ripped off, her breasts fully exposed—being kneaded and pinched by Mike!

	
 

	And even more shocking, Katie simply remained where she, barely moving as my fraternity brother fondled her tits!

	
 

	Chaz was watching happily and I knew I did not need to worry about either of them seeing my—neither man was even aware of me lying in the bed any longer. 

	
 

	Katie whimpered as Chaz said, “That’s it, play with those babies--you’ve been wanting that for years!”

	
 

	Mike did not need any encouragement as he grasped both of Katie’s breasts, her flesh yielding and contorting from his probing and squeezing hands.

	
 

	I lost track of time as my friend fondled my girlfriend’s breasts, but eventually Katie began to once again stroke my cock beneath the sheets, her hand moving increasingly faster.

	
 

	After a time, Chaz moved in again, Mike stepping away without a word, his eyes never moving away from my girlfriend’s bare breasts as the other man resumed own exploratory squeezes.

	
 

	I do not know what was more amazing, both men having the audacity to feel up my girlfriend’s tits in our own bedroom, with me lying right there, or Katie remaining where she was, allowing them their vulgar exploration while she jacked me off. Regardless, the circumstances were more than my brain could process. My cock erupted, cum shooting straight up within the sheet and splashing upon Katie’s hand. Spurt after spurt of ejaculate shot out of my dick as Katie continued stroking me, the added moisture of my cum allowing her hand to glide up and down my shaft.

	
 

	A small part of my mind worried the guys would see the growing wet spot on the sheets, but they were obviously too mesmerized by Katie’s augmented chest. 

	
 

	A few moments later Chaz let go of Katie’s body and smiled. “We’ll let you sleep,” he said. “But I’m sure we’ll have more fun tomorrow at the beach!” he told her with a leer as he and Mike left the room.

	
 

	Out in the hallway I heard Mike state, “I was wondering how long it would take you to realize Katie was that stripper!” he said boisterously.

	
 

	At that moment we realized Mike had known all along—possibly as long as he had known Katie, explaining why he was always staring at her!

	
 

	But my attention was diverted, as bare seconds of the lighting going off, Katie yanked the sheet off me and straddled me. Before I could even blink, think, or utter a sound, she reached between her legs and grabbed my still-hard cock, abruptly dropping down and slamming my cock deep within her soaking wet pussy.

	
 

	Katie grunted as my cock impaled her, and began riding my cock like a woman gone mad, her short grunts and moans only accompanied by the loud ‘Slap-Slap-Slap-Slap’ of our bodies hitting each.

	
 

	Katie let out a quiet yell as she came, and I grabbed her hips, forcing her to continue to fuck me as her body quivered spastically on top of me. I had never seen such a beautiful sight—her body lit from the dim light outside shining upon her tits bouncing up and down above me, reddened and discolored from my two friends’ drunken pawing. Then my own orgasm hit, my cock erupting within Katie as I came for the second time that night, fewer than thirty minutes apart!

	
 

	Katie slammed down on me one final time as I clenched her hips, slowly undulating as her vaginal muscles milked my cock as she continued to shudder through her own orgasm.

	
 

	Eventually we both recovered, and Katie bent down and gave me a long kiss before sliding off me to her side of the bed.

	
 

	“Oh my God!” she panted. “That was amazing!” she said as she tried to catch her breath.

	
 

	“I’ll say,” I answered. “You practically raped me,” I chuckled. “You didn’t ask or anything,” I said in a mocking tone.

	
 

	Katie laughed. “That was so hot,” she said. “When I felt you cum on my hand while the guys felt me up I almost yanked the sheets off you to fuck you right then and there,” she admitted. “I don’t think I’ve ever been that turned on before,” she said. “Having the guys take such blatant liberties with me while you laid there, your hard cock in my hand…wow,” she said next to me.

	
 

	“Yeah, you did seem a tad bit wetter than usual,” I said teasingly. “Was that because of Mike and Chaz, or me being here?” I asked, more curious than accusatory.

	
 

	“Both,” Katie answered truthfully. “You know I would never cheat on you, but both of them feeling me up while you were here, I guess that was alright. They were rough though—then again, that was some of the excitement—but knowing you were right here and getting turned on was even hotter. Did you see anything?” she asked.

	
 

	I admitted I had opened one eye to watch, which was why I had cum. 

	
 

	Katie laughed, giving my now deflated cock a playful squeeze.

	
 

	We cuddled for several minutes before Katie asked, “What do you want to do about tomorrow?”

	
 

	It was a question I knew she had been thinking in the back of her mind, interrupted only by our sudden love making, and I could read between the lines and knew exactly what she was asking. From what Chaz had said about going to the beach, they obviously preferred Katie going without me, and thoughts of what they might do had my cock stirring again. 

	
 

	Then a thought began to form in my head…

	
 

	“What are you thinking about?” Katie asked, feeling my cock hardening in her hand.

	
 

	“Well,” I said tentatively, pausing as Katie looked at me expectantly in the dim light. “I was thinking what might happen if I had to ‘work’ tomorrow,” I told her, it being difficult to make quotation signs while lying in bed.

	
 

	“What do you mean?” Katie asked, not understanding.

	
 

	“Well, I still have to call in to work tomorrow to see if they need me, but that is highly unlikely” I said. “But even if they don’t ask me to come in, what if I tell the guys I have to work anyways, so you can go to beach with them alone,” I told her with some hesitancy, expecting her to get made at my proposed plan. “I’ll follow behind you—I’m sure it’ll be crowded enough they won’t see me watching on the beach,” I told her. “Besides, I’m sure their attention will be on you!” I laughed.

	
 

	“You really want to continue with this, don’t you?” Katie said quietly, looking at me intently.

	
 

	I looked back at her, but was unable to read her expression as I asked tentatively, “Do you? Didn’t you just now get more aroused from them feeling you up than you have in years?” I asked.

	
 

	Katie scooted against me, putting her arm around me before she answered. 

	
 

	“I got turned on because you were there, and how you were reacting. I also knew I was safe—if anything happened you were right there,” she said. “I didn’t get excited by the guys feeling me up,” she said, and I let her keep the obvious lie. “They were a bit too rough, Hell, my tits are still sore,” she said, her hands going to rub her bare breasts. “I was excited because you were excited,” she repeated, as if she was trying to convince herself more than me. “And if you recall, I fucked you, not them,” she said.

	
 

	I did not disagree with her, but I had heard her gasps and moans as the guys felt her up, but again, I let her convince herself she had not been turned on by another man.

	
 

	I was not sure if she was trying to not hurt me, or trying to reconcile ‘cheating’ on me in her own head, but I loved what had happened. As Katie was not saying no to my proposition, I let it ‘bake’ in her head a bit longer, so instead of saying anything, I hugged her against me, the intimacy being exactly what we needed without any words spoken. 

	
 

	We remained so for several minutes, but both our minds were racing. 

	
 

	I thought back to the beginning of the weekend, having thoughts which had never crossed my mind before; however, the thought of Katie being taken sexually by either or both of my friends seemed to consume me.

	
 

	Katie’s voice broke my reverie as she said, “OK, you’ve been quiet for too long. What are you thinking?” she asked. “I can hear your mind working from here,” she told me.

	
 

	“Well…” I said, my voice trailing off. At Katie’s ‘Out with it!’ look, I finally confessed. “You said you were excited because I was here, and that’s why you fucked me,” I said, distorting her words in my favor. “I was just wondering if I wasn’t around and the guys were the only option, whether you would enjoy it,” I said hesitantly. Finally, I said the words which needed to be said, “You know, letting them fuck you.”

	
 

	Holy fuck a duck, did I just ask my girlfriend to fuck my friends? But I knew the answer to that question even as a part of my brain was appalled at the idea.

	
 

	Katie was quiet for a few minutes, and I wondered if she had fallen asleep before she finally answered. “Physically? Yes, I would probably enjoy it. I enjoy sex, so the stimulation would be enough to get me off,” she told me. “But there’s more than that for me—there’s the emotional part. There’s a difference between fucking and making love, and even though we just now ‘fucked,’ there was something deeper, a connection I wouldn’t have with a one-night stand. That would be missing,” she said.

	
 

	My mind reeled in amazement. Although she had hedged her words, I clearly heard my girlfriend say she would enjoy sex with somebody else. She had reiterated almost verbatim what I had said about the difference between fucking and making love, but I held back my smile, wondering where this would lead.

	
 

	We laid next to each other for a bit longer, lost in our own thoughts; however, gradually the day’s labors—not to mention our heated sex—caught up with us, and soon were both asleep.

	
 

	


Chapter 3 – Monday, The Beach

	 

	
 

	Waking up in the morning in a new place the second day in a row, I once again had feeling of not knowing where I was, it took a few minutes to comprehend my surroundings in the new house, in our new bedroom.

	
 

	Katie was sleeping beside me. She had kicked off the sheet last night and looked incredible wearing nothing but her panties, her breasts completely exposed. I felt my cock hardened, but not at the sight of my girlfriend lying nude next to me, but recalling what had happened so far this weekend. Staring at Katie’s breasts made me flashback to Chaz and Mike groping her. I could not belief how exciting it had been watching another man defile my girlfriend, or how turned I was getting thinking about it.

	
 

	Sliding closer to Katie, I hitched my hips, pressing my hard-on firmly against her.

	
 

	“Mmm,” she groaned, her eyes still closed. “What have you been thinking of this early in the morning—or do I even need to ask?” she mumbled, apparently more awake than I thought.

	
 

	“I was thinking how beautiful you looked last night when two other guys were feeling you up,” I confessed.

	
 

	Katie sighed. 

	
 

	“You’re still thinking about this, aren’t you?” she asked.

	
 

	My hard erection pressing into her hip was all the answer she needed.

	
 

	Katie groaned as she stretched out, her movements almost feline, and her stripper name immediately popped into my head.

	
 

	She cracked open an eye and looked at me, quietly asking, “Would you like to watch them take advantage of me?”

	
 

	There was a playfulness in her voice, and I hitched my hips in answer, pressing my hard dick even further against her. 

	
 

	“Tell me what you want,” Katie whispered in a husky voice. “Tell me what you want me to do with them,” she said.

	
 

	Holy shit, I thought, was Katie really asking me for approval to fuck the guys? 

	
 

	I could not believe my ears. Last night she had mentioned something similar, but had not directly asked if that was what I wanted.

	
 

	I slid my hand down, snaking my fingers beneath the waistband of her panties as I spoke. 

	
 

	“I want to watch them strip you naked, then touch you all over,” I told her, moving my hand further beneath the material.

	
 

	I hissed as Katie reached down and began stroking my cock. In retaliation, I began lightly stroking her slit, surprised to find her already wet as I continued my thoughts.

	
 

	“I want to watch them touch you all over, their hands kneading your bare flesh as you get more and more excited,” I groaned as Katie’s velvety hand tightened its grip on my cock. 

	
 

	Katie replied with a moan as my finger slid into her pussy. Feeling her hips move and embedding my finger even deeper within her was all the urging I needed to continue. 

	
 

	“I want to watch you get so aroused, you can’t stand it any longer. To see you reach down and feel their hard cocks in your hands,” I whispered.

	
 

	I smiled as Katie again moaned, my fingers slowly spreading her juices on her outer labia. Her hips bucked upwards, once more trying to get my finger deeper inside of her, but I pulled back, slowly teasing her flesh with my strokes.

	
 

	“Do you want me to stroke them off?” she asked, moaning again as my finger slowly spread her wet lips, gently flicking across her clit, but not yet entering her.

	
 

	“No,” I whispered.

	
 

	Katie looked up at me in surprise and I smiled. “I want them to be in complete control. I want you to always be the reluctant girlfriend, but so turned on you can’t stand it, conflicted about cheating on me,” I told her quietly with a grin. “I want to watch them push you on to your knees, ordering you to suck their cocks. You can resist them at first, but then you give in, moaning in lust as you finally let their cocks sink into your mouth.”

	
 

	Katie moaned, and no longer able to hold back I slid my finger completely inside her as she began undulating her hips, riding my finger and urging me on.

	
 

	“I want to watch them get so excited from you sucking them off, they throw you to the ground and fuck you, while you are unable to resist, their hard cocks sinking into you over and over,” I moaned.

	
 

	Katie whimpered as I pulled my finger out of her, but stopped as I got to my knees and grasped the sides of her panties. Without another word she lifted her hips, letting me take them off as she spread her legs wide open, holding out her arms for me.

	
 

	I was inside her before our arms entwined, thrusting my hips as my cock slid easily in and out of her wet orifice. Katie moaned uncontrollably as my cock moved inside her, wrapping her legs around me and meeting each thrust with her own, giving as much as taking.

	
 

	“I want to watch Chaz fuck you with his big cock,” I hissed, pumping faster within her. “I want to watch as your pussy is stretched wide open and you beg for more,” I told her.

	
 

	Katie moaned in response as her head fell further against the pillow, her lower back arching upwards to allow me to penetrate her even deeper.

	
 

	“Then I want to watch Mike stick his entire foot of cock in you, your pussy taking it inch by inch like a sword swallower as he begins fucking you, slamming his cock into your womb over and over,” I said.

	
 

	Katie cried out, and I could feel her pussy clenching repeatedly around my cock as she came. In my head I imagined her cumming while being fucked by another man—it did not matter if it was Chaz, Mike, or some stranger. The imagery in my head was too much, and my cock exploded, the orgasm travelling through my balls, my cock, my ass, and up through my body, as my ass cheeks clenched and I slammed my cock further into my girlfriend.

	
 

	Wave after wave of cum travelled down my cock and into Katie’s pussy, and I could not have stopped the intense orgasm if I tried. It felt as if I was taking a leak inside her as I came over and over.

	
 

	All I could think about was it not being my cock, but somebody else’s cock inside her, filling her up with their illicit cum—Chaz, Mike, or somebody else, it did not matter.

	
 

	Eventually we quieted down as I slid off to the side of her, my cock deflated, but not completely flaccid, the thought of Katie still on my brain.

	
 

	“Wow, where have you been hiding that load,” Katie said as she laid there. “I’ve sprung another leak!” she laughed.

	
 

	Looking between her legs, my eyes widened as I saw a steady stream of cum leaking out of her pussy, increasing the already large wet spot on the bed.

	
 

	Katie got up to pee and clean up, while I put on some clothes. Giving her some privacy, I went to the bedroom door to head to the kitchen and make coffee, knowing the guys would need it after their night’s excursion.

	
 

	I was startled when I opened the door into the hallway. There, as if they had been there all along, were about a dozen boxes with green tape on them labeled “Katie’s clothes – dresses,” “Katie’s clothes – underwear,” and the like.

	
 

	“Is something wrong?” I heard Katie say behind me. Moving aside to reveal the hidden treasures, I heard her exclaim, “My clothes!”

	
 

	I wondered if returning her clothes had been a peace offering by the guys, possibly feeling guilty after tearing off my girlfriend’s shirt last night. I knew neither of them would confess to hiding the boxes in the first place, and I seriously doubted they felt ‘sorry’ for her, but Katie was happy, and that’s what really mattered. If the boxes were an offering of sorts, they definitely had the desired effect as she did not say anything about the previous night. 

	
 

	The biggest question in my mind was where they had kept the boxes, as we had looked all over the house.

	
 

	But I knew we would not find the answer to that any time soon, and Katie was too excited to have her clothes back to care where they had been, immediately grabbing the first box and beginning to unpack it. While she did that, I moved the rest of the boxes into the bedroom for her, then watched for a few minutes as she unpacked—still wearing nothing but her panties she had put back on from the night before.

	
 

	Leaving my hot—and almost-naked—girlfriend to her own devices, I headed to the kitchen for some coffee, knowing she would be too busy to even notice my absence.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were already awake, sitting at the kitchen table and drinking coffee. 

	
 

	I was surprised to see them both awake so early after being so drunk last night. After five or six years, my drinking capacity had drastically diminished. Back in school I could match both of the guys drink for drink, but now I got tipsy after only two beers, and by three I was usually looking to go to bed. Katie could hold her liquor much better than I, jokingly saying I was a ‘cheap date’ for her.

	
 

	I thanked them as I poured two cups of coffee from the pot they had already made, and Chaz asked what I was thanking them for, him and Mike looking at each other curiously.

	
 

	I knew immediately they were wondering what Katie had said about their invasion of her privacy last night, but I did not want them to know what I knew, so answered, “For Katie’s clothes,” I told them. “She’s like a kid in the candy store right now unpacking,” I laughed. “She so excited, she didn’t even bother getting dressed,” I added.

	
 

	Chaz looked me with his brows furrowed, saying, “Dude, I have no idea what you’re talking about. After getting back last night, we went straight to bed,” he laughed, as Mike nodded next to him.

	
 

	“Yeah, whatever,” I said to them. I knew neither one of them would admit hiding her clothes, so let it be.

	
 

	Adding some dry creamer to one of the cups for Katie, Chaz caught my attention.

	
 

	“So Bobby Boy, have you called work yet? Are we hitting the beach?” he asked.

	
 

	“Well, we’re hitting the beach with or without him,” Mike laughed. “There’s no chance in Hell I’m going to miss out seeing Katie in a bathing suit!” he said with obvious excitement.

	
 

	“Hey, hey,” I told them with mock disapproval. “That’s my girlfriend you’re ogling on about,” I told him with a smile.

	
 

	I was surprised Mike was so talkative—as well as being so forward about wanting to see Katie in a bathing suit with me standing right there. Normally, even when we went out and got drunk, Mike rarely talked about his crush on Katie. It had been one particularly drunken spree when he had first confessed his interest in her to me. For Mike to offer any opinion on what to do was unusual—as I have mentioned, he was more of a follower, normally opting for whatever was decided. 

	
 

	“Let me call work,” I said, setting Katie’s coffee on the counter and picking up the phone.

	
 

	We had activated the internet the week before, as well as the cable and everything else in anticipation of the move—including a fancy home surveillance system which we knew we would never use, but had come with the house. Neither Katie nor I had wanted to be without internet or television our first day at our new house, so we had arranged for everything to be installed and set up prior to us moving in—the workers picking up the key from the realtor.

	
 

	As the phone rang on the other end at work, Mike came over and whispered, “I’ll take Katie her coffee.”

	
 

	Before I could say anything, the other end answered, my boss’ voice coming over the phone.

	
 

	“Hey Mr. Allen, this is Bob, Bob Taylor,” I said, watching Mike walk out of the kitchen, my mind focused upon the phone.

	
 

	“Ah Robert! Good to hear from you, I hope nothing is amiss with the move?” he asked.

	
 

	I smiled. Mr. Allen always insisted on calling everybody by their proper name. I remember how flustered he had been when I had introduced him to Katie and he had called her Katheryn, taken aback as she explained ‘Katie’ was her full name.

	
 

	“No, no, everything is fine,” I told him. “I was just checking in to see if you needed me at all,” I said over the phone, looking directly at Chaz.

	
 

	When our eyes met, the memory of him groping Katie’s chest the night before popped into my head. I still could not believe how brash he had been, considering I was right there in the room, even though he thought I was sleeping. Then I thought of Mike feeling her up as well, my pants quickly becoming increasingly tighter.

	
 

	If they had been so forward with me in the room ‘sleeping,’ I thought, what would they do if they were alone with Katie on the beach?

	
 

	My boss’ voice coming over the phone broke my trance.

	
 

	“Why no, why would you think that?” he asked. “I told you I had taken you off the schedule all week,” my boss told me.

	
 

	Unbeknownst to Katie, I had taken the week off to surprise her and help with unpacking the house. 

	
 

	I never imagined in a million years wanting to instead pretend to go to work and watch my friends hit on my girlfriend! But I needed to go through the motions as Chaz watched me.

	
 

	“Yes, I was checking,” I told my boss, “Thanks,” I said.

	
 

	Hearing the line go dead on the other end, I kept the phone to my ear, saying, “Sure, I’ll wait,” I said. Looking over at my ‘friend,’ I whispered, “He’s checking the schedule,” I told him.

	
 

	I could not help but notice how intently Chaz was watching me, wondering what his reaction would be once I ‘found out I had to work’ and was unable to go to the beach.

	
 

	Waiting an appropriate amount of time, my mind began to drift and I wondered where Mike was, remembering him taking Katie her coffee.

	
 

	I then remembered when I had left her unpacking, Katie had been wearing nothing but her panties!

	
 

	Not wanting to seem in a rush, but anxious to get off the phone and get to the bedroom, I said over the phone, “Really? Well, OK,” I said, purposely sounding disappointed. “I’ll be there in about an hour or so,” I said.

	
 

	Chaz’s face broke in to a large grin, and my cock hardened, wondering what he had planned for Katie in my absence. But then my thoughts returned back to Mike as I said a hurried ‘Goodbye’ on the phone and hung up.

	
 

	“It’s a shame you have to work,” Chaz was saying, but I was already heading to the back of the house towards the bedroom, wondering what I would find.

	
 

	I did not have to wait long, unprepared for what I saw.

	
 

	Katie was alone, still topless and wearing nothing but her panties, and I had no idea where Mike was, but Katie took all my attention. She was standing in the middle of the room surrounded by half-unpacked boxes, clothes strewn about, most of the dresser drawers opened with various amounts of clothing in them. Although she was turned partially away from me, I could tell she was distraught. She had her arms wrapped around her waist causing her bared breasts to raise upwards, propped on her arms, but she seemed unaware of her surroundings, staring into space. She did not even acknowledge my presence in the room.

	
 

	“Honey?” I asked, getting her attention.

	
 

	As she turned towards me, my eyes widened in surprise.

	
 

	Katie’s breasts were reddened and engorged, long stippled reddened marks across them. Her nipples were also flushed a deep crimson, the buds hard and rigid.

	
 

	It took a several moments staring at her before I realized the marks on her breasts were finger marks—and obviously not her own! 

	
 

	Looking up at her face, I saw her lips were also reddened and puffy, and then realized her hair was more disheveled than before.

	
 

	It did not take a rocket scientist to figure out Mike had been here, undoubtedly feeling her up, possibly even making out with her!

	
 

	I heard the bathroom door open in the hallway, realizing Mike was making his escape to the kitchen, but all my attention was on Katie.

	
 

	Turning towards me, I saw Katie’s left breast glistening in the light, realizing with excitement it was wet, no doubt covered with Mike’s saliva!

	
 

	Katie lunged at me, catching me off-guard as she began kissing me deeply, her tongue invading my mouth. She let out a low moan, and without thinking I reached down, my fingers slipping beneath her panties and moving between her legs.

	
 

	My eyes opened in surprise as Katie moaned. 

	
 

	She was soaking wet!

	
 

	My fingers immediately sank into her pussy, her juices practically flooding my hand as Katie’s tongue danced in my mouth.

	
 

	Katie’s tongue had an unusual ‘musky’ taste to it, groaning as I imagined tasting Mike’s saliva still in my girlfriend’s mouth. The very thought of Katie having just kissed another man sent me over the edge.

	
 

	I pushed Katie back, turning her around and guiding her towards the bed.

	
 

	Katie needed no further urging as she climbed on to the bed on her hands and knees, her ass pointed straight towards me. Not wanting to waste time taking of her panties, I simply pulled them aside as I pulled down my shorts with my other hand.

	
 

	From behind her, I saw Katie’s snatch, swollen and red from my fingering her and her obvious desire as I plunged my cock into her slit.

	
 

	Katie let out an eager, “Yes!” as I buried my cock into her, her pussy so wet I met no resistance, slamming my cock all the way to my balls. Grabbing her hips, I began furiously fucking her, neither of us concerned with our surroundings, our only interest being to fuck each other, the ‘slap-slap-slap-slap-slap’ of our bodies echoing within the bedroom.

	
 

	Like last night, this was not making love; there was no tender moment. This was an all-out, no holds barred fucking session, and I fucked Katie so furiously, I barely registered whether my cock was pulling out or slamming back into her, it feeling as if it were a single sensation.

	
 

	Katie began cumming, her moans drawn out in a single continuous groan as her body continued to slam back into my pelvis. I too was close, and it took only ten more pumps—which was barely four seconds due to me pumping into her so fast—before I came, my cock emptying the contents of my balls for the second time that morning into Katie’s pussy.

	
 

	Reaching down, I pulled Katie to her knees, my hands immediately wrapping around her and grabbing her breasts while my hips lurched upwards, still pumping my cock into her.

	
 

	My left hand glided across a damp slimy sensation on her left breast and I groaned, my cock sending two more large pulses of cum into Katie as I smeared what I knew to be Mike’s spit across her breast.

	
 

	We were both out of breath, panting and sweating when I pulled Katie further against me, my cock falling out of her as it deflated, completely spent.

	
 

	“Oh my God, that was fucking intense!” Katie gasped, trying to catch her breath enough to speak.

	
 

	She collapsed forward on the bed, turning quickly before landing on her back, and I looked down at her and smiled. I felt an overwhelming sense of pride. This was my girlfriend, her body used, her tits reddened from what I assumed to be Mike’s groping as well as my own. 

	
 

	Looking down, I saw the crotch of Katie’s panties slowly growing a wet spot as my cum leaked out of her, soaking in to the material, and I continued to smile in pride and admiration.

	
 

	“So what was that?” I asked, grinning down at my girlfriend who had just been thoroughly and satisfyingly fucked.

	
 

	Laying down beside her—neither of us caring about Katie’s clothes beneath us—I pulled her to me, cuddling against each other.

	
 

	It was a few moments before Katie spoke.

	
 

	“Well, you know I was putting my clothes away,” she said. “I was completely absorbed in unpacking, and when I heard somebody come in, I thought it was you,” she said, snuggling closer to me. “When you did not say anything I turned around. I think I was as surprised at seeing Mike standing there as he was to discover me practically naked in front of him!” she said.

	
 

	I smiled, imagining Mike’s reaction. “I bet he became all apologetic,” I said, knowing how timid Mike was in such circumstances.

	
 

	“Actually, no,” Katie said, looking at me pointedly and I returned her look with surprise. “I swear, it was as if he was a completely different person,” she said. “Before I knew what was happening, Mike had me in his arms, his tongue invading my mouth as one of his hands squeezed my breast,” she said. “He practically tongue-raped me,” she told me, although I noted she was not upset. “I was surprised as hell, but even more surprised when I realized I was getting aroused!” Katie admitted after some hesitation.

	
 

	“Then he broke the kiss, and before I knew it, he was sucking my tit. I hate to admit it, but it felt great, and without realizing it I pulled his head tighter against me, groaning like a bitch in heat as he bit on my nipple,” Katie told me. 

	
 

	To my surprise, my cock hardened, even after furiously fucking Katie moments ago as I nodded for her to continue.

	
 

	“Then his mouth was back upon mine,” she said. “I don’t know how long we made out,” she admitted, “but at one point he grabbed my hand and moved it to his crotch,” she said, looking at me closely for my reaction.

	
 

	I again nodded for her to continue, Katie looking at me in surprise. 

	
 

	“I know you and Chaz joke about him being large, but Jesus Christ, large is an understatement,” Katie said. 

	
 

	Having lived with Mike for four years of college, there had been countless times I had seen his manhood, so I could imagine Katie’s shock.

	
 

	Realizing Katie had grown silent, I whispered for her to continue.

	
 

	“Well, I hate to admit it, but I was horny as hell. And then it felt as if somebody was possessing my body, I couldn’t help myself as I began stroking him off,” she told me. “Holy crap, that was a workout,” she grinned. “I kept jacking him off until he came in his pants,” she said. “Truth be told, I was actually glad,” she admitted, looking at me. “I was so hot, I probably would have let him fuck me,” she confessed with concern on her face. 

	
 

	“He had gone into the bathroom to clean up when you came in, and thank God,” she said. “I needed to be fucked,” she said, kissing me.

	
 

	The thought of my girlfriend making out and jacking off my buddy had me hard again, and before she could say anything else I rolled her on her back and on top of her, spreading her legs with my own as my cock once again sank into her pussy.

	
 

	“Oh my God!” Katie exclaimed. “You’re hard again?” she gasped as I began slowly fucking her.

	
 

	This time we made love, not the fast and furious fuck of a few moments before. I took my time, showing Katie not with words, but by action how much I loved her, how much I did not care about what Mike had done, or even what had happened since the move started. Having already orgasmed twice that morning, I took my time knowing I would not be cumming any time soon, giving my girlfriend the proper loving she deserved, and Katie had three rounds of orgasms before I quietly finished inside her, our bodies entwined in an intimate embrace.

	
 

	“I love you,” she whispered afterwards, our sweat mingling as my cock slowly deflated inside her.

	
 

	“I love you too,” I replied. “I just wish I could have seen you and Mike,” I admitted shamefully.

	
 

	Katie smiled, jokingly calling me a pervert.

	
 

	Then she got a calculating look on her face.

	
 

	Asking her what she was thinking, Katie surprised me when she said, “You know, we have those security cameras we said we would never use,” she said, nodding towards the corner of the room at the ceiling.

	
 

	“Yeah, and remember, we turned them off,” I reminded her.

	
 

	Then Katie said something which shocked me.

	
 

	“Well, maybe you want to turn them on,” she told me with an evil grin. “Who knows what can happen while you are ‘at work,’” she said in a teasing voice, lifting her arms up and making quotation motions.

	
 

	I stared down at her in astonishment—and awe.

	
 

	“Are you serious?” I asked, surprised Katie had suggested the idea first. “I mean, you said you were only sticking to second base,” I reminded her with a grin. “Are you going to make a run for third—or even home?” I asked eagerly, staring down at her.

	
 

	Katie looked at me closely before speaking. 

	
 

	“I’ll admit I had my doubts you would want this,” she finally said. “But after your reaction just now, not to mention how hot I got while Mike was feeling me up…” she said, her voice trailing off. 

	
 

	I let her have her moment of thought, not wanting to push the issue.

	
 

	After a few moments she said, “I’ll entertain the thought,” she said, my cock twitching inside her. “Now hold on,” she said, putting her hands against my chest as if trying to physically push my thoughts away. “I said I’ll think about it. I am not planning on doing anything,” she told me, “but we will see,” she said. “I have to admit I now have a morbid curiosity to see Mike without his pants,” she admitted with a grin. “I can’t believe what I felt was all him,” she confessed. “I’m just afraid once that thing is unleashed, there will be no taming it,” she laughed.

	
 

	We laid there a few more minutes, neither of us intruding on each other’s thoughts as both our minds raced.

	
 

	Were we really going to do this, I thought? Granted Katie said she was not planning on doing anything further with the guys, but she had not planned on making out with Mike either—or jacking him off! And her suggestion on activating the security cameras was unbelievable.

	
 

	I told her I needed to ‘get ready for work,’ confessing on having the entire week off. Katie smiled, calling me her little pervert as she told me she would text me what beach they would be going to so I could follow.

	
 

	“You can even call me and I’ll leave the phone on,” she told me, surprising me with how much she had thought this through. “That way you can hear what the guys say,” she grinned, enjoying the idea of our ‘game’ and secret.

	
 

	Then we got up and got ready, Katie picking out a black string bikini to wear to the beach. It was not one I remembered seeing on her before, and she admitted she had not worn it yet, thinking it too ‘skimpy’ to be in public.

	
 

	I grinned evilly. If Katie thought something was ‘too skimpy,’ I definitely wanted to see her wear it!

	
 

	My mind was travelling a thousand miles a second as I imagined the guys ‘accidentally’ untying her suit, and as I shared my thoughts with Katie, she laughed, saying she would only tie them once, making it a possibility. 

	
 

	Seeing my wholehearted excitement, she simply shook her head.

	
 

	Once I was dressed ‘for work’—having put my bathing suit and beach stuff in my backpack to take with me—I headed to the kitchen where Chaz and Mike were sitting.

	
 

	“Everything alright back there?” Chaz asked with a knowing smirk. “It sounded like a porn movie was being made from out here,” he said with a laugh.

	
 

	“Sorry,” I apologized with a grin. “Had to say goodbye to the little woman,” I said. “She was unusually randy this morning,” I laughed.

	
 

	Mike perked up, asking, “Oh? So Katie had an itch to scratch?” 

	
 

	This new-found forwardness of Mike’s was going to take some getting used to, I thought; however, I ignored his comment, telling the two of them to ‘behave’ with Katie at the beach, telling them to enjoy themselves.

	
 

	As I walked out the door I could not help but smile as I heard both of them yelled out in chorus, “Oh, we will!”

	
 

	Getting in my car, I drove down the block and parked on the street within sight of the house. I knew when Katie and the guys left for the beach, they would head in the opposite direction, so there was little chance of them seeing see me. I also figured, based upon the past couple of days, the guys’ attentions will be on my girlfriend more than cars parked in the neighborhood.

	
 

	Once settled in, I pulled out my tablet. I had originally thought to connect to the home security system with my phone; however, I was too excited to see what might happen in the house and wanted a bigger screen. After it booted up, I opened the security application and logged in for the second time since buying the house.

	
 

	Katie and I had joked about the home security system when we had looked at the house, the realtor explaining it had been installed by the previous owners. It was definitely high-tech, the inside cameras having both sound and color; however, it had not been something we were interested in, and we ridiculed the previous owners as being some kind of paranoid control freak wanting to know what his family was doing every second of the day. 

	
 

	Every main room had at least one—and in some cases, like the family room, kitchen, and master bedroom, two—cameras installed in the corners on the ceiling. When we first toured the house, the realtor had wanted to focus upon the security system, but once she discovered we were not interested, had reversed her sales pitch and went on and on about how inconspicuous and unobtrusive the cameras were, stating we would not even know they were there.

	
 

	She had been correct. I had forgotten about the system until Katie mentioned them this morning, the cameras being small and set into the corners of each room. Although we had installed the software for the system, we had only used them once, finding it handy to monitor the delivery of the furniture we had ordered.

	
 

	Katie and I had been amazed at the quality of the images, even the night vision being crystal clear. But being in our mid-twenties and feeling immortal, we saw no real need for such a system, and had not given it much thought.

	
 

	As the application came up on my tablet, I again marveled at the quality of the image, seeing Chaz and Mike sitting at the small dining set we had in the kitchen; even though the sound had reverberation, I could hear everything.

	
 

	Adjusting the camera controls, I zoomed in on the two guys and turned up the volume.

	
 

	“Yeah, yeah, I’ll admit it, you were right,” Chaz was saying. “I can’t believe she let us feel her up like that,” Chaz told Mike. “I mean, yeah, I knew she had been a stripper—and a hot one at that,” he added before continuing, “but I figured by now she had outgrown that shit and settled down with Bobby,” he said. “Fuck, I can’t believe you knew about her before I did!” he was saying. “I barely recognized her, and fuck you for not telling me about her a few months ago,” he said.

	
 

	I stared at the tablet screen in confusion and shock. Mike had known Katie was a stripper? I recalled his comment in the hallway, but it was only now the notion sank in.

	
 

	As if they could hear my thoughts or the Universe was in my favor, some of my answers became known as I listened.

	
 

	“Yeah, as soon as Bobby introduced us I recognized her,” Mike replied. “In fact, at first I thought he was playing a joke on me, that he had hired her as his ‘girlfriend,’” Mike said. “Then to realize he was actually dating her? Fuck, I’ve been wanting to tap that bitch since the first time I saw her dance,” he said.

	
 

	Mike had seen Katie dance? When?

	
 

	Once again the strange twist of the Universe seemed to play in my favor as the conversation continued.

	
 

	“Dude, I told you she was hot when I got back from my trip, and I’m still amazed you went out of your way on your trip to Cali just to see her,” Chaz said.

	
 

	I remembered the time back in college when Mike drove cross country to visit his family, but he had never said anything much about it. Was that when he saw Katie?

	
 

	“Hey, if ‘Chaz the Woman Slayer’ is impressed by a woman—and a stripper to boot—it’s something I gotta see. I just wish the bitch had agreed to fuck us then,” he laughed. “I’ve been aching to give it to that bitch for years!” he said.

	
 

	Chaz laughed as I stared at the screen in disbelief.

	
 

	Not only was I discovering Mike had known Katie was a stripper all these years, but his forwardness and crudeness were out of character as well. Mike was the shy guy, never one to speak his mind—or to ever say anything derogatory about a woman. This was a new facet to him I had never seen.

	
 

	“Fuck, I can’t believe you haven’t,” Chaz said. “Six years is a long time to not scratch that itch. You may not be the suavest of guys, but once a woman finds out about that anaconda in your pants, they all make it a personal challenge to see if they can take it all,” he laughed along with Mike.

	
 

	“True dat,” Mike laughed in agreement. “I guess I’ve softened over the years. Bobby’s a nice guy, and although he may not be one of my best of friends, he’s still a bro. He was a good drinking partner when everything else failed, and hitting on his woman might have freaked her out and I’d have lost a drinking buddy. But now? Fuck, they are over an hour away, so time to put that shit to rest,” he laughed. “And as I told you, over the years I’ve noticed her dressing more and more sluttier, so I figured her inner stripper tendencies were starting to come to the forefront,” he said, as I listened mesmerized. “Once Bobby told me their relationship was on the outs, I knew it was time to strike, and why not bring along the man who showed me to her!” he laughed.

	
 

	I watched them toast each other with their coffee cups, but my mind was distracted.

	
 

	Had Katie been dressing sexier lately? I had seen her dress hot when we went out, but I had not noticed any changes—to me she had always been hot and dressed sexy. Was it because Katie felt neglected? Was she dressing sexier to try and ‘advertising’ herself to see if she found somebody else before leaving me? Is that why she agreed to this little game between the guys?

	
 

	“Last night was the perfect test,” Mike laughed, drawing my attention to what they were saying once again. “And from her response this morning jacking me off, she’s to the point of dropping to her knees and sucking one or both of us off!” he said with a laugh. “I still can’t believe you ripped her shirt off!” Mike said.

	
 

	Chaz laughed, saying, “What can I say, I got caught in the moment—not to mention a few too many tequila shots!” he said. “She was either going to scream at us to get out or do nothing, and I was too fucked up and horny to care,” he told Mike.

	
 

	“Yeah, but dude, Bobby was sleeping right there in front of us!” Mike said. “That took balls,” he said, raising his coffee cup up again for another toast.

	
 

	Chaz laughed once more. “Yeah, but did you notice the whole time we were feeling up her tits, she was jacking Bobby off in his sleep?” he said. “Fuck, I bet that was the best wet dream that motherfucker has had in a while!” Chaz laughed.

	
 

	I had thought the guys had been too preoccupied with Katie to notice my erection, but apparently not. I was thankful of escaping the embarrassment of them knowing I was awake.

	
 

	I sat in the car feeling as if my whole world had flipped upside down. Mike sounded like more of a man-whore than Chaz. I thought back to Katie’s comment about her uneasiness around him, wondering if she had also recognized him all along. And the guys’ comments about Katie dressing more provocatively to let out her ‘inner slut’ was an eye-opener. It was all too much to absorb in one moment.

	
 

	Abruptly the guys stopped talking and my inner maelstrom of thoughts ceased as Katie walked into the kitchen.

	
 

	She looked fabulous, wearing a sexy aqua-colored crocheted cover-up which did nothing to conceal her black-bikini-clad body underneath. The cover-up was a tank-top-like dress barely covering her ass, ending in a short fringe.

	
 

	But all attention was on what she was wearing underneath—a black string bikini which left nothing to the imagination. The bikini had a typical tied halter top, serving merely to cover up what was beneath for public decency; however, it was the bottom of the suit which made us stare. From behind it looked as if she was wearing nothing, as the thong-like piece was a small triangular cloth which disappeared between her legs and never seemed to reappear, completely exposing her ass.

	
 

	Although Katie’s most amazing feature were her breasts, there was no denying her firm ass came in a close second!

	
 

	She was wearing a pair of aqua and cream colored wedges which accentuated her legs perfectly.

	
 

	She looked amazing, but with Mike’s comment fresh on my mind, she was not dressed like somebody going to the beach with a couple of guys who were practically strangers.

	
 

	“There’s our girl!” Chaz said jovially in way of greeting.

	
 

	“First of all, I’m not ‘your’ girl,” Katie said. “And second of all, we need to talk,” she said.

	
 

	This was the first time Katie had been alone with the guys, and I was curious to hear what she had to say about them hitting on her. She had agreed to let them touch and kiss her, but was adamant about going any further. I understood she was probably wanting to ‘set some ground rules’ for the guys.

	
 

	“Why whatever do we need to talk about Kitty?” Chaz said happily, as Mike grinned next to him.

	
 

	Chaz reached out and placed his hand on the back of Katie’s thigh, sliding it upwards. I watched on the screen as the fringed tassels of her cover-up parted enticingly as his hand slid further up until he was cupping my girlfriend’s ass.

	
 

	Katie stood still for a few seconds as Chaz rubbed her bare ass cheek before stepping away. She was willing to let the guys have some fun with her, but I knew she did not want to come across as too easy. 

	
 

	‘Give somebody like Chaz an inch, and he would take a mile’ was the saying we always joked about, so it stood to reason she wanted some control; however, I also knew what she wanted and what the guys were willing to agree upon were two separate things.

	
 

	“This for one thing,” Katie said, her voice breaking my reverie. Katie waved towards Chaz’ hand which had just been on her ass cheek. “And last night,” she said. “You can’t just rip clothes off a woman or fondle their body as you please. I’m Bob’s girlfriend for Christ’s sake,” she said.

	
 

	“I didn’t hear you complaining last night or this morning,” Mike said with a wide smile, getting up and moving next to Katie. “In fact, I think you enjoyed it. Hell, even Bobby got to enjoy it based on the sounds we heard coming from the bedroom after I left,” he laughed.

	
 

	Even from the camera I could see Katie’s blush.

	
 

	“That was a mistake,” Katie answered in response.

	
 

	"Yes, it was a mistake," Mike said with a grin. "Why settle on ground meat when you can have steak,” he told her. “You went with two inches of boring dick when you had close to two feet out here,” he laughed.

	
 

	“You chose,” Chaz said with a long pause, “poorly,” he finished as he and Mike laughed at his Indiana Jones Holy Grail reference.

	
 

	“What was an even bigger mistake was jacking Mike off and not me yet,” Chaz said with a grin as I saw Katie’s face once again turn crimson. “Hell, even Bobby got a hand job last night while we were feeling you up,” he laughed. 

	
 

	Seeing the surprise on Katie’s face, he added, “Oh yeah, we saw you. I wonder what Bobby would have thought if he had woken up and seen you sitting there,” he asked. “His girlfriend being felt up by two guys as she jacked him off in return—that’s one for the sex archives!” he laughed.

	
 

	“We need to stop,” Katie said quietly, barely audible over the tablet’s speakers. Even to me there was a lack of conviction in her voice.

	
 

	“Well, we could just tell Bobby how we both knew you beforehand,” Mike said, boldly placing his hand on Katie’s ass and giving it a squeeze. “I wonder what straight-laced Bobby would think knowing half the state of Texas has paid money to watch you bare your tits and ass for them,” he laughed. “Oh, and what’s the current rate for a ‘special’ lap dance from Kitty these days?” he asked, giving Katie’s ass another squeeze. “Enough to keep us quiet?” he said.

	
 

	“Please, don’t do this,” Katie said, her voice once again quiet, barely loud enough for me to hear through the camera microphone.

	
 

	Even though she had asked them to stop, I knew things were not yet out of hand—she had not yet said the ‘safe word.’

	
 

	In our discussion this morning and how Chaz and Mike were taking more and more liberties with her—even when I was around—Katie had admitted getting turned on by all the attention. I had become despondent for neglecting her for the last few years, but she had assured me she too was to blame. Earlier we had talked about her going to ‘second base’ with the guys, allowing them to fondle her; however, things had gone much further than she had planned last night. 

	
 

	The guys had now seen her topless, and although they had probably seen more watching Katie strip, that was years ago. We both knew Mike and Chaz would continue to press their luck with her.

	
 

	Katie stated her biggest thrill during all of this was my reaction, but she was only allowing the guys to go so far. Letting them have a few gropes and feels with her was having a positive effect reigniting our relationship, but she did not want to jeopardize that by going too far—give them an inch they would take a mile.

	
 

	As such, Katie suggested a ‘safe word’—something she could say to let me know she was uncomfortable with what was happening, allowing me to ‘come home early’ and stop things. Even at the beach, she stated she would have her phone on so I could listen, using the excuse of getting off work early since she had let me know where they were, I could say I was showing up to surprise her and stop anything from getting out of hand. 

	
 

	Both of us being Star Wars fans, I laughed when she said she would use the word ‘nerfherder’ if she needed help.

	
 

	Therefore, although Katie had given a timid objection to Mike touching her, she had not said her safe word, so I ignored her request for things to stop as I watched and listened over the home surveillance system.

	
 

	And I was not the only one to ignore her protest, watching Chaz get up out of his chair and stand on the other side of Katie, reaching down and grasping ahold of her other ass cheek.

	
 

	“Now Kitty,” Chaz said in a tone of voice reminding me of somebody coaxing a stray dog in to accepting a treat, “we’re not doing anything harmful or even disrespectful,” he said.

	
 

	I echoed Katie’s snort of disbelief as Chaz and Mike continued squeezing and rubbing Katie’s ass.

	
 

	“In fact,” he continued, his voice still dripping honey, “we’re doing the complete opposite,” he explained. “It’s a testament to how attractive you are that we are interested, as well as our respect in knowing you and Bob are solid enough in your relationship to allow such complements to your beauty,” he said.

	
 

	I again snorted at the bullshit he was feeding my girlfriend, although I was quick to note Katie did not echo my cynicism. I also noticed Katie continued to stand still in the kitchen and did not move away from either man caressing her ass.

	
 

	“Let’s face it, we both want the same thing,” Chaz said. “We both want you and Bobby to have a drama-free relationship—and we want that relationship to continue,” he told her. “We don’t want to make a scene, and all we’re asking in return is that you recognize that effort and show some appreciation,” he told her. 

	
 

	The hidden threat was readily apparent.

	
 

	“We’re not asking for anything you haven’t done before,” he told my girlfriend with a wide smile.

	
 

	Of course, the joke was on Chaz and Mike, I thought, as I already knew about Katie’s stripping career. That she had given a few guys hand jobs for extra money did not bother me at all. Hell, I had suggested she do more with Chaz or Mike. As such, their ‘threat’ of exposing Katie’s past had no substance—but once again I smiled, as they did not know that!

	
 

	The three on the screen remained silent for several minutes—the only movement being the two men’s hands upon each of Katie’s ass cheeks.

	
 

	Finally, Katie asked, “So what beach are we going to?”

	
 

	Chaz and Mike’s faces broke in to huge smiles at Katie’s silent acquiescence, and they simultaneously removed their hands from her. Mike grabbed Katie’s beach bag and he and Chaz waved their hands for her to proceed before them, following Katie out of the house.

	
 

	“Mike found a great review for a beach not too far from here, so we figure we’ll try that out!” Chaz said jovially as they moved out of sight of the camera and exited the house.

	
 

	Katie was already at the front door, so she missed the look Chaz and Mike exchanged after his comment, and I wondered what they had planned.

	
 

	From my parked spot up the street, I saw Katie get into the driver’s seat of her car, while Chaz got into the passenger’s side. Although Mike had seemed more talkative and shown more spunk than normal, I was glad to see things were back to normal, as he said nothing nor hesitated to take the back seat.

	
 

	Once Katie’s car left, there was no sense waiting in the car, so I drove back home. Katie would let me know which beach they were going to—I just hoped I would not miss out on anything the guys tried before I got there.

	
 

	Pouring myself a cup of coffee, I sat down at the table to gather my thoughts while waiting for Katie to call.

	
 

	What the Hell were we doing? How fucked up was it I was getting turned on by other men hitting on my girlfriend? And not simply hitting on her, but feeling her up. 

	
 

	Or that I wanted to see her do more with them.

	
 

	Yes, Katie and I had been going through a dry spell in our relationship, but did we really need to spice it up through infidelity? Was it really infidelity if we both approved?

	
 

	And how fucked up was that? I approved of my girlfriend being with another man?

	
 

	And what about Katie? Did Katie want to fool around on me, or was she simply hoping I would cave in and tell her to stop? Was this a test to see if I wanted her to go all the way with another guy? And did I really want her to? I was the one to suggest she be more ‘open’ to the guys’ advances, and after watching Chaz hit on her I was obviously turned on, but was our relationship so thin we needed to spice it up in this way?

	
 

	What would happen if things went to a new level? I was urging Katie to do more with the guys, but she had pushed back. What if she really broke down and slept with them, would our relationship change? Would I want her to do more?

	
 

	Of course, the answer to all these questions was an enigma to me. I was confident in Katie’s and my love that our relationship was solid—in fact, I was planning on asking her to marry me. But what the Hell was going on that I even suggested such a thing in the first place?

	
 

	Ever since Katie confided she had been a stripper, my thoughts had been filled with seeing her naked before the other men. The idea of my girlfriend being used and told what to do, being subjugated and used as a sexual plaything filled my head—but what was fantasy and what was something I wanted to happen?

	
 

	Thankfully the phone began ringing, taking my attention off all these thoughts. 

	
 

	Looking down at my cell phone, I saw it was Katie and anxiously answered.

	
 

	“Heya honey,” Katie’s voice came over the phone happily. “I was just checking to see how work was going,” she said.

	
 

	It took me a moment to realize she was on ‘hands free’ in the car, and that Chaz and Mike were listening, as I asked her that very question.

	
 

	“Oh yeah, we’re all here,” she said. “We’re on our way to some place called Apollo Beach,” she told me. “Mike said we should hit the southernmost part, so we had to leave early to find parking—it apparently gets busy after noon, but he said it will be worth it.”

	
 

	I heard laughter in the background, and once more wondered what the guys had planned, but obviously could not say anything with them listening. Instead, I simply said, “Well, I hope you have fun!” as I hung up the phone, immediately typing the beach name in to my GPS.

	
 

	I had to give her credit for telling me exactly where they were going, as well as eluding to me hurrying if I wanted to find parking.

	
 

	My GPS could not find the beach, but when I pulled it up on my phone, I found it and entered the coordinates, letting my phone app take me there. As she said, the beach was not far from our new house—if I could fly. Unfortunately, it was along the Cape Canaveral stretch, so I had to drive north up the highway to get on the causeway, then drive back down. 

	
 

	Getting back in the car with all my beach gear, I took my time, wanting Katie and the guys settled in before I drove up. I was not familiar with the beach, so did not know what parking would be like, but the last thing I wanted was to get there while they were still at the car.

	
 

	While driving, I wondered how Mike had discovered it. The beach had not been in my GPS, so was not a public beach. The one good thing I noted as I drove down the A1A causeway, there was little traffic; however, as per Katie’s warning, each parking area I passed was full of cars.

	
 

	While driving, I noted for a weekday, all the beaches were moderately crowded. On one hand that means I did not have to worry about being seen once I arrived and set up near Katie and the guys; however, it was also a thin beach, so I still had to be careful they did not see me. 

	
 

	But first I had to get there.

	
 

	I felt like a kid going to Disneyworld. I was eager, anxious, nervous, excited, and overflowing with anticipation. What would the guys do alone with Katie? And what would Katie let them do? I had been surprised at her allowing them feel her up, and it had undoubtedly been a turn-on for her, but would she continue to allow such advances on a public beach?

	
 

	Eventually I came to the end of the road—literally. The causeway ended in a circle-around dead-end, and on the right and left were parking areas. I started to panic, seeing Katie’s car and many others, but no parking spaces, but then, as luck would have it, I saw a car’s reverse lights kick on and start backing out.

	
 

	Thankfully the spot was on the southernmost end of the parking lot—far enough from Katie’s they would not see it if anybody went back to her car.

	
 

	It was an absurd thought, I realized. Thanking Fate for allowing me to spy on my girlfriend, who I wanted to cheat on me with my two friends. People said Fate was fickle, and this was as fickled and fucked up as one could imagine.

	
 

	Katie mentioned they were going to be south, so I walked down the wooden boardwalk to the thin beach, impressed with how nice it looked.

	
 

	I was surprised at how crowded the beach was on a weekday, particularly with it being so secluded. But it was not crowded enough for me to get too close to anybody, most of the couples and few groups of people being well separated. Fortunately, I had brought my binoculars, so could sit far away and still be able to watch Katie and the guys.

	
 

	Walking further down the beach, I noticed a large wooden sign in the distance, and as I came closer and made out the words, I stopped dead in my tracks:

	
 

	**ATTENTION**

	BEYOND THIS

	POINT

	YOU MAY

	ENCOUNTER

	NUDE

	BATHERS

	
 

	Wait. Nude beach?

	
 

	I laughed to myself. No wonder Mike was so keen on bringing Katie here. I seriously doubted they would get her to go nude in public, but then again, she had been a stripper for several years, so was used to doing exactly that.

	
 

	It was odd thinking about two Katies—the one Chaz and Mike had seen strip years ago, and the loving wonderful woman I have been dating. Imagining the old Katie naked in front of strangers was an all-consuming thought, and I picked up my pace, walking along the beach anxiously, curious to see what the day would bring.

	
 

	Although the warning of nudity had been on the sign, the gatherings of people I passed along the beach were all clothed.

	
 

	My thoughts were so preoccupied, I almost missed where Katie was sitting. She was alone, with no sign of Mike or Chaz, and not wanting to be seen when they returned I walked further down the beach, knowing the sun would be in my direction and hopefully hide my presence, and set up my beach towel and cooler about a hundred feet from where Katie was seated.

	
 

	Sitting in my beach chair, I pulled out my binoculars and watched my gorgeous girlfriend put suntan lotion on her body. She had taken off her cover, and her sexy skin glistened in the sunlight from the oil she rubbed on her legs and arms.

	
 

	Picking up my phone, I dialed her number, watching through the binoculars as she set the suntan oil down and reached for her phone in her beach bag.

	
 

	“You look stunning,” I said in way of hello.

	
 

	I watched Katie look around, asking where I was.

	
 

	“Over your right shoulder, about ten-o-clock,” I told her.

	
 

	I watched as Katie turned around and waved at her.

	
 

	“Do you have binoculars?” she asked through the phone.

	
 

	I could hear the amusement in her voice as I answered in the affirmative. “I can’t let my girlfriend get felt up by a couple of guys and not watch,” I told her with a laugh. “Speaking of which, where are the two horn-dogs who are trying to bang my girlfriend behind my back?” I asked.

	
 

	Katie snorted as she answered, “They’re in the water,” she said, nodding her head in front of her.

	
 

	Turning the binoculars towards the water, I saw Chaz and Mike standing about waist deep in the waves. They were each holding a beer and I saw Chaz laugh at something Mike said.

	
 

	“I wish I could hear what they’re saying,” I told her over the phone. “That’s the one thing I didn’t think about,” I told her, regretting I would be watching, but not hearing, what the guys told Katie.

	
 

	“I told you I would leave my phone turned on,” Katie said. “Just mute your phone and I’ll put mine on speakerphone. You should be able to hear well enough,” she said.

	
 

	I could not believe my girlfriend was offering a way for me to hear the guys hit on her!

	
 

	“I love you,” I told her over the phone, watching as Chaz and Mike walk out of the water towards Katie.

	
 

	Saying a quick “I love you too,” I watched through the binoculars as Katie took her phone and placed it beneath a piece of clothing, the rustle of the cloth loud over my phone as I put in my head buds and muted my phone, wanting to drown out everything except what was being said around Katie.

	
 

	The ocean was a constant hiss; however, I was able to hear everything in Katie’s immediate vicinity.

	
 

	“So Kitty, are you going to be anti-social this whole trip?” Chaz asked as he and Mike stood in front of her.

	
 

	“If you’re going to continue blocking my sun the entire time, possibly,” I heard my girlfriend answer.

	
 

	I smiled as Chaz and Mike each stepped to the side, the sun once more hitting Katie’s skin, causing it to sparkle even from where I was sitting from the oil she had put on.

	
 

	I noticed she no longer seemed to be concerned with Chaz for using her former stripper name. Apparently she had decided it was not a battle worth fighting, letting him have this small victory.

	
 

	“Thank you,” she said to both of them. “Just because I don’t want to get wet right now doesn’t mean I’m anti-social,” she answered, her words coming clearly through the phone. “I want to catch a few rays first,” she said. “I’ll get in the water when I need to cool off,” she said.

	
 

	“Ah, so you’re going to get all heated up and then get wet,” Mike said suggestively, as he and Chaz laughed at his weak innuendo.

	
 

	Katie ignored the comment.

	
 

	Once more I was surprised at Mike’s forwardness. Even though he had known Katie for a couple of years now and had always been shy around her, Chaz’ influence seemed to bring out a boldness in him I never knew existed.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike sat on each side of Katie as she turned over and laid down on her stomach on the blanket, the sun hitting her legs and back as she pulled out a book to read, ignoring both men as they stared at her exposed flesh hungrily.

	
 

	Seeing my girlfriend in a bikini was always a delight; however, seeing her flanked by my two horny friends as they ogled her body was more of a turn-on than I could have imagined, feeling my suit become tighter as my cock hardened. I was thankful I was alone, my erection clearly evident through my bathing suit.

	
 

	I had positioned myself perfectly, being able to see all three of them, my view being slightly angled and able to see Katie’s entire body.

	
 

	Movement caught my attention, and looking through the binoculars, I watched as Mike lifted Katie’s suntan oil over her left leg and began to dribble a line of oil from her heel all the way to her exposed ass.

	
 

	“Uh, what are you doing?” Katie asked. I noted she did not look behind her, instead staying where she was with her book in front of her.

	
 

	“Since you’re doing your back first and there’s all those ‘hard-to-reach’ places,” I heard Mike tell her, “It’s only fair we make sure your well lubed…err, I mean oiled up,” he chuckled.

	
 

	I was pleased at how good the speaker phone worked on Katie’s phone, Mike’s words coming through clearly.

	
 

	I watched as Mike handed the bottle of oil to Chaz, who proceeded to copy Mike’s trail on Katie’s right leg.

	
 

	Katie still had not moved, although I saw her glance up from her book and look towards me as both men reached out and began smearing the oil up and down her legs—Mike taking Katie’s left leg, and Chaz doing her right.

	
 

	My erection pulsed as both men blatantly began caressing my girlfriend in public. Chaz began by massaging Katie’s calves, turning his body so he could use both hands to knead her calves with his hands, the flesh of her lower legs bulging as he squeezed.

	
 

	Katie uttered a half moan-half whimper as the men touched her, obviously enjoying at least one of the men’s touch.

	
 

	Mike began by placing his hand upon Katie’s heel, then running it completely up her leg, following the trail of oil he had dribbled on her. Reaching his goal, he began fondling her ass, squeezing her butt cheek roughly, her flesh bulging and contorting as his fingers squeezed her. 

	
 

	“Uh, do you mind?” I heard Katie say, although she still did not turn around to acknowledge either man’s hands upon her body.

	
 

	“Actually, since you asked, no, I don’t,” Mike told her with a laugh. “We don’t want any unsightly tan lines on such a perfect ass,” he told Katie boldly.

	
 

	I watched as Mike gave Katie’s left ass cheek a particularly large squeeze, watching as her flesh bulged obscenely between his fingers.

	
 

	Katie still had not moved, and I swore I heard another moan over the phone as Mike kneaded Katie’s ass and thigh and Chaz continued working her calf.

	
 

	Chaz bent Katie’s leg upwards, taking her foot and squeezing it roughly, his fingers running up the bottom of her foot, his thumbs digging into her arch. In response, Katie moaned, loud and obviously heard by the men as they both chuckled.

	
 

	I barely breathed. I had never felt so exhilarated or aroused as I watched both men fondled my girlfriend in public on the beach. 

	
 

	Eventually Chaz worked his way up to Katie’s thigh, slowly working his way up to her ass. Then, just as Mike had done, he too began kneading and squeezing my girlfriend’s ass check and upper thigh.

	
 

	Watching the men fondle my girlfriend, I was rock hard, wanting to whip out my cock and jack off right then and there.

	
 

	Mike was working on Katie’s lower leg now, and my eyes widened as Chaz reached across and grasped both of Katie’s ass cheeks, giving them a firm squeeze, shifting her ass-flesh obscenely towards her back.

	
 

	Katie let out another moan, the loudest one of all, and I clearly heard both men chuckle over the headphones as Chaz continued to squeeze and fondle Katie’s entire ass.

	
 

	Katie moaned again. I realized I was stroking my cock with one hand while holding the binoculars with my other hand, unable to resist as the erotic sight unfolded on the beach.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike switched places, Mike now taking Katie’s glistening ass cheeks into his rough hands while Chaz moved down to begin massaging first Katie’s right foot, and then her left. Katie made several more moans, and I was uncertain as to whether they were due to Chaz’s massaging of her feet, Mike’s blatant groping of her ass, or both.

	
 

	How long the guys fondled my girlfriend up I do not know. I lost all track of time, mesmerized at the blatantly sexual scene unfolding through my binoculars.

	
 

	And through it all, Katie laid there, like a lamb given up to slaughter, and I had never been more proud or loved her more than that moment! She did give up the pretense of reading her book, her head fallen forward as she laid completely on her stomach.

	
 

	Over the speakerphones I listened to her breathing heavily, the sounds like a synchronous wind blowing back and forth—but there was no breeze on the beach. It was as if Nature herself was holding her breath, just as I was, as the two men fondled my sexy girlfriend in public.

	
 

	Then Chaz lowered Katie’s legs, and I watched enthralled as he boldly reached to her back and yanked on the strings of her bikini top, the knot immediately untying and the two halves falling to her sides.

	
 

	“Can’t have tan lines, you know,” Chaz said with a chuckle.

	
 

	Katie’s hair was tied up in a tight bun so she could tan her neck, so it was no surprise when Chaz reached up and untied the strings around her neck as well, the two pieces of fabric following their brethren as they fell to the sides of her neck.

	
 

	My girlfriend was now topless, although concealed while lying on her stomach. Meanwhile my two ‘friends,’ openly fondled and caressed her body in public. It was surreal.

	
 

	And even more surprising, Katie said nothing!

	
 

	OK, I take that back. Nothing implies silence, and Katie was anything but silent at this point, her moans and groans of pleasure—intermixed with sighs of contentment—heard clearly over the phone.

	
 

	Chaz then poured oil upon Katie’s back and began massaging higher—Katie’s moans becoming louder as he squeezed her shoulders, then her back, digging his knuckles into her back.

	
 

	Meanwhile Mike continued working up and down Katie’s legs and ass, squeezing and kneading her flesh like a baker preparing bread.

	
 

	It was then I noticed Katie’s legs were splayed open, at least thirty-degrees if not more. It took me a moment to recognize that each time Mike moved his hands down the insides of Katie’s legs, he was gradually pulling them apart. His movements had been so subtle, not only had I not noticed what he was doing, but neither had Katie, whose legs were now shamelessly spread apart.

	
 

	Mike moved and knelt between Katie’s spread legs, and as if by some silent communication, Chaz moved away from Katie’s back as Mike leaned forward, grasping her shoulders in his hands as he now began massaging her back.

	
 

	Katie moaned once more, and I stared in amazement through the binoculars as Mike leaned over Katie, pressing his crotch directly upon her ass!

	
 

	Both men had obvious hard-ons, their bathing suits tenting even more than my own—there was little doubt in my mind Kate could feel a foot of hard cock pressed against her! 

	
 

	And yet Katie remained unmoving, even though Mike was practically laying on top of her, she continued to lie and pretend to read her magazine as if still under the pretense of getting a massage.

	
 

	Chaz was sitting next to them with a broad smile

	
 

	Then it happened. All pretense of giving a massage to Katie was gone as Mike nonchalantly slid his hands around Katie’s sides to her front.

	
 

	Katie let out a gasp, followed by a low guttural moan as Mike began feeling up her breasts.

	
 

	More astonishing was seeing Katie prop herself up to her elbows, her breasts dangling as she gave the man further access to her chest.

	
 

	I heard both Mike and Chaz chuckle at Katie’s actions, while in the background I continued to hear my girlfriend moaning as her body was flagrantly fondled.

	
 

	Mike caressed Katie’s tits for several more minutes before leaning back and moving away from her—only to be replaced by Chaz, who assumed the same position. Kneeling between Katie’s spread legs, I watched as he too reached around Katie’s sides and grasped her breasts.

	
 

	Katie let out another gasp and moan as Chaz began fondling her breasts just as Mike had. 

	
 

	Unfortunately, from my angle I could not see much of what was going on, as Katie’s propped arms blocked the view of Chaz’s groping; however, I had no doubts as to what was happening. Chaz’ arms flexed and loosened over and over in accompaniment to Katie’s moans. I was certain he was giving Katie’s tits thorough attention.

	
 

	Katie let out a startled gasp, and I smiled, guessing Chaz had pinched one or both of Katie’s nipples. Then another moan escaped her lips and I imagined his hands continuing to slide across her breasts. 

	
 

	I could only imagine the sensations Katie was experiencing, the guys’ oily hands gliding silkily across her skin—and the fact they were doing this in public made it even more taboo.

	
 

	I lost track of time, my erection a continuous throb within my shorts, each beat of my heart seeming to originate from my cock. Eventually Chaz moved his body back, pulling his hands away. 

	
 

	Freed from her indecent embrace, Katie shifted, providing me an unobstructed view of her breasts hanging below her, her top completely removed.

	
 

	Curious as to what the guys would do next, I did not have to wait long as Chaz reached down and grasped Katie’s ass cheeks firmly.

	
 

	Katie’s body jerked as if startled, a plaintive and whiny gasp escaping her mouth, “Oooh, noooo!” 

	
 

	I realized when Chaz had grabbed her ass, his thumbs had snaked between Katie’s legs—and based upon her reaction, he was sliding them against her crotch.

	
 

	His next statement confirmed my theory, saying, “Looks like Kitty lied,” he said to Mike as he held up one of his hands. “She has gotten wet,” he grinned.

	
 

	Mike laughed as Chaz then stood up and moved away, leaving Katie lying on the blanket panting, legs splayed open, and attempting to catch her breath. 

	
 

	In a flash Mike reached down, and like a magician removing a tablecloth and leaving the dishes intact, pulled Katie’s top out from beneath her.

	
 

	“I don’t think you’re going to be needing this any longer,” he told her with a wolfish smile.

	
 

	Katie propped herself up and looked at him, saying, “I am not going to walk around topless in public. I don’t need to be arrested for public indecency and have to explain to Bob why I was topless.”

	
 

	Both Chaz and Mike burst out laughing, causing Katie to look at them confused as Chaz said, “Don’t worry honey, that’s already taken care of,” he said. Seeing Katie’s continued bewilderment, he explained, “If you hadn’t noticed, this is a clothing optional beach!”

	
 

	Katie’s shocked expression caused Chaz and Mike to laugh even more. It was obvious Katie had missed the signs as they had walked from the parking lot.

	
 

	I could tell the instant Katie put two-and-two together, her eyes narrowing as she understood the guys purposely had taken her to a nude beach, planning it all along.

	
 

	Mike got to his feet, still holding Katie’s bikini top. I saw I had been correct in my earlier assumptions—both men had obvious boners, their erections sticking out conspicuously from their suits. 

	
 

	“Don’t ruin that,” Katie said, nodding pointing towards the bikini top in Mike’s hand. “This is a seventy-five-dollar swimsuit,” she explained.

	
 

	Mike smiled as he and Chaz, as if by silent communication, simultaneously began walking backwards towards the water. “If you don’t want it washing away in the Atlantic, you’d better join us,” he said.

	
 

	As they entered the water, I watched Mike lift Katie’s bikini top in the air over his head, holding it with only two fingers. As Katie and I watched, he dropped it in the water. 

	
 

	Both men burst out laughing as Katie sprang to her feet, running to the water as her breasts, glistening from the suntan oil rubbed in to them, swaying freely before her. 

	
 

	As Katie splashed her way to the waist-deep area where Mike and Chaz were standing, her bikini top floating back and forth on the low waves. Then, just before a wave came to take her bikini top away, Mike snatched it out of the water and shoved it into his bathing suit’s pocket.

	
 

	Katie stood topless in front of Chaz and Mike as their bodies shifted back and forth from the ocean waves.

	
 

	I watched as Mike said something and Katie shook her head, while Chaz laughed to the side of her. Then Chaz reached out and grabbed Katie by the waist, pulling her to him.

	
 

	Even from where I sat I heard Katie’s surprised shriek as Chaz wrapped his arms around her, pressing her bare breasts against his chest. Before Katie could even react, Chaz lowered his face and began kissing her as his hand slid down her back on the way to her ass.

	
 

	Katie’s composure melted, and I watched—thanks to the zoomed view of my binoculars—as she closed her eyes and her jaw began moving, my cock becoming rock hard as I watched Chaz and my girlfriend French kiss.

	
 

	Chaz’ other hand reached up to grasp Katie’s right breast as Katie wrapped her arms around Chaz’ neck, giving in to her lust.

	
 

	Chaz released Katie and she stumbled back, looking momentarily lost before Mike did the same thing, grasping my topless girlfriend—shiny with oil and dripping water—around the waist and pulled her to him, kissing her deeply.

	
 

	Mike was much rougher as he kissed Katie. Unlike Chaz who had grabbed her tits, I saw Mike’s other hand go beneath the water between him and Katie.

	
 

	Katie’s head fell back as her back arched, her mouth wide-open as Mike continued doing whatever he was doing under the water. Was he groping her crotch? Was he fingering her? Whatever he was doing, it only lasted a second before Katie, came back to her senses and pushed him away as Chaz laughed.

	
 

	Katie stood in the ocean before the two guys, her breasts bare and glistening, looking like a lost child in a crowd while my two buddies laughed.

	
 

	Things had obviously progressed beyond Katie’s comfort zone, and although I wanted her to go even further, I was not going to see her forced in to anything. Guessing she would be putting a stop to things, I prepared to go to their blankets and interrupt what was going on. I would simply tell the guys I got off work early and Katie had texted me the directions to the beach.

	
 

	I continued looking through the binoculars expecting Katie to wave to me, but to my surprise, she had not even turned in my direction. Then Mike said something and Katie’s shoulders slumped. 

	
 

	I stared as Katie stepped closer to Mike, who wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her to him. In the blink of an eye they were kissing again—and this time Katie did not pull away, instead returning his amorous kiss. This time Mike kept his hands above water, but they were far from idle as he groped Katie’s bare breasts.

	
 

	I noticed again how much rougher Mike’s handling of Katie’s body was compared to Chaz, whose touch was more tender, kissing her as a lover. Mike had less of a gloved hands approach, taking what he wanted without regard to Katie’s desires.

	
 

	Mike and Katie broke their kiss, and I watched in carnal desire as Katie stepped up to Chaz without hesitation, wrapping her arms around his neck and giving him a deep kiss. 

	
 

	Just before their lips met, I saw Chaz give a triumphant smile as his mouth practically engulfed my girlfriend’s mouth.

	
 

	As before, Chaz’ hands were all over Katie, caressing both her ass and tits, as both of their mouths moving frantically, their tongue’s dancing between them.

	
 

	My cock was a rock as I watched the two make out, but then my view was obscured. Lowering the binoculars, I saw Mike had stepped up behind Katie, sandwiching her between the two men. Katie did not move away, surprisingly breaking off her kiss with Chaz and turning her head, meeting Mike’s face as he began kissing her from behind, his body continuing to press against her.

	
 

	Mike’s hands reached around to feel Katie’s breasts, while Chaz’s hands strayed down and beneath the water, obviously groping her ass.

	
 

	Mike and Katie kissed for quite some time, her body sandwiched between the two guys as they felt her up. After what seemed like an extremely long time, Katie and Mike broke their kiss, but then to my amazement, Katie turned back to Chaz and began kissing him.

	
 

	Her and Chaz made out for a considerable amount of time before Katie turned back to Mike and resumed kissing him!

	
 

	My cock could not have been harder as I watched the two men take turns making out with my girlfriend. Katie seemed at ease as she moved her head back and forth, kissing each man as they touched her intimately before turning back to the other man. She acted as if being passed back and forth between two men was an everyday occurrence.

	
 

	Abruptly Katie was spun around to face Mike, her back now against Chaz’s chest, as both men again pressed Katie’s body tightly between them. Like wild animals feasting on a kill, they resumed kissing her, only this time it was Chaz feeling her bare breasts and Mike groping her ass.

	
 

	I had no doubts both men were also digging their boners into Katie’s ass or crotch—depending who was in front and behind her—and I could not help but wonder what else might happen as only two thin pieces of cloth kept her from being skewered from both sides.

	
 

	Time had no meaning as I found myself stroking my cock through my bathing suit while I watched the two men make out with my girlfriend—my topless girlfriend, her breasts fully exposed and offered to the two men as her body was passed around like the day’s special.

	
 

	Abruptly the two men stepped away from Katie, and she looked back and forth between them bewildered. Her breasts were rising and falling rapidly, almost panting from her make-out session with the two guys.

	
 

	Then Mike raised up a piece of dark wet cloth in his hands.

	
 

	At first I thought he was offering her bikini top back. It would have been sufficient compensation for giving herself so freely to the two men.

	
 

	But then I saw Katie’s face look at him in shock and surprise.

	
 

	As Mike held up the dark wet material before him, I saw it to be a small, singular triangle shape. Comprehension flooded my mind as I realized Mike was now holding Katie’s bikini bottoms!

	
 

	My girlfriend was completely naked in the ocean before my two college friends!

	
 

	Holy crap, were the guys going to fuck her in the ocean? My cock was throbbing with excitement, the damn thing bouncing up and down like a fucking bobblehead at the erotic events transpiring a few hundred feet away.

	
 

	Katie said something and both men laughed, shaking their heads. It was obvious she was asking for her bikini back; however, Mike said something and Katie shook her head rapidly. Then in unison both men shrugged, and began walking back to the shore, leaving Katie standing in the ocean naked, her breasts shimmering in the sun.

	
 

	Katie called out to them. I could barely hear her voice over the waves, as Mike and Chaz laughed, continuing to walk to the shore.

	
 

	Reaching the beach blankets, the two men sat down, waving to Katie who still stood in the ocean, half submerged by water.

	
 

	Then I heard Chaz’ voice through the headphones, forgetting I had been wearing them the entire time. 

	
 

	“So how long should we let her stay out there,” he said with obvious amusement in his voice.

	
 

	“Fuck that,” Mike returned. “She’s flaunted that hot body of hers around me for years. Besides, she should be used to being naked in public,” he said. “Like I said when I planned this whole thing, we’re merely teasing out the slut that’s been dormant for a few years,” he said with a laugh.

	
 

	My mind was reeling. Mike planned this? Mike, the one who was always quiet, the reserved one when it came to being around women, the introvert. Mike was the mastermind to them seducing Katie?

	
 

	Before I could wrap my head around it, they continued talking.

	
 

	“I still can’t believe how much she is letting us get away with,” Chaz said. “I mean, it’s obvious she cares about Bobby, but goddamn, she’s letting us have our way with her,” he said. “I almost feel guilty knowing we’re going to fuck her behind his back—almost I say, because that bitch is fucking too hot not to tap!” he exclaimed with a laugh.

	
 

	“Yeah, like your pity over what a boyfriend ever stopped you,” Mike chuckled amusingly. “Didn’t you say you were currently banging some married chick?” he asked.

	
 

	“Well, yeah. And she’s hot and all, but not as hot as fucking Kitty,” Chaz replied. “Good God, I had forgotten what a fucking fox she is. And to find her here as Bobby’s better half is amazing. It’s just like college,” he laughed. “Once again I stand proud to be your wingman!” he told Mike.

	
 

	I saw Chaz and Mike ‘high five’ each other.

	
 

	Wait a minute—Chaz was Mike’s wingman? The universe seemed to turn upside down. 

	
 

	“Hey, I’ve always come through before,” Mike was saying. “You seduce them, get them horny as hell, and then I come in and we bang them together!” he laughed. “Hell, bitches are already ashamed for cheating on their better halves by the time you get them riled up, so getting tag teamed at the same time is doubly humiliating,” he laughed.

	
 

	Were Mike and Chaz really that close? Close enough to fuck the same girl at the same time?

	
 

	“I still can’t believe how loose she has gotten in only a few days. When I first met her I thought you were crazy thinking we would both score with her. I can’t wait to feel those luscious lips wrapped around my cock once more. It’s been so long, I’ve almost forgotten how good she was,” Chaz laughed.

	
 

	“Yeah, well remember the last time. She only agreed to blow us, not fuck us. This time it will be lips of another kind our cocks will be sliding between,” Mike said crudely. “I’ve been pissed at that bitch for six years for turning us down and not fucking us together. This time she’s going to be begging for both of us to be inside her—at the same fucking time!” he laughed. “Hell, it might even be today,” he chuckled evilly. “As fucking turned on as she is,” he said with a laugh.

	
 

	“Yeah, but remember, she pushed you away when you tried to finger her,” Chaz said.

	
 

	“What can I say, I jumped the gun,” Mike laughed. “But she’ll warm up to us!”

	
 

	My mind was trying to wrap around what the guys had said. They had propositioned Katie before? I could not believe how coincidental it was for the guys to have known my girlfriend when she had been a stripper—something I had only learned of this weekend. What an odd stroke of Fate it was they had now come across her dating one of their friends?

	
 

	And she had sucked them off? Katie had said she had done ‘special’ lap dances, but I had thought she had given out mostly hand jobs—and not to Chaz and Mike! Yet the way the guys talked, they had expected her to fuck them, apparently upset she had only agreed to suck them off!

	
 

	How wild had my girlfriend been before we met? I would have thought she might have mentioned sucking off somebody as long as Mike or as big as Chaz, but she had not said anything.

	
 

	My heart stopped cold in my chest. Was it because she had sucked—or fucked—so many guys as a stripper, there were too many to remember?

	
 

	I realized there was more about Katie I did not know after five years, but I could not dwell on them as the guys continued to talk.

	
 

	“Well, today, as hard as I am, I’ll settle for just a hand job,” Chaz told him.

	
 

	Both men laugh, and Mike abruptly quieted, his expression growing thoughtful.

	
 

	“Uh oh, I recognize that look,” Chaz said with a laugh. “What are you devising now?” he asked.

	
 

	Mike looked at Chaz thoughtfully. “You said it yourself, a hand job. We can tell her we’ll give her suit back if she jacks us off,” Mike said.

	
 

	Chaz laughed. “There’s no way we won’t get arrested for having her jack us off in public!” he said. “Fuck, she’s still standing out in the water hiding herself from everybody,” he said. “She isn’t going to come here.”

	
 

	“Not here. Out there,” Mike said. “Hell, she already let us feel her up. Christ, the bitch practically jumped on my hand when I fingered her,” he laughed. “If you can’t bring the slut out of the water, then go into the water with the slut,” he said with another laugh, accompanied by Chaz.

	
 

	My cock twitched as he confirmed my earlier suspicions of having fingered Katie under the water.

	
 

	“Besides,” Mike said. “If we can get her comfortable enough to give us a hand job, we’re that much closer to the final prize of going all the way with her!” Mike concluded.

	
 

	“Well, then shall we?” Chaz asked, standing up.

	
 

	Mike stood as well, both of the men’s hard-ons visible through their shorts as I watched them with my binoculars. 

	
 

	Then to my surprise, Mike took off his swim trunks, his foot-long cock sticking out grossly before him.

	
 

	“Dude! What the fuck?” Chaz said, as surprised as I was.

	
 

	“Hey, like the bitch said earlier, this is an expensive suit, I don’t want to lose it,” he laughed. “And it’s a nude beach, so why not? It’s not like you haven’t seen my naked ass before,” he laughed.

	
 

	“Yeah, but usually it’s while you’re impaling some chick with that yardstick of yours. This close to you without a girl near us, dude, it’s way too personal,” Chaz said.

	
 

	Mike laugh. “Well, get over it and come on, let’s see what the bitch does when we’re all naked,” he said. “You don’t like me being this close without a girl, let’s go get the girl,” he said with enthusiasm.

	
 

	Mike turned around and started heading to the water, and Chaz, after a moment’s hesitation, removed his swim trunks as well. I marveled at the size of both men’s cocks, even having seen them before. Whereas Mike had been granted length, his cock shaking before him like an obscene fifth appendage, Chaz was just huge. He may have been shorter than Mike, but he made up for it in overall ‘beefiness,’ and I almost wondered if he would ruin Katie if they ever seduced her enough for him to try.

	
 

	Chaz made his way to the water behind Mike as I shifted my binoculars towards Katie.

	
 

	Katie had obviously seen the two men get up and come to her, then her eyes widen and I grinned, knowing she had realized both men were as naked as she was.

	
 

	Apprehension and surprise were on her face, but she did not look away from either man’s junk as they made their way to her.

	
 

	Both men reached my naked girlfriend and said something to her with a laugh. I could only imagine it being something along the lines of them not wanting her to feel out of place and being the only one naked or some such line, as Katie said nothing.

	
 

	Both men moved closer towards her, but Katie said something, shaking her head as the men laughed. Obviously ignoring her objections, I watched as Chaz stepped in front of her while Mike moved in from behind.

	
 

	Expecting Katie to squirm away, I was amazed when she put her arms around Chaz’ neck and began kissing him as fervently as before!

	
 

	I watched as both men once more made out with my girlfriend, only this time all of them completely naked. Like before, Katie broke her ardent kiss with Chaz only to turn her head and begin making out with Mike, as both men fondled her ass and tits. The major difference was knowing both men’s bare, hard—and obscenely endowed—cocks were pressed against my girlfriend’s bare body, no longer any material separating them.

	
 

	Katie’s head fell back against Mike’s shoulder as he began kissing her neck. Then to my excitement, Chaz bent down and took Katie’s right breast into his mouth.

	
 

	I swear I could hear Katie’s moan drift across the beach as the large man suckled my girlfriend’s bare breast while Mike grasped her waist and continued kissing her neck and shoulders.

	
 

	Besides the show occurring above water, I wondered what was going on below, as Mike’s cock had to be wedge against Katie’s ass—or even more exciting, between her legs. She was leaning against him, so there were not many places a foot of dick could hide.

	
 

	Katie was spun around, facing Mike, and he wasted no time bending down and taking Katie’s left breast in his mouth, while Chaz pulled her to him. Immediately Katie turned her face and began kissing him over her shoulder while Mike suckled her.

	
 

	The men’s movements were so precise, it was easy to see this was not the first time they had shared a woman, recalling their earlier statements.

	
 

	This time Chaz’ erection was pressed against Katie’s butt beneath the waves—if not wedged in the crack of her ass. The thought of another man’s dick so close to my girlfriend’s body was almost more than I could take, and I felt my cock throbbing in excitement.

	
 

	Mike stood up and said something to Katie causing her to break her kiss with Chaz and look at him in surprise. She shook her head slowly as Mike said something again, pointing to the beach and where all their stuff was set up.

	
 

	I had been with Katie enough to know every expression on her face, and I recognized resignation when her face registered what Mike said. 

	
 

	I saw her reach forward, her hand going underwater in front of Mike.

	
 

	I could almost hear Mike’s hissed, “That’s it,” as I saw Katie’s arm begin to move back and forth.

	
 

	Holy fuck, I thought, she was jacking him off! My girlfriend was holding another man’s cock in her hand, jacking him off in the middle of the ocean!

	
 

	Without warning my cock exploded, cum shooting inside my bathing suit as my excitement reached a new pinnacle. I continued to stroke myself, my eyes glued to the binoculars as Katie jacked off my friend from college.

	
 

	Mike said something and I saw Katie’s arm speed up, causing the ocean to froth at her rapid arm movements. I could imagine it being no easy feat jacking off a foot of cock.

	
 

	Mike’s face then curled up in a scrunched expression as I saw his hips thrust forward. Katie continued moving her arm and I knew he was cumming. 

	
 

	I stared enthralled as my mind wrapped around what had just happened. My girlfriend had jacked off another guy in the ocean, his cum even now surrounding them as it mixed with the salt water.

	
 

	My hand tightened around my cock in my shorts as it began to spasm again, my orgasm seemingly endless.

	
 

	Katie’s hand slowed down and I knew from first-hand experience she was milking the last few drops of cum out of Mike’s long cock.

	
 

	Then Chaz said something and Katie turned towards him. 

	
 

	This time her face was not resigned. In fact, if I did not know better, she looked eager as she stepped behind Chaz.

	
 

	Katie then reached around Chaz’s waist, her hand once again going beneath the waves as her upper arm began to flex and unflex, knowing she was now jacking him off. I laughed at the initial look upon her face, probably barely able get her hand around the fat cock of the jock.

	
 

	Chaz leaned his head back, his eyes closed as Katie’s arm moved back and forth.

	
 

	My heart thudded in my chest as my girlfriend held a second man’s cock only seconds apart, jacking him off as they stood in the ocean naked as the day they were born!

	
 

	My cock was still hard, and I continued stroking it, the front of my bathing suit wet, warm, and sticky from my ejaculation—and I could feel my excitement building towards another release!

	
 

	Katie’s arm sped up. Although the ocean covered their lower halves, anybody watching for any length of time would have no doubts as to what was going on.

	
 

	Chaz said something and Katie’s hand moved even more rapidly as he cried out, his face scrunching in grimace as he came.

	
 

	My shorts flooded again with sperm as I came a second time, only minutes from the last! Watching my girlfriend jack off my two friends was the most exciting thing I had ever seen in my life, and my heart swelled deep in my chest at how delighted and aroused I was.

	
 

	It had happened, my girlfriend had touched another man—and she knew I was watching her from only a few hundred feet away. She had willingly jacked off another man—make that two men!

	
 

	As odd as it sounds, I had never been more proud of my girlfriend in my life. To have watched her give in and jack another man off had been incredible, and I found myself wanting her to do more. I wanted to see the men return the favor, fingering her to orgasm, or even better, fucking her wildly.

	
 

	Movement in the ocean caught my eye, I raised the binoculars up to see both men making their way back to the beach with smiles, even as Katie called back to them from where she was.

	
 

	They reached the beach blankets and I immediately heard Chaz say, “Well, that was certainly worth it,” he laughed. “And fuck, it was so easy,” he said with some surprise.

	
 

	“I told you the bitch was willing to do whatever we asked. Hell, she probably would have let us fuck her out there if we had pushed it. Dude, you have no fucking idea how close I was to thrusting into that hot cunt of hers when we were making out,” he said as I felt my cock twitch yet again.

	
 

	“Oh fuck me, I know,” Chaz said. “My cock was resting against that slut’s slit,” he said. “She pretty much straddled my cock and all it would have taken only was one thrust to have taken her,” he confessed. “Shit, the bitch was so hot she was practically humping me. I can’t believe how slick she was even in the water as she slid her snatch across the top of my cock,” he said.

	
 

	Mike laughed in agreement. “Well, it would have taken me more than a hitch of the hips to get my yardstick into her, but I know what you mean. Hell, even now I can feel her snail trail on the top of my cock,” he laughed.

	
 

	My cock was surprisingly hard again, my hand stroking my erection as I listened to the two men talk about defiling my girlfriend, rubbing their cocks against her bare slit. Jesus Christ, Katie had felt their cocks against her snatch! It was too good to be true and I wondered how close my desires were to fulfillment.

	
 

	“How long you think she’ll stay out there?” Chaz asked, “Being bathed in our cum,” he chuckled.

	
 

	Mike laughed as he nodded forward. “Look,” he said.

	
 

	Turning my attention from the two men, I saw Katie walking towards the beach in resignation. Her lower half was still submerged, but like a slow striptease, as she continued walking forward her lower body was revealed, as if she were being stripped by Nature herself.

	
 

	A sudden wave hit her from behind, and as it receded we were all awarded a view of Katie’s shaved crotch, her succulent body revealed like an unwrapped Christmas gift.

	
 

	To my delight, Katie did not bother hiding herself, leaving her body exposed to the world, her arms to her sides.

	
 

	I could not believe my girlfriend was exposing herself not only to the two men with her, but to the world. I also noted although she had been shy about losing her bikini, that was no longer the case as she made her way to the beach blankets and sat down between the two men as if nothing unusual were happening—as if she and they were not naked. 

	
 

	As if she had not only minutes earlier jacked each one of them off!

	
 

	“Glad you could join us,” Chaz said with some humor to his voice, as he and Mike leered at my naked girlfriend.

	
 

	Katie did not say a word, instead she reached around and grabbed her suntan oil, pouring some on her hands and applying it first to her legs, then her pelvis, slowly moving her hands upwards on her body.

	
 

	“We can help you with that,” Mike said with a laugh.

	
 

	“I think you two have done enough for the day,” Katie replied, smearing the oil to her breasts, then her arms, and finally her face and shoulders.

	
 

	Once completed, Katie leaned back and laid on her back, once more acting like nothing was untoward, her breasts and crotch exposed to the world as she laid out in the sun.

	
 

	Mike and Chaz smiled at each other from across Katie’s bare body, Chaz winking at Mike. Apparently deciding they had pushed their luck enough for the day, the two men turned over on their stomachs to lay out in the sun as well.

	
 

	Several people walked by, and I was pleased to note it was not only the men who gave appreciative glances at Katie’s nudity, my cock remaining engorged with blood as the trio laid in the sun.

	
 

	To my relief and disappointment, nothing else seemed to be happening, and after an hour or so later—I did not have my watch with me—Katie announced she was ready to go home.

	
 

	The guys told her they wanted to take one final dip in the water, so got up and moved into the ocean, but my eyes were glued to my girlfriend’s nakedness, watching as she reached and picked up the phone.

	
 

	“I love you,” where the first words out of my mouth.

	
 

	I heard and saw Katie laugh. “So you saw?” she asked.

	
 

	“Hell yeah,” I said. “That was the fucking hottest thing I have ever seen,” I exclaimed, seeing a smile across Katie’s face. “Shit, I came twice when you jacked them off!” I said excitedly. “I can’t believe you did that!” 

	
 

	Katie’s melodic laugh came across the phone. “Hell, I can’t believe it,” she said. “But honestly, I was so turned on, I wanted to jack them off,” she said. “And that helped curb the other things I wanted to do,” she said.

	
 

	“Oh?” I said anxiously, “And what else did you want to do?” I asked my publicly naked girlfriend teasingly.

	
 

	Katie’s voice did not hesitate. “Well for starters, as soon as we’re home and you’re in the bedroom, you are going to fuck me silly,” she said as my cock hardened.

	
 

	“Oh?” I said again. “Maybe you should curb that desire with Mike and Chaz,” I suggested teasingly over the phone. “I’m sure they’ll be happy to oblige,” I said.

	
 

	“Jesus, you still want me to do that?” she said over the phone. I watched her glance out to the ocean where the two men were swimming. “Seriously Bobby,” she said, as I realized she was using my improper name, “I need you inside me. I need you,” she pleaded.

	
 

	“I guess since you asked me so nicely,” I laughed over the phone. “But if you’re this hot with the guys teasing you, imagine what it would feel like fucking them,” I repeated.

	
 

	I accepted the fact Katie was not going any further with the guys today; however, she was not rejecting the idea as vehemently as before.

	
 

	“Jesus, I don’t even want to think of that,” she told me on the phone. “Did you see how fucking big they are? I mean, I know you told me about them, but holy crap, it’s like God used up his ‘I’ll give you length’ card so he went the opposite way and said ‘I’ll give you girth’ and those two fuckers were born. I was barely able to get my hand around Chaz—those things would stretch me out six ways from Sunday,” she said whimsically, my cock again twitching in my pants. “Anyways, be ready to give me a proper reaming when we’re home,” she said once more. 

	
 

	Seeing the two men walking back to the blankets, their cocks conspicuously large and long even flaccid, she told me, “You might want to pack up and leave now. I’m not going to let anything else happen and we’ll be leaving as soon as we can,” she said.

	
 

	Telling her I loved her yet again, I proceeded to do just as she suggested and packed up all my gear. I would have liked to have taken a dip in the ocean and wash the cum now drying in my bathing suit, but I did not want to risk the chance of the guys seeing me, so made my way to the car.

	
 

	Katie called me on the phone halfway there, obviously for the guys’ benefit as she did not place me on the speaker phone, telling me they were on their way home. “Oh?” she said without waiting for any reply from myself, “you’re home? Good, I’ll see you when we get there,” she said and hung up.

	
 

	Arriving home, I ordered Chinese delivery—from a different restaurant than the other night. Based upon Katie’s mood, I knew it may not be until later that we ate, then sat down at the table and waited for the trio to get home, my mind focusing on the day’s events.

	
 

	Technically Katie had now gone to ‘third base,’ having jacked both guys off, although nowadays many people considered that oral sex. Having seen Katie’s reluctance when Mike had touched her, I could not foresee that happening. But my mind still reeled at watching how everything else had unfolded—the guys groping Katie’s body, then making out with her, and ultimately stripping her of her bikini and having her jack them off. 

	
 

	Events had proceeded beyond my wildest dreams, and I still could not wrap my head around the notion Mike had been the one to orchestrate events. Shy, quiet, reserved Mike, who was apparently more lecherous and debase than even Chaz—and if what they said was true, the main instigator in all of Chaz’ conquests.

	
 

	I had been apprehensive about Chaz’ behavior and treatment of Katie when they had first arrived, but now wondered if Mike was the greater threat—the wolf in sheep’s clothing. He had worked his way into the hen house over the years, developing a rapport with Katie that went beyond a quick seduction. Was Mike really that sinister to have been planning Katie’s seduction all this time?

	
 

	Based upon their earlier discussion, the answer was obvious, and I could not have anticipated such deviousness from a man who had always been so quiet and reserved around me.

	
 

	Thinking about Katie making out with the guys, my cock hardened again. In my mind I imagined her baring herself before them, and even fingering herself before them.

	
 

	I sat and pondered my fantasies for some time before I heard Katie’s car pull up to the house.

	
 

	Katie was the first to enter the house, now wearing her black bikini, although she was not wearing her cover wrap. 

	
 

	Seeing me, she simply said, “Bedroom. Now!” and made her way out of the room.

	
 

	Mike and Chaz came in, giving me a wide smile as I asked them how the day went.

	
 

	“Oh, it went better than expected,” Mike laughed.

	
 

	I told them Katie wanted to talk to me, and they gave each other a knowing glance as I handed them three twenties for the Chinese food and told them I would be back in a bit.

	
 

	Both men laughed, Chaz saying, “I doubt it,” as I turned to follow my sexy and rampantly horny girlfriend to the bedroom.

	
 

	And you know something, he was right.

	
 

	Katie was standing naked when I entered bedroom, literally jumping on me as I closed the door, her slick oily body sliding against my skin as her tongue invaded my mouth.

	
 

	I kissed her back but after a few seconds she pushed me away.

	
 

	“Do you want to take a shower?” I asked, her skin still glistening from the suntan oil.

	
 

	Katie looked at me, her eyes almost glazed over as if she were high and replied, “If you’re not on that bed naked in the next five seconds, I will kill you,” she said.

	
 

	I quickly complied, and before I knew what was happening she was straddling me, my cock entering her so easily, I wondered if the guys had been successful in fucking her.

	
 

	Katie rode me mercilessly to satisfy her desire, cumming more times than I could ever remember. She was more turned on than I had ever seen her, and my cock was happy to please her, as I came three times before we collapsed from exhaustion.

	
 

	We never did get to the Chinese, Katie fucking me the rest of the night. Nor did she get her shower, our lovemaking going well in to the early morning before we both fell asleep from exhaustion. As I drifted off to sleep, I had a sneaking suspicion Katie had not been completely satisfied, even though I had cum twice more before we quit.

	
 

	


Chapter 4 – Tuesday, Third Base!

	 

	
 

	My dreams were filled with images of Katie with other men—her body naked and glistening from sweat, oil, and who knew what else as she stood before them, willing and eager. I watched as she jacked some of them off, then knelt down and sucked others. Then she was ordered to get on her hands and knees, and I watched as one after another fucked her. Katie was insatiable, screaming like a mad slut as their cum splattered her ass, her back, and her face.

	
 

	It was Katie’s cries of pleasure which woke me up—my sleep-addled mind unable to separate reality from fantasy. Had Katie just yelled? Then the memory of my dreams came back to me, and I realized it must have been in my head—I was alone in the bed.

	
 

	I heard the shower running in the background and stretched. My cock was rock hard, even after the incredible sex from last night, and I grinned as the sheets tented when I arched my hips, momentarily pretending I was as endowed as one of the other guys.

	
 

	I toyed with the thought of joining Katie in the shower; however, I held back from my impulse. If I was horny, Katie would be even more so—she had been ravenous after returning from the beach, and as hard as I tried, I had not been able to completely satiate her lust. Katie was the type of woman whose desire, once ignited, lasted well in to the next day, and my new perversion was curious what might happen between her and the guys—if she had jacked off Mike and Chaz in public being aroused, there was no telling what she would do in the privacy of our own home!

	
 

	The guys definitely had further plans with my sexy girlfriend. I had taken a break last night from our fucking to get a bite to eat, and both of them had smirked knowingly when I lied again and told them I was working today as I wolfed down leftover Chinese food.

	
 

	The guys would undoubtedly try something with her, but would Katie go further than hand jobs? I had never seen her more aroused than last night, as she practically raped me. I came almost a half dozen times, yet had not satisfied her, even though we had fucked—lovemaking was too genteel and tempered for what had occurred last night—well in to the wee hours of the morning. 

	
 

	One man could only do so much, I thought with a grin. But maybe Katie’s remaining horniness would push her over the edge of her moral compass in regards to cheating on me. Half of the equation—me giving her the ‘green light’ fool around—was already stated, it was now up to her.

	
 

	I had doubts, as even in the height of our passion last night, when I had suggested her being with the guys, Katie had adamantly stated she would not go any further than she already had—being naked before them on the beach and letting them grope her had been further than she had planned. Jacking them off had been an impulse thing and enough was enough—even though I continued to tell her I wanted it to happen.

	
 

	Putting Katie’s feelings on the matter to the side, I thought about Mike and Chaz. Would the guys actually fuck my girlfriend? At what point did lust and desire override the ‘Bro Code’ and allow a man to fuck another man’s woman? Chaz had never had such hesitancies, and if what I heard yesterday was to be believed, Mike was even worse.

	
 

	Looking at the clock, it was already eight in the morning, so needed to head to ‘work’ as soon as possible.

	
 

	So much for taking a shower and satisfying my morning boner, I thought, getting up and going into the bathroom to brush my teeth.

	
 

	The room was steamy from Katie’s hot shower, and I grinned, thinking it might be more appropriate for her to take a cold one.

	
 

	Putting some toothpaste on my toothbrush, I began to brush my teeth, asking around my toothbrush, “So what are your plans today?” 

	
 

	“Well, we may take Katie out shopping, seeing as she doesn’t have the proper clothes to show off a girl as hot as her,” Chaz’ voice came from behind the shower curtain.

	
 

	I almost choked on my toothpaste, hurriedly reaching for a towel and wrapping it around my naked waist.

	
 

	“Shit, Chaz, sorry dude, I thought Katie was in there,” I told him, spitting in to the sink. “I’ll be out in a second, I had to get ready for work,” I told him apologetically.

	
 

	“Oh, she’s here,” Chaz said jokingly, “but she can’t talk at the moment with her mouth full of cock,” he said humorously.

	
 

	“Ha, ha, ha,” I said sarcastically rinsing and spitting once again in to the sink. “If Katie hears you talking like that you won’t have to worry about it anymore, she’ll probably cut it off,” I laughed.

	
 

	Chaz began making choking noises, the sounds echoing in the bathroom as he continued to mock me.

	
 

	This was the Chaz I was used to, not the one taking direction from Mike. The Chaz I was used to was a blusterous and pompous asshole, who preferred to get under another guy’s skin by talking trash about their girlfriend.

	
 

	“That’s it Kitty, take it all, you know you can,” he said, followed by a steady stream of choking noises, “Gluncht-Glancht-Glockcht,” he repeated in a higher voice.

	
 

	I had to admit, he must have rehearsed his noises before, it sounding like a porn movie where the girl has a guy’s cock jammed into the back of her throat.

	
 

	“Very good,” I said joining in the joke. “Make sure the bitch swallows your load too—no reason to waste it down the drain,” I laughed, leaving the bathroom to get dressed as Chaz continued to mock me with additional sucking and choking noises.

	
 

	Getting dressed, I headed to the kitchen to talk to Katie and get a cup of coffee.

	
 

	Mike was sitting at the table, and I poured myself a cup of Joe and sat down with him, asking if he had seen Katie.

	
 

	“Yeah, she was here when I got up,” Mike said. “We were talking about going out tonight,” he said, looking at me. “You know, dancing, drinking, that sort of shit,” he told me with a smile. “Katie said you don’t take her out much anymore, so Chaz and I offered to treat her like a girl as hot as her should be treated,” he said with a smirk.

	
 

	I let his tease go, as his words hit too close to home. It was no secret I had been neglecting Katie. That was one of the things I was trying to fix with the move, hoping she was as resolved as I was to try and turn things around.

	
 

	Little did we know her cheating on me would be one of the biggest things to boost our relationship in years!

	
 

	We sat and chatted about nearby clubs for a few minutes, then Chaz came in—wearing nothing but a towel around his waist as he dried his hair with another towel.

	
 

	“Fuck, that was the best goddamn shower I’ve had in a long time,” he said with a laugh.

	
 

	Thinking about the renovations we had done to the house, I immediately said, “Ah, that would be the shower head,” I explained to him. “Katie did that,” I added.

	
 

	Chaz looked at me with a wide-eyed expression for a moment, then burst out laughing.

	
 

	Looking at him perplexed, he laughed for a few more moments before saying, “Yeah, that was it, the shower head,” he said. “That was the best fucking shower head I’ve ever had,” he said with another laugh.

	
 

	Glancing over at Mike, he said, “Mike, you need to experience Katie’s shower head,” he told him with a chortle.

	
 

	Mike shrugged, saying, “I’ve taken a shower here before, it was alright, but nothing to write home about,” he said.

	
 

	“No Mike,” Chaz said, looking at him intently. “You really need to try out the shower head,” he said again, this time with all seriousness.

	
 

	Like Mike, I did not think the shower head was as great as he was making it out to be. I had told Katie we needed to increase the water pressure to make it more worthwhile, although it did provide more water pressure than the previous head. It was decent, but I did not think it was as great as Chaz was making it out to be.

	
 

	“I’m fucking serious Mike,” Chaz stated. “Go try the shower head now!” he told the other man. As Mike and I looked at him questioningly, he added, “I left the fucking water on, so you don’t want to miss out on the hot water,” he said by way of explanation.

	
 

	Mike looked at Chaz with exasperation. “Fine, fine, I’ll go take a fucking shower. We need to leave soon though,” he added. Looking at me, he explained. “We promised to take Katie shopping for some new clothes to wear tonight. She said her wardrobe had been lacking lately, and needed some new club wear,” he told me, getting up and heading towards the bathroom. 

	
 

	As he left, I silently hoped there would still be enough hot water for Katie when she took her shower.

	
 

	Once again Mike’s words stuck a chord within me. This was another aspect of ignoring her, as like all women, Katie loved clothes. Idly I grinned, thinking it ironic with her having been stripper—but then I sobered. I had been so lackadaisical with our relationship I could not even remember the last time I had bought her something nice. It was distressing my two friends were treating her better than me, even though they had ulterior motives.

	
 

	Chaz sat down and took a sip of coffee from a cup sitting on the table—apparently his from earlier. “So, Katie’s shower head is fucking awesome,” he said after swallowing.

	
 

	Annoyed at the man’s fixation with plumbing, I changed the subject. 

	
 

	“So Mike says you and he offered to take Katie shopping,” I told him.

	
 

	“What?” Chaz said, momentarily taken back by my sudden change of topic. “Yeah. Katie said you two haven’t been out for a while, so we offered to take you guys out dancing as a house warming gift. We found a great club the other night—plenty of gash, although nobody as hot as Katie,” he told me with a grin. “She said she didn’t have anything worth wearing out to a club, so we offered to take her shopping,” he explained. “It’s the least we could do for you guys letting us crash here a few more days,” he said.

	
 

	“Well, you did help us move,” I told him. “If anything, we should be the ones taking you out,” I said. “I feel like our hospitality has been lacking,” I added, “what with me having to work and all.”

	
 

	Chaz laughed. “Don’t worry, your little Kitty has been more than hospitable,” Chaz said with a knowing grin. “In fact, she’s gone out of her way to please us,” he laughed.

	
 

	My mind flashed to the day before, watching the guys fondle Katie in the ocean, and then her giving them both hand jobs. I grinned back at Chaz knowingly, thankful I was sitting and him not seeing the partial boner in my pants thinking about what Katie had done with them yesterday.

	
 

	I thought about them taking her shopping, wondering if anything would happen. I thought about following them, knowing I would have to be careful to not let the guys know I was there.

	
 

	Chaz said something and I looked at him questioningly. “I’m sorry, what did you say?” I asked.

	
 

	“I said I hope you don’t mind us giving Katie more attention,” he told me. “Mike hinted you two are having a rough spot, that you’ve been neglecting her lately,” he said. “Shame on you for not treating a girl like that more properly,” he said sternly, before winking.

	
 

	“Mike talks too much,” I told him, embarrassed at having taken Katie for granted. “We’re working on it,” I added to Chaz, not wanting to be reminded about our relationship issues.

	
 

	We sat in silence for a while, until Mike came in, dressed—or undressed as the case was—similar to Chaz, wearing only a towel around his waist.

	
 

	“Holy fuck!” he said as he came in and sat down, while I tried to ignore the two practically naked men sitting on either side of me. “You were right, that was the best fucking shower head I’ve had in a long time,” Mike said with a laugh. “In fact, I’ll say ever!” he said enthusiastically.

	
 

	“It’s not that great,” I said, wondering why the two men obsessing on shower fixtures.

	
 

	Mike’s laugh interrupted my thoughts. “Dude, you may be have not gotten around much, but let me tell you, I’ve been through a lot of shower heads,” he said, “and that was the best ever!”

	
 

	I looked at him strangely, as his words were making little to no sense, but then Katie came into the room and all our earlier thoughts disappeared.

	
 

	I stared at her, briefly glancing at Chaz and Mike, who were as entranced as I was. Like them, my gorgeous girlfriend was wearing only a towel—although hers was tied high to cover her breasts, leaving her long legs bare.

	
 

	Her body was sparking with water, apparently having just gotten out of the shower, and I looked at Mike reproachfully, saying, “Tell me you didn’t use all the hot water?” I said. 

	
 

	Based on Mike just returning, I was certain Katie barely had time to get wet as I continued to stare at her—she looked incredible.

	
 

	“Your shower wasn’t too short?” I asked, still hoping the guys had not used up all the hot water. Katie did love her showers.

	
 

	“What?” she asked, her face reddening and looking flustered. “No. No, I had enough time in the shower,” she said, walking over to me quickly and giving me a kiss.

	
 

	As her tongue streaked across my lips, I tasted fresh toothpaste and mouthwash. Then she sat on my lap, adjusting her towel to prevent revealing too much to the guys sitting across from us.

	
 

	Although she did not say it, I could tell she was flustered, having a feeling she was more upset than she admitted at the guys for taking showers before her. There definitely had not been enough time between Mike’s shower and hers for the water to have heated up. But again she said nothing, although her body language spoke volumes. She probably did not want to make a scene with the guys.

	
 

	“So what have you boys been talking about?” Katie asked, changing the subject.

	
 

	"Well, the guys here were telling me how great your shower head was,” I said as my hand wrapped around my towel-clad girlfriend’s waist.

	
 

	“What!” Katie said, her body stiffening in my lap.

	
 

	Mike and Chaz burst out laughing as Katie looked around with a shocked expression.

	
 

	Being utterly confused, I told her, “You know—the shower head you installed in the bathroom?” I said in explanation. “The guys were telling me how much they enjoyed it,” I said.

	
 

	Katie’s body relaxed on my lap, although she still seemed disturbed.

	
 

	“Yeah Kitty, that was the best shower head I’ve ever felt,” Chaz said, while Mike echoed his sentiments.

	
 

	Katie quickly got off my lap and looked at me, saying, “I need to get dressed. Bobby, would you mind?” she said, indicating I should follow her as the two guys chuckled at some private joke—probably how whipped I was as I followed Katie into the bedroom.

	
 

	As soon as I shut the door to our bedroom, Katie burst in to tears. Alarmed, I quickly pulling her into my arms as she sobbed in my shoulder.

	
 

	“Hey, what’s the matter?” I asked, obviously concerned. It was unlike Katie to fall apart like this for no reason.

	
 

	“I don’t want to lose you!” she sobbed in my shoulder, the words partially muffled by my shirt.

	
 

	“Lose me?” I asked. “Why would you lose me?” I repeated as she continued sobbing on my shoulder.

	
 

	Katie looked up at me, her face in complete anguish as she said, “I did something,” she confessed. “And I know we’ve talked about it, and I said I wouldn’t, but I did. I should have never done it,” she said, tears once again streaming down her face.

	
 

	To say I was confused would be an understatement as I tried to calm her. 

	
 

	“Hey, hey,” I said, holding her face in my hands and kissing her tears. “I love you,” I told her. “There’s nothing you could do to stop that,” I said, once again kissing her. Seeing the concern on her face, I smiled, telling her, “Look, you don’t have to say anything. There’s nothing you could have done to make me upset with you,” I told her. “I love you,” I reiterated.

	
 

	Katie looked at me for a long moment, doubt and concern plainly visibly on her face as she blurted, “I just sucked Chaz and Mike off in the shower!”

	
 

	My mind went blank, too surprised to even comprehend right off the bat what she had said as Katie started talking rapidly.

	
 

	“I didn’t plan it. I got up this morning and you looked so peaceful lying in bed, and I know you wore yourself out last night,” she said, giving me a small grin before her face took on a sterner look. “So I got up and went to take a shower,” she told me.

	
 

	I remembered waking up and thinking she had been in the shower, although it had been Chaz, as I let her talk.

	
 

	“I was washing my hair. My back was turned and my eyes were closed. I heard the shower curtain move and somebody got in behind me,” she said, her words finally registering in my mind. “I honestly though it was you,” she confessed. “When he wrapped his arms around me groped my tits, I realized it was Chaz!” she told me.

	
 

	My cock hardened at the thought of Chaz and Katie in the shower together, wet and naked, as Katie continued. 

	
 

	“Then he spun me around and said, ‘You still owe me a kiss from our Call of Duty match.’ The next thing I know, his lips were upon mine and we were kissing while his hands ran all over my body,” she said, looking at me in despair. “God Bobby,” she said apologetically, “I wasn’t thinking. My body was still turned on from last night, and I couldn’t stop myself,” she told me deplorably. “I melted in his arms. I was barely thinking when he pushed my shoulders, causing me to kneel in front of him—in front of him and that massive dick of his,” Katie said, looking at me agonizingly. “The next thing I knew, I was opening my mouth as he guided that monstrosity to my face,” she said.

	
 

	My cock was now rock-hard, the image of Katie’s luscious lips wrapped around the massive girth of Chaz’ cock filling my mind.

	
 

	“That was when you came in,” she said.

	
 

	I recalled being in the bathroom and brushing my teeth. Katie had been with Chaz!

	
 

	“I couldn’t say anything,” Katie told me, still confessing and wanting to tell me the whole truth. “Chaz grabbed the back of my head and forced my head into his crotch,” she told me. “With my mouth full of his cock I couldn’t even speak,” she continued, tears once more pouring down her face. “I don’t know if I could have stopped even if he had let go,” she confessed. “I was just so goddamn horny and he felt so good in my mouth,” she told me as my pulse raced.

	
 

	Katie looked at me distressingly as she once again continued talking.

	
 

	“After he finished,” she said, pausing to look at me. “After he finished,” she repeated, “I was too shocked to do anything but sit there in the shower,” she said. 

	
 

	She looked me directly in the eye as she said, “Then Mike came in.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes drifted over my shoulder as she once more relived the moment, talking, but no longer aware of me in the room.

	
 

	“Chaz is so fucking huge, I barely was able to fit him in my mouth, but Mike…” she paused, looking at me. “I had only ever taken somebody so goddamn long in my mouth before—and I realized it had probably been him!” she confessed. “I never could get the whole thing in my mouth, and as aroused as I was, I took it as a challenge—even if the goddamn thing choked me,” she told me. 

	
 

	She paused, and I realized I was holding my breath, waiting for her to finish, my mind anxious with anticipation. I imagine it is the feeling one gets when they see their child walk for the first time, albeit a much darker version.

	
 

	“I was able to take it all,” she finally told me, a mixed sense of pride and shame on her face.

	
 

	I know my eyes grew wide. I knew how long Mike was when hard; however, before I could say anything Katie continued.

	
 

	“I couldn’t stop myself,” Katie confessed. “And Mike is apparently not a patient man,” she told me. “As soon as the head of his cock cleared the back of my throat, he grabbed my head and slammed his hips forward, literally fucking my face,” she told me, looking at me dejectedly. “It was all I could do to breath as he face-fucked me,” she whispered. “And when he came, it was a straight shot to my stomach,” she finished.

	
 

	I had been so caught up with the image of Katie’s mouth stuffed by my two friends’ cocks, I had not thought the whole scenario through until this moment. Two different men’s cum was now inside my girlfriend’s stomach! The obscene and lewd thought made my cock rock hard, and before I knew it, I ripped the towel off Katie’s body, pushing her to her knees—just as I imagined Chaz had done.

	
 

	Katie looked up at me in surprise, but my pants were already unzipped and pulled down as I moved my hard cock to her face.

	
 

	Katie did not need any more urging as she dutifully opened her mouth, taking my dick between her lips—just as I imagined her doing with Chaz and Mike. And like them, I grabbed her head and pulled her forward.

	
 

	Katie moaned. We both knew my dick was not large enough to even fill her mouth, let alone hit the back of her throat, but we were both too caught up on what she had done with the guys that neither of us cared. 

	
 

	I groaned as Katie began sucking me off with an expertise I had recently taken granted, now enjoying her sucking me more than I had in years.

	
 

	I did not last long, cumming within seconds of my dick entering Katie’s hot moist mouth, although my cock still remained hard, my mind still thinking about the other guys cumming in my girlfriend’s mouth.

	
 

	Katie was still sucking me when I pulled her to her feet in surprise, her mouth making a suction noise as my cock was yanked out. Without saying a word, I spun Katie around and pushed her on the bed on her stomach, climbing up on top her.

	
 

	And then I was inside her, my cock sliding easily into her slick wet box.

	
 

	“Oh Bobby, yes!” Katie moaned as I began fucking her, as vigorously as she had fucked me the night before.

	
 

	I barely noticed her calling me by the child version of my name as I thrusted into her, fucking her for several minutes before she let out a yell, cumming beneath me.

	
 

	The sensation of her pussy clamping down around my cock as she writhed in passion, combined with the mental images of her sucking Chaz and Mike’s cocks, was too much, and I immediately released within her, both of our orgasms melding with each other as I collapsed on top of her, my balls continuing to empty inside her pussy.

	
 

	“I want to feel my cum mixing inside your pussy with another man’s,” I moaned in her ear, “just as it’s doing right now in your stomach.”

	
 

	Katie gasped at the vulgar speech, and I thrusted into her once more as another spasm of cum shot down my shaft and into her, emphasizing my words with my cock.

	
 

	“You’re the only one I want inside me,” Katie whimpered beneath me, her face partially obscured by the covers of the bed.

	
 

	But I smiled at her words. She may not have done so intentionally, but Katie had not said no.

	
 

	Every time I had mentioned her being with the guys, Katie had adamantly stated she would not go that far, stating I did not truly want it or stating she had morals. Yet this time, she had not answered me in the negative, merely saying it was me preferred. In my sick and twisted mind, that did not equate to ‘no’ any longer.

	
 

	“Don’t you have to go to ‘work’?” Katie asked beneath me.

	
 

	I slowly pulled out my cock out of her wet pussy, Katie involuntarily making a small whimper at the loss of my cock from inside her.

	
 

	“Yeah,” I agreed. “And you have to play around with the guys,” I said with chuckle, giving Katie a lecherous grin as I rolled off her and on to my side next to her.

	
 

	“How upset are you?” Katie asked, looking at me with concern.

	
 

	“Upset? For what?” I asked.

	
 

	Katie looked at me in surprise. 

	
 

	“Uh, hello?” she said, as if I were a child. “Your girlfriend just confessed to sucking off two of your friends? Remember?”

	
 

	“Why would I be upset?” I asked her, honestly perplexed. “This is exactly what I’ve been wanting,” I told her. “Hell, I’m still hard thinking about it—and I’ve already cum twice!”

	
 

	Katie looked at me in surprise, as well as confusion. I realized she still believed she was right, that I may fantasize about her being with another man, but in reality, would be upset. Her next words confirmed my assumption.

	
 

	“How can you be turned on?” she asked, her face displaying her confusion. “I just cheated on you!” she exclaimed.

	
 

	I smiled, this time me being the ‘parent’ explaining to a ‘child.’ 

	
 

	“It’s not cheating if it’s what I’ve wanted all along,” I told her. “And you are not going behind my back—hell, hearing about it is almost as good as watching,” I confessed. 

	
 

	Still seeing the confusion on her face, I tried to make things clearer on how I felt. “I can’t explain why, but the thought of another man wanting you and—knowing you are mine—having his way with you is fucking hot as hell,” I told her, my turn for confession. “As long as you are enjoying it and honest with me, not going behind my back, I am all for it,” I told her.

	
 

	“You really like it that much?” she asked, trying to understand.

	
 

	There are few moments in your life where you know you are at an important crossroads in your life. Deciding to move out of your parent’s house, moving in with a woman and deciding to ask her to marry you, selecting a job. All of these things you know are going to change your life forever—for better or worse. I now felt that feeling.

	
 

	“If that’s what you want,” I said to Katie, looking at her intently.

	
 

	My girlfriend looked at me with an odd expression. Realizing I was not mad or upset, she was attempting to accept my explanation.

	
 

	She looked past me to the other side of the bed.

	
 

	“It looks like our mysterious clothes fairy has struck again,” she said.

	
 

	I looked behind me and saw a pile of black laced clothing and a pair of high-heeled shoes sitting on the edge of the bed I had not noticed earlier.

	
 

	“Those are yours?” I asked, Katie nodding in reply.

	
 

	I had apparently not kept up with my girlfriend’s wardrobe, not recognizing this particular bra and panty set on the bed—and I had prided myself in knowing all of her sexy attire.

	
 

	Then it hit me—there was only the bra and panty set, along with the high-heeled shoes, on the bed.

	
 

	“This is it?” I asked, raising the lacey undergarments with my finger as Katie nodded. “Are you going to wear it?” I asked immediately—and all too enthusiastically.

	
 

	Katie looked at me for a moment before answering. “Do you want me to wear it?” she asked tentatively.

	
 

	My cock twitched at her response and I smiled. “Well,” I said, “It’s not like you wouldn’t be showing off anything they haven’t seen already,” I said with a grin. “Besides, it’s no more revealing than your bikini,” I reasoned to her. “But I’m more curious as to who our mysterious fashion critic is,” I smiled.

	
 

	A sudden thought struck me, and I grabbed my laptop, pulling up the surveillance footage.

	
 

	“You’ve been taping us?” Katie asked in surprise as I smiled wickedly at her.

	
 

	“I didn’t want to miss something if it happened,” I confessed. “It’s just too bad we don’t have cameras in the bathroom,” I told her regretfully. “But yeah, I can go through and watch us again to critique my performance,” I chuckled wickedly at her.

	
 

	Katie said nothing as I pulled up the day’s footage, scrolling quickly through the morning when Katie got up—looking glorious in her nudity after having been fucked all night—and then me getting up. The room remained empty for several minutes as the LED clock below scrolled through the next hour.

	
 

	I quickly stopped the fast-forward, hitting <PLAY> as somebody entered the room. 

	
 

	I do not think either of us were surprised to see Mike enter the bedroom, and we both watched as he, without any hesitation, opened Katie’s dresser drawers. On the screen he looked through her lingerie—obscenely smelling a few items—before selecting the lace panty and bra set. Then he went to Katie’s closet and after a few moments—the camera not able to view him in the closet—and came out with the high-heeled ‘Mary Janes,’ setting them on the bed with the other clothes.

	
 

	“I feel violated,” Katie said next to me.

	
 

	I laughed as she looked at me in surprise. 

	
 

	“The man just this morning had his cock halfway down your throat,” I explained to her, “and rummaging through your clothes makes you feel violated?” I asked teasingly.

	
 

	Katie blushed as she realized the ridiculousness of her statement. 

	
 

	“Well…” she said, slowly grinning at me.

	
 

	Katie’s worries having been abated, I asked, “So are you going to wear only that?” I inquired again.

	
 

	Katie looked down at the lingerie for a moment. “I guess,” she finally said. “As you said, it’s no different than wearing my bikini.

	
 

	I had said that earlier to convince her to wear it; however, I think we both knew the lacey material would reveal a lot more than a bikini—but she had been naked with the guys yesterday, not to mention in the shower this morning, so I did not disagree with her.

	
 

	“Wait,” I said, having a sudden inspiration.

	
 

	Katie looked at me questioningly as I went to her dresser and opened one of her drawers, pulling out a package of black thigh-high nylons she had. 

	
 

	“Wear these with it,” I grinned.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes opened wide in surprise, looking at me for several moments before shaking her head. 

	
 

	“Fine,” she said, with that voice women get knowing they might as well give up arguing with their man because some battles are not worth putting in the effort.

	
 

	I smiled in return, and grabbing my laptop bag, kissed her goodbye and told her to give me enough time to drive down the road and turn on the surveillance system before she went out to the guys.

	
 

	Katie shook her head, stating how much of a pervert I was as I laughed, giving her one last kiss before leaving.

	
 

	I barely took notice of the two guys sitting at the kitchen table, saying goodbye and explaining I was late for work. Hurrying out the door, I drove my car down the street before connecting to the house’s surveillance cameras.

	
 

	Within moments I had a full view of the dining room, seeing Mike and Chaz sitting quietly in the kitchen as they drank their coffee.

	
 

	Sometime between when I had left with Katie and now they had gotten dressed, both of them wearing dark t-shirts and shorts, and I became bored after several minutes, waiting for something to happen.

	
 

	Immediately both men’s demeanors perked up, their attention focused just out of the camera’s view.

	
 

	And then Katie walked into the room…

	
 

	Although I knew what she would be wearing, actually seeing her wearing the bra, panty, and stocking outfit—doing so in front of my two friends—was unique. Even knowing what she would be wearing I was unprepared, staring in disbelief at how gorgeous she appeared.

	
 

	Katie was stunning. I had known her bra was black lace, but seeing it on her I saw it was more of a shelf for her succulent breasts to rest upon than any type of halter. Although the laced fabric covered her nipples, the remaining entire upper half of her chest was exposed, with a small black satin bow in the middle, drawing one’s eyes directly to her prominent cleavage.

	
 

	The matching panties were also lace, with a matching satin bow to the left-hand side in the front, but it was not until Katie stepped further into the room that I saw the panties were more of a thong, exposing most of my girlfriend’s gorgeous ass.

	
 

	I was also pleased to observe although the bra and panty set screamed ‘Sexy!’ it was the stockings and high-heeled shoes which completed the ‘come fuck me’ attire. The stockings were black silk, with laced tops and a seam running up the back of her long legs, while the Mary Jane shoes accentuated her legs and walk.

	
 

	Once again, although she looked incredible, the fact she was dressed like this in front of my ‘friends’ was more exciting than what she was wearing.

	
 

	“Well, well, well,” Chaz said, his voice clear over the surveillance speakers. “Now this is the Kitty I remember,” he said as he stood up and walked towards her, almost like a lion stalking its prey. “I have to say I approve of your attire,” he said.

	
 

	“Well, one of you two must take the credit as my fashion designer,” Katie replied.

	
 

	Mike laughed and raised his hand. “That would be me,” he confessed. “I got tired of seeing you cover yourself up. A bitch as hot as you should show herself off more,” he said with a wide smile.

	
 

	Once more I was surprised at Mike’s vulgar speech and openness in front of Katie, at odds to how he has acted all these years.

	
 

	While Mike talked, Chaz moved behind Katie, reaching around her and cupping her breasts! Even more shocking, Katie said nothing, instead closing her eyes and leaning into Chaz’ chest. And then, to my complete amazement, she turned her head. My mouth was dry as Chaz lowered his own face, his mouth engulfing Katie’s as he began kissing her fervently while feeling up her breasts, her chest bulging obscenely above her lace bra from the manipulation of his rough hands.

	
 

	My cock was rock hard as I watched the sexy spectacle, unable to blink as Katie and Chaz kissed like they were feasting upon each other’s mouths, as he fondled her without any protest.

	
 

	As the two made out, Mike got up and came towards the couple, and as if by silent command, Chaz released Katie and pushed her forward, causing her to stumble into Mike’s arms. Without hesitation Mike’s mouth was upon her as well, and I watched awed as Katie’s jaw dropped from her opened mouth, succumbing to Mike’s deep kiss as he too began feeling up her breasts through the skimpy lingerie.

	
 

	After a few moments, he pushed her back into Chaz’ arms, where he continued his assault upon her chest while kissing her deeply.

	
 

	I could not believe how fucking turned on I was watching Katie passed back and forth, kissed and fondled by my two ‘friends.’ 

	
 

	The kitchen echoed with her moans and panting, and there was no question as to her arousal, my cock throbbing in anticipation of her succumbing to her lust and the guy’s demands. It was like watching my own personal soft-core porn movie, as my sexy barely clothed girlfriend was passed back and forth between each of my friends. 

	
 

	I was stroking my cock through my pants, feeling as if somebody had stuck a lead pipe down them, I was so hard.

	
 

	Katie was now making out with Mike, when he pulled back, although his hands did not release her. Katie was panting wildly, her breasts rising and falling from being out of breath as she looked at him quizzically.

	
 

	Then my eyes opened so wide, I thought my eyeballs were going to fall out of their socket as Mike placed both hands on Katie’s shoulders and pushed. I watched mesmerized, my eyes burning because I refused to blink, as Katie began to lower herself, bending her knees as she continued to stare up at Mike as she sank to her haunches.

	
 

	Mike smiled, and when Katie was crouched down, he reached down and undid his shorts, freeing his incredibly long cock.

	
 

	To my delight, awe, and astonishment, Katie did not hesitate as she grabbed Mike’s cock and began stroking him, her right hand sliding up and down the long shaft as she reached forward with her left hand and fondled his balls. 

	
 

	Katie stroked Mike for several moments before he reached down to her head, pulling her face towards him. I watched in amazement as my girlfriend of over six years—without any hesitation or reluctance—opened her lips and took the head of Mike’s cock in her mouth!

	
 

	I was dumbfounded, thrilled, and awestruck. For all the protesting and excuses she had given the last few days, she eagerly began to suck Mike’s long cock. 

	
 

	Katie moaned as she slowly took more and more of Mike’s dick into her mouth, her cheeks sinking in as she began sucking him in earnest.

	
 

	Although not the first time she had given Mike head, it was the first time I had seen it, and I was surprised at how spiritedly she sucked him, her movements containing an enthusiasm I had not seen for a long time.

	
 

	The room filled with the slurping and sucking noises from Katie’s mouth, and once I was revisited by the sensation of watching a porn movie, only in this case, I knew the actors.

	
 

	Katie slid half Mike’s length into her mouth, slowly pulling back as her lips puffed out around the hard flesh sliding out of her mouth, only to vigorously dive her head forward, plunging it back into her mouth. Gagging sounds echoed throughout the room as Mike’s cock did that which I could never achieve—repeatedly hitting the back of her throat.

	
 

	Movement caught my eye and I saw Chaz step up. He too had taken off his shorts, his tremendously large cock sticking straight out. Katie, like myself, was too preoccupied sucking off Mike to notice, until Chaz stepped up and poked her in the side of the face with his manhood.

	
 

	To my wonder, Katie pulled back and turned her head, and without skipping a beat, took Chaz’ cock into her mouth while her hand stroked Mike’s glistening, saliva-coated dick.

	
 

	It was obscene how wide Katie’s lips stretched to take in the large organ, but she did not even slow down her vigorous sucking.

	
 

	I could not believe how natural Katie looked sucking off two men at the same time. While sucking Chaz’ dick, her hand continued stroking Mike’s wet shaft, her hand working in concert with her head, back and forth, up and down, Chaz’ cock sliding in and out of Katie’s mouth while her hand gave Mike’s cock the same attention.

	
 

	“That’s a good girl, you remember how this goes, don’t you,” Mike said, talking as if he were talking to a child. “Just like old times, eh?” he laughed as he and Chaz exchanged a knowing look.

	
 

	Katie said nothing—although I doubt she could have with her mouth stuffed with Chaz’ cock. Her only response was to slowly draw Chaz’ dick out of her mouth and turn her head, taking Mike’s cock back between her luscious lips as her other hand began stroking Chaz.

	
 

	“That’s a good girl,” Mike repeated. “Why don’t you show Chaz how you can take the whole thing like you did this morning,” he told Katie with an approving look.

	
 

	Without a word Katie’s body pivoted, her hands going around Mike’s waist and grasping his ass, as she slowly began moving her head forward, taking more and more of Mike’s cock into her mouth, his lengthy shaft slowly disappearing between her lips inch by inch!

	
 

	“No way!” Chaz said with an amazement to rival my own. “I knew the bitch was good, but goddamn, that’s impressive!” he exclaimed, as over two-thirds of Mike’s cock slid into Katie’s mouth and down her throat.

	
 

	And she did not seem to be stopping!

	
 

	Katie’s progress was apparently not fast enough for Mike, who rudely reached down and grabbed her head, thrusting his hips forward. 

	
 

	The room filled with an obscene “Grauchtuchka!” noise as his cock slammed down Katie’s throat, Chaz and I staring in amazement as Katie’s nose pressed up against Mike’s pelvis.

	
 

	Holy fuck, I thought to myself, she took the whole thing!

	
 

	I was not the only one impressed as Chaz echoed my thoughts. “Fuck me!” he exclaimed. “I’ve never seen a girl take you that easily,” he said, referencing his and Mike’s apparent trend of sleeping with the same women—at the same time.

	
 

	Katie remained where she was for a few more moments, her head impaled by Mike’s foot long cock, before she pushed back. I watched as Mike’s cock slowly slid out of her throat and mouth like some obscene eel leaving its burrow, coated with frothy saliva.

	
 

	Then Mike’s cock was completely out of her mouth and dangling before her as Katie let out an obscene gasp. Her face was almost comical as Katie’s opened mouth sucked in air instead of flesh, although she did not cease her attention on the two men—her hands continuing to stroke both Chaz’ and Mike’s cock rapidly.

	
 

	The sight was incredible, my girlfriend dressed in nothing but a lace bra and panties, crouched down before my two friends in her thigh-high stockings and high-heels, holding each of their cocks in her hands.

	
 

	“Don’t stop now,” Chaz said with a chuckle. “If you can take Mike’s long schlong all the way, you can take mine,” he said as he pulled Katie’s head towards his own manhood.

	
 

	Katie did not say a word, nor did she hesitate as she guided Chaz’ large cock into her mouth, her lips again stretching wide to accommodate him.

	
 

	This time she did focus on only one of the guys, letting go of Mike’s cock and putting her hands around Chaz’ waist. Pivoting her body at an angle, I watched in astonishment as she slowly pushed her head further and further on to Chaz’ large dick.

	
 

	Katie’s gagging noises were much louder now, I assume because of how wide Chaz’ cock was compared to Mike’s, but if anything, his larger size seemed to be a personal challenge as she inched her head closer and closer to Chaz’ waist.

	
 

	And then she had done it! I stared in complete fascination as Katie’s face—her mouth stretched obscenely around Chaz’ large cock—pressed her face against Chaz’ waist, his cock completely down her throat.

	
 

	“That’s a good girl,” Mike said from behind Katie, his vocabulary seeming limited by the erotic sight before him. “You have to work harder with us than Bobby’s small cock, eh?” Mike said, “but then again, the reward is greater too,” he laughed.

	
 

	Katie said nothing—then again, she could not with almost ten inches of Chaz’ fat cock shoved grotesquely down her throat. Besides being quiet, she did not move for several moments, merely blinking up at Chaz. I have never seen her look more beautiful, crouched down with Chaz’ fat cock lodged in her face. Eventually she pushed back, Chaz’ cock leaving her mouth in another spray of foamy spit as Katie gasped loudly, saliva pouring down her chin and on to her breasts.

	
 

	Katie sucked in only a few more breaths before Mike grabbed her head once again and plunged his cock into her mouth. I was surprised Katie said nothing at the harsh treatment as she began sucking Mike’s cock with even more gusto than before, her hand sliding up and down the shaft rapidly while her other hand continued to stroke Chaz’ spit-coated dick.

	
 

	Apparently Katie’s enthusiasm had its effect, as Mike tilted his head back and rested one hand on top of Katie’s had, saying,” Oh yea, that’s it…just a little more,” he groaned.

	
 

	Suddenly Mike grabbed my girlfriend’s head with both hands and pulled her to him, slamming his cock fully in her face and down her throat.

	
 

	Katie let out a loud “Auwk-gkcha!” noise as Mike’s cock plunged deep within her mouth, and I zoomed in at the perfect time as a stream of cum shot out of Katie’s mouth, coating Mike’s shaft.

	
 

	Katie pushed back as her lips stayed clamped around Mike’s throbbing manhood and began swallowing Mike’s load.

	
 

	Holy fucking shit, I thought, my girlfriend is sucking down another man’s cum right in front of me! Well, ok, on the surveillance camera I mentally corrected, but she knew I was watching. I stared at the screen as Katie continued slurping and swallowing Mike’s release, as if she had been starved and this was her first meal.

	
 

	Katie continued sucking Mike’s dick for some time, reminding me of a little girl and a Popsicle, before she finally pulled back. 

	
 

	Without any pause she turned and guided Chaz’ dick into her mouth, even as Mike’s cum still coated her lips and chin, sucking Chaz with as much enthusiasm as she had Mike.

	
 

	Chaz groaned at Katie’s renewed attention on his cock and Mike watched, grinning as he said, “That’s a good cum slut, you’re eager for more aren’t you?” he laughed.

	
 

	But Katie ignored him, her sole focus on sucking Chaz’ dick.

	
 

	With his cock being administered with so much zeal, it was not long before Chaz too groaned and came.

	
 

	I watched in morbid fascination as my girlfriend accepted a second man’s ejaculate into her mouth and throat, her lips clamping down as she began swallowing Chaz’ load as zealously as she had Mike’s, as if she could not get enough.

	
 

	I realized I too had orgasmed, my pants warm and damp from the load I had released. The bizarre thing was I did not know when I came—whether it had been watching Mike cumming down my girlfriend’s throat or her sucking off Chaz—but I had been so engrossed in watching her, I had apparently been jacking off, releasing in my pants at least once, but did not remember a thing.

	
 

	Movement on the screen caught my attention as both Chaz and Mike stepped away from my crouched girlfriend. She looked incredible, wearing nothing but her black laced underwear, her legs spread wide, her face, chin, and chest sparkling with spit and cum from two men.

	
 

	I had no doubt the sensual scene and act had turned Katie on to the point where she would consider fucking the two men. I did not need to be in the room to know her panties were undoubtedly soaked with her desire.

	
 

	Surprisingly, —and to my morbid amusement—Chaz and Mike did not capitalize on Katie’s horniness. Instead, to both mine and Katie’s surprise they turned and put their shorts back on.

	
 

	With barely a glance in her direction, still crouched before them, Chaz said, “You might want to go and get dressed,” he told her casually. “Unless of course you want to go to the mall like that,” he grinned, as Mike laughed next to him.

	
 

	Katie looked dumbfounded. Oral sex typically was a forerunner to sex, and I was certain the guys’ apparent disregard for her satisfaction threw her off. Katie was undoubtedly turned on, probably more aroused than she had been the other night, and yet she was being denied a release to her passions. For once she was not getting her way sexually, and I know she was thrown off by their treatment of her.

	
 

	I wondered if the guys were attempting to string Katie along until she begged them to fuck her out of sheer desperation; then again, knowing Chaz, they probably did not care what she wanted, needing to only satisfy themselves.

	
 

	Katie slowly got to her feet as Chaz and Mike returned to the table, grabbing their coffees and topping them off before sitting back down. Katie continued to stare at them for some time, but the two men ignored her, and eventually she turned and walked to the bedroom with apparent resignation.

	
 

	Switching the camera to our room, I was not surprised when my phone began to ring. Lifting the phone to my ear, I was also not surprised to see Katie standing in our room with her phone up to her head.

	
 

	“I need you now!” she groaned, not even saying hello.

	
 

	“From my perspective it looks like you have two willing cocks to satisfy that need,” I said teasingly.

	
 

	Katie groaned and I smiled. “Seriously Bob, I need you,” she moaned.

	
 

	I knew if I came home now, Katie would get the satiation she needed, but in my mind, by the wrong guy. I told her if I came home, the guys might know something was up. I had just left for ‘work’ and had not even called, so to come home and fuck my girlfriend would be too coincidental.

	
 

	“Besides, you have to go shopping,” I said with amusement.

	
 

	Katie moaned over the phone, and the sick and twisted part of my mind wondered how much more excited she needed to get before she begged the guys to fuck her. The thought of Katie writhing on the bed as Chaz and Mike ravaged her almost made my still-hard-cock explode again in my pants.

	
 

	My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, the foremost being focused on my girlfriend having just sucked off two of my friends! And here I was, so turned on I had cum in my pants.

	
 

	How twisted was I? Here I was, stringing my girlfriend along sexually so she would reach the breaking point to fuck another man—or two men.

	
 

	I could not believe how incredibly turned on I was right now—probably as much as Katie—and wanted to see more.

	
 

	“No,” I finally said over the phone. “Go shopping, I’ll see you soon,” I said, hanging up before Katie could say anything else.

	
 

	I saw her look up to the camera and give me the finger and laughed. Her face held a dozen emotions at once—confusion, arousal, anger, excitement, reluctance, and resignation.

	
 

	Finally, she reached back and undid her bra, freeing her breasts before the camera, knowing full well I was watching. Apparently she was going to try the same strategy I had thought of—teasing me to the point where I would fuck her out of desperation.

	
 

	I realized all this time Katie had been using me. She had certainly become aroused by the two men’s attention, but I had always been there to fuck her afterwards. What if I denied her even that release?

	
 

	Looking at the screen, I perversely zoomed in on my girlfriend’s bare breasts, noticing they were reddened, probably from the guys’ earlier attentions. I felt my cock throbbing in my damp pants as I closed my eyes and once again imagined Chaz and Mike feeling Katie up.

	
 

	Opening my eyes and looking at the laptop, I saw Katie was at her dresser, and I watched as she pulled out a piece of clothing and pulled it over her head. It was a layered top, the under piece being a spaghetti-strapped tanked t-shirt covered by a matching lace drape. I grinned, knowing this was a top Katie usually wore without a bra, realizing she was so aroused she had chosen the top due to her breasts and nipples aching from her lust.

	
 

	Leaving her black lace panties on, Katie then pulled on a pair of tight short shorts, the material hugging her hips and pelvis like a second skin. Once again I grinned to myself—Katie always dressed sexy when she was ‘in the mood.’ 

	
 

	Sitting on the bed, she then took off the high-heeled shoes and her stockings before moving to her closet.

	
 

	Initially she pulled out a pair of sneakers, but after looking at them for a moment, put them back in the closet and brought out a pair of high-heeled sandals, composed of a bunch of straps which encased her foot sensuously.

	
 

	Looking at herself in the mirror, I saw Katie smile, pleased with her selection. She looked awesome, her body exposed in all the right places and the high-heeled shoes making her athletic legs seem to go on for miles.

	
 

	As she turned and made her way out of the bedroom, it occurred to me Katie had not brushed her teeth. I could not recall a time where she would skip oral hygiene following oral sex—recalling how she had even brushed her teeth this morning following her ‘shower head’ events with Chaz and Mike.

	
 

	And yes, I admit it, I only now realized the joke Chaz and Mike had played, obviously not talking about our plumbing when they had praised Katie’s ‘shower head.’ Excuse me, but my mind has been on other things, switching the camera back to the living room.

	
 

	The guys were visibly impressed with Katie’s attire, whistling as she made her way into the room.

	
 

	“So there are only two rules to today’s shopping spree,” Chaz announced as Katie smiled meekly at the two men’s reaction to her attire, before looking at him quizzically. “First, Mike and I are footing the bill, so don’t worry about what you buy today. Our main goal is to find you a clubbing outfit to wear tonight,” he told her. “But the second rule, since we’re paying the bill, we get final say in what you wear,” he grinned.

	
 

	Although Katie’s face was turned in his direction, I imagined her rolling her eyes as she nodded silently to the men’s statements.

	
 

	And then they were out of the house and getting into Katie’s car, Katie once again driving.

	
 

	Although I had originally planned on following them to the mall and see what the guys not only picked out for Katie, but also how they treated her; however, with my pants full of drying cum, I had to change. I waited until they were far enough I was certain they would not return before pulling back into the drive and entering the house.

	
 

	As I walked into the living room and glanced towards the kitchen, my mind flashed to only thirty minutes ago when my hot beautiful girlfriend had been crouched in front of my two friends sucking their cocks like a porno star in a movie. I could almost smell the odor of cum and sex which had permeated the room as I walked directly to where Katie had blown both guys.

	
 

	Looking down, I saw a few dried drops of what could have been saliva or cum. My mind flooded with images of Katie’s mouth stuffed with each guy’s obscenely exaggerated cocks, swallowing their loads.

	
 

	Holy fuck, I thought, my girlfriend even now was driving down the road with two fresh loads of cum in her stomach—and neither of them were mine! The thought had my cock stiff as a board again.

	
 

	What the hell was I doing, I wondered for the umpteenth time? My mind was saturated with perverted thoughts. I loved Katie, of that I had no doubt, so why did I want her to behave like a slut, giving herself not only to me, but to other men? What was wrong with me?

	
 

	Whatever was going on with me, I was too aroused to dwell upon it for long, making my way to our bedroom and changing in to some clean underwear and shorts.

	
 

	My eyes drifted to the lacey bra Katie had left lying on the floor, images of the guys feeling her tits up as they kissed her returning to my head. Katie had offered no resistance, so I knew she had been as overcome with lust and willing to go along with whatever happened.

	
 

	At what point would she become so turned on, she would go further? She had already sucked them both off—twice in fact—their cocks violating her body, but she still held back from going that one step further. Whether her reason was not wanting to become a ‘slut’ or afraid it would ruin our relationship, I did not know. 

	
 

	What I did know was I have never been more turned on in my life. Watching my girlfriend orally service my two friends was the most erotic thing I had ever witnessed. 

	
 

	So I knew her going all the way would be awesome.

	
 

	Katie would no doubt think differently if things did progress—I fully expected her to be overwhelmed with guilt afterwards, so I would have to console her. So far everything had been more arousing than I could have ever imagined, and the thought of her fucking either or both of my buddies was only more exciting, so I knew once she was convinced of my desire, she would come around.

	
 

	Of course, I did not care whether she slept with Chaz, Mike, or both, but it did not need to be them. The idea of watching her fuck anybody preoccupied my every waking moment. The image of Katie writhing beneath somebody else as they fucked her was too much and my cock throbbed and strained against my shorts. 

	
 

	Being in the privacy of my own house and bedroom, I wasted no time pulling down my shorts and grabbing my cock, closing my eyes as I jacked off to images of my girlfriend being serviced by another man.

	
 

	Cleaning up afterwards, I picked up Katie’s discarded clothes and looked at the clock. It was already lunch time, so I went and made myself a sandwich, my mind distracted by thoughts of what was going on at the mall. I recalled the guys’ ‘rules,’ wondering what they would pick for her to wear tonight, my imagination running rampant with images of Katie dressed in various skimpy club outfits.

	
 

	To even impose such rules was something I could never do, but which Chaz seemed to excel in. His ability to order somebody around without any thought as to their own wants or desires had been something I envied, and it was amazing to see him order my strong-willed girlfriend around like a common whore. Even Mike’s attitude stunned me, ordering Katie to suck him so dominantly had been a turn on.

	
 

	Thinking about Katie’s strong will and our relationship, I wondered if that was what I found exciting. Was it the power trip of seeing somebody dominate Katie that was the turn on? Was the sex simply the pinnacle of complete control over her which turned me on? Was I too much of a ‘nice guy’ I had to have somebody else vicariously control her, to dominate her. 

	
 

	I admit, the thought of seeing Katie completely subjugated was arousing, was that at the core of my feelings?

	
 

	Katie exposed before the guys was a turn-on, but was it more related to her being controlled and forced to be so exposed, not having any say which got me excited? Katie succumbing and wearing something demeaning was a manifestation of giving in to somebody controlling her, although I had always found it a turn-on to see Katie dressed sexy. But now I wondered if it was more about her demeaning herself before everybody than actually how she looked that was the driving force of my fantasies. The bottom line was I did not know.

	
 

	After making a sandwich I played on the Xbox, waiting for the trio to return.

	
 

	


Chapter 5 – Tuesday Night, Home run!

	 

	
 

	The sky was darkening by the time Katie and the guys returned. I had not only eaten, but took a nap and was playing several rounds of Call of Duty by the time they entered.

	
 

	Looking from the television screen, I was surprised to see all the shopping bags.

	
 

	“What did you do, buy the whole mall?” I asked as all three of them set down a carload of bags. Looking first at the bags, then reproachfully at Katie, I added, “You know we can’t afford spending too much after buying the house.”

	
 

	Katie looked at me with exasperation as Chaz laughed behind her. “Don’t worry buddy, this one is on us,” he said. “Mike and I wanted to show our appreciation for Katie being such a good hostess. Besides, we felt she deserved to be treated right for a change with some new clothes and…well…we kind of went overboard,” he laughed.

	
 

	I let the jibe at our relationship go, instead changing the subject. “So what did you get for tonight?” I blurted out, my mind preoccupied with the evening.

	
 

	There was no doubt Chaz and Mike would be hitting on Katie all night if we went to a club. As turned on as she had been, I was excited to see how she would react with them, anticipating some heavy petting on the dance floor—even with me being around.

	
 

	Katie looked at me again and without a word, turned and began taking the bags down the hall and into our room.

	
 

	“Damn boy, what did you do to get in the doghouse?” Mike asked with a grin.

	
 

	Not answering, I got up and, grabbing some of the bags, followed Katie to the bedroom, leaving the two guys behind, grinning in amusement.

	
 

	Katie’s back was to me as I entered the room, several of the shopping bags unpacked, although I could not tell from the pile of clothes on the bed what they were.

	
 

	“Are you mad at me?” I asked, based upon her not answering me in the living room.

	
 

	Katie spun around, and my mouth opened in surprise as she threw herself at me, her tongue instantly in my mouth as I moaned from the unexpected French kiss.

	
 

	We kissed for several moments before she broke away, both of us panting.

	
 

	“I am so fucking horny right now, I’d fuck a corpse!” she gasped.

	
 

	"What about Chaz and Mike?" I asked tentatively.

	
 

	“I’m so horny, I’d think about it as well,” she said staring at me, “if they were the only choice,” she gasped in my ear, rubbing her body against mine. “But you’re here now, so fuck me,” she gasped.

	
 

	I looked at her, my cock rock hard. 

	
 

	Finally, I said, “No.”

	
 

	Katie looked at me for a moment in shock, not believing my words as she said, “What?”

	
 

	I smiled, recalling my earlier thoughts on being the one available and told her, “I said no. If you’re so horny to consider sleeping with either of them, why would I want to ruin it and satisfy you? I would have to start all over again,” I smiled.

	
 

	“That was a joke!” Katie whined. “Bob,” she said, giving my name three syllables. “C’mon, you don’t really want that to happen,” she said, rubbing seductively against me. “Are you really turning down sex to make your girlfriend horny enough to cheat on you?” she asked.

	
 

	I kissed her bewildered face as I answered, “That’s exactly what I’m doing,” I told her with a chuckle. “Anyways, we don’t have time to satisfy your insatiable lust,” I grinned at her. “We need to get ready to go out. You guys took way too long shopping,” I told her, giving another reason for her lustful agony to be prolonged. 

	
 

	I grabbed my stuff and turned around to meet Katie’s questioning look. “I want to be surprised at what you’re wearing,” I said with a grin, “so I’ll change in the bathroom and wait with the guys,” I explained.

	
 

	Leaving my gorgeous and extremely horny—as well as confused—girlfriend in the room, I took my clothes and changed in the bathroom, joining the guys out in the living room.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were already dressed to go out and were playing Call of Duty on the Xbox, so I joined them on the couch, Mike handing me his controller.

	
 

	“Everything alright between you two?” he asked.

	
 

	Normally I would have been touched that Mike was concerned over our relationship, but after this weekend I questioned his motives. A pissed off Katie was not conducive to whatever plans they had with her.

	
 

	“Oh yeah,” I answered, narrowly missing dying from Chaz in the game, my attention more on it than the conversation. “You know girls,” I said.

	
 

	I took a moment from the game and looked at both of them, saying, “You guys have been great with her this weekend,” I told them. “I haven’t seen her like this in a long time,” I told them. “So keep up whatever you are doing—Katie’s been like a new person,” I said, seeing Chaz and Mike’s shocked, then amused faces.

	
 

	“Like how’s she been acting?” Chaz asked with fake naiveté. I forced back a grin at him being too interested in his question, allowing me to get a quick headshot on him in the game.

	
 

	While we waited for his character to respawn, I said, “Oh, she’s been a lot more open with me, more ‘touchy feely’ type of thing,” I said. “I think she’s subconsciously wanting to show me she’s mine with all the guys in the house—you know, the alpha male thing,” I laughed, noting the not-so-well-hidden looks of amusement the two guys gave each other. “I know she’s been enjoying your help around the house, as have I. I know you guys are going to want to hit on all the women at the club tonight, I just ask you take some time to treat Katie right. I’m not much of a dancer, so I’m sure she will appreciate your company with us tonight,” I asked them.

	
 

	The guys again gave each other a quick look as Mike smiled. “Don’t worry, we’ll treat her just like she deserves,” he said, as Chaz chuckled next to me.

	
 

	Both men’s moods improved dramatically. It was almost as if the farmer had opened the chicken coop to the wolves and told them to eat their fill.

	
 

	Again I wondered what the Hell I was doing, basically giving the guys a ‘green light’ to hit on my girlfriend.

	
 

	Nothing more was said as we continued playing the game, Chaz and I reaching a tie by the time Katie walked into the room.

	
 

	We all turned as she walked in, her shoes making a ‘clomp-clomp-clomp’ sound upon the hardwood floors and drawing our attention.

	
 

	“Wow!” I said, the two men to my sides echoing my awe, even though they already knew what Katie would be wearing.

	
 

	Katie looked spectacular. And sexy!

	
 

	I had expected the guys to select something which showed off every curve and asset of Katie’s body, and I was not disappointed.

	
 

	My first two thoughts were ‘Oh my God, she’s topless!’ followed by ‘Wow, her entire boob is bare!’ but neither of those were entirely correct as I gazed upon my sexy, beautiful, and ‘dressed to fuck’ girlfriend.

	
 

	The dress was a type of corset on the top half, leather and tied up the front, with a large gap in the middle exposing the mid-line of Katie’s entire torso. The leather ties accentuated her revealed flesh as they started from her left side and rose up towards her right breast in a crisscross pattern. But the dress was only half there, as her entire left breast was bare! Well, ok, it was not bare, as her nipple and areole were covered by a leather pasty. For the life of me I was not sure how it was held on—obviously with some adhesive—and I wondered how it would stay on all night if we were going out to dance.

	
 

	Holy crap, her left tit is bare, I thought to myself, amazed Katie was wearing something so revealing when we were planning to go out in public. Her right breast was only slightly more covered, the bustier-like dress barely covering the right bottom half of her breast—leaving two-thirds of her right breast exposed as well.

	
 

	After staring at Katie’s revealed chest for some time, I finally looked down to see the rest of the dress, a short miniskirt. The material hugged Katie’s hips and barely covered her ass as she turned around, my eyes immediately drawn upwards to the bare expanse of skin on her back and shoulders, the dress being backless as well.

	
 

	As Katie stepped in front of the television, I realized the skirt was semi-transparent, the dark outline of a thong plainly visible and revealing how Katie’s ass was barely covered. Although I knew we were going to a club where it would be dark and not be as visible, I still could not believe she would wear such a skimpy outfit in public.

	
 

	My eyes continued downwards to the large expanse of Katie’s long athletic legs to her shoes.

	
 

	I would not exactly call Katie’s footwear ‘stripper shoes,’ but they were damn close. The heels were at least six inches, with a two to three inched platform. Compared to what she usually wore, they were practically stilts.

	
 

	I was reminded of Katie having been a stripper, so walking in such exaggeratedly high shoes was second nature to her, but that was over five years ago, and yet she walked flawlessly—even sensuously—in them. I smiled to myself, immediately thinking of the simile of riding a bicycle.

	
 

	“Wow, you look fantastic!” I said, when words finally could come out of my mouth.

	
 

	Katie smiled as the other guys echoed my sentiments behind me.

	
 

	“See Bobby, I told you we would be able to find something suitable for Kitty,” Chaz said, slapping me harshly on the shoulder.

	
 

	I debated his statement, ‘suitable,’ although based upon how they had been treating Katie as a sex object, it was as good a word as he could probably use.

	
 

	“It’s rather revealing, isn’t it?” I asked to nobody in particular.

	
 

	Mike laughed, answering, “Nonsense! That outfit covers more than half the clothes we picked out, right Kitty?” he asked.

	
 

	I saw Katie blush, not just her face, but her entire body flushing pink, and wondered not only what had happened at the mall, but what they had bought in the other bags. I kicked myself for not following them like I had originally planned.

	
 

	I noted Mike using Katie’s stripper name, no longer calling Katie by her real name and wondered at his boldness. Mike had never been the type to call Katie by anything but her name, knowing how much she hated nicknames.

	
 

	Up until this weekend, Mike’s attitude towards Katie had always been one of complaisance—always doing or agreeing with whatever Katie wanted, almost like a puppy trying to please its master. But now it was a complete reversal—Mike’s attitude was as chauvinistic as Chaz, bordering on misogynistic. Katie had always been uneasy around Mike, and I wondered if her woman’s intuition may have sensed the true Mike beneath the charade.

	
 

	The even stranger thing was Katie’s reaction towards Mike’s sudden dominating demeanor. When he had been quiet and complaisant, Katie had been uneasy around him; however, now, being more dominant and chauvinistic, she was the meek one.

	
 

	I recalled my earlier thoughts about Katie’s outward confidence hiding more inner submissive tendencies.

	
 

	But my reverie was diverted as Katie walked up to me sensually—amazing considering the height of her shoes—and gave me a kiss. As my arms wrapped around her, feeling my pulse speed up as my hands touched the bare flesh of her back.

	
 

	Breaking our kiss, I looked down, seeing her breasts bulging out of the corset top and was amazed she would agree to wear something so revealing.

	
 

	“Ok, ok,” Chaz said. “You two can do plenty of that afterwards, let’s go party!” he said with a wide grin.

	
 

	We took my car, Katie sitting up front with me while Chaz and Mike piled into the back. I was sure they would have preferred Katie sitting with them, but they said nothing as my sexy girlfriend opened the passenger side and got in.

	
 

	Not knowing where we were going, the guys gave directions as they told us about the club.

	
 

	“We actually came across this place by accident,” Chaz was telling us. “We were on the prowl for eager pussy—sorry Kitty,” he said, although there was little remorse in his voice for his vulgarity as he continued. “We followed this group of chicks to it,” he was telling us. “I could not even find the damn place online, but they let us right in, saying they had only opened a week or so ago,” he said.

	
 

	“This place is da bomb!” Mike said, causing both Katie and I to smile at his phrasing. “The joint was crowded as Hell, but not so much as to make you feel pressed in on all sides, and there were plenty of tables and couches to sit—we didn’t have to wait at the bar or for our waitress at all,” he said.

	
 

	“What kind of music did they play?” Katie asked, obviously intrigued.

	
 

	Katie loved dancing, and I felt momentarily chagrined at not taking her out more often. It was one of the things I promised to do better after moving and trying to reignite our passion. 

	
 

	I, on the other hand, was anything but a dancer. Although I could move and jump around in time to a song, I simply performed random moves, which made me feel more like I was having an epileptic fit instead of executing some suave dance moves.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were much better dancers than I, and I figured they would be the ones keeping Katie out on the dancefloor—although their motives were probably less about the dancing and more about seeing Katie move.

	
 

	I thought about Katie having been a stripper, now aware her sexy and sensual moves while dancing had history—although I had seen many strippers who could not dance. I knew Katie was not amongst that crowd. I was also eager to see how she would move dressed in an almost-naked outfit with two guys who obviously had ulterior motives.

	
 

	And whom she had already gone so far as to give blowjobs.

	
 

	My mind drifted off to earlier this morning, when Katie had willingly dropped down to her knees and blown both Chaz and Mike, as nonchalantly as if sucking two guys off was an everyday occurrence. My mind filled with the images of her in nothing but her underwear, crouched down in front of both the guys as she—more eagerly than I would have expected given her earlier sentiments and reluctance—took both of their huge-assed cocks into her mouth.

	
 

	I glanced over at Katie, staring at her luscious glossy red lips and wondered how I could be turned on knowing those lips had been wrapped around the two guys’ cocks sitting in the back seat, eager to please them until they came in her mouth.

	
 

	“Watch the road,” Katie said, seeing my attention drawn to her. She smiled over at me saying, “You can ogle at me all you want at the club,” she said slyly, unaware my mind was not on her body at the moment, but reliving her sucking off Mike and Chaz in our very own home.

	
 

	For who knows how many times I wondered what the Hell was wrong with me. I should be jealous, mad, crazy, or even worried about losing her, and yet all I could feel was an incredible high and horniness my Katie would have done something like that with the guys—at my own urging. A profound sense of love for her filled my heart, that she loved me enough to go against her own morals and ‘cheat’ for me.

	
 

	I was so preoccupied with what Katie had done, I barely paid attention to the directions the guys gave me—going more on ‘autopilot’ than anything—and before I knew it, we had arrived at the club. At Chaz’ recommendation, we pulled up to the valet parking, everybody splitting on the fee because we did not feel like driving around looking for a parking space.

	
 

	We were about to get in line, when the bouncer—a large black man who could have been a linebacker for a pro football team—waved us over. 

	
 

	Or I should say waved Katie over, him barely taking notice of the three guys as he addressed her.

	
 

	“Whaddup Shawty? You need in?” he said, his eyes roaming all over Katie, smiling as his eyes focused on her bare breast with the pasty.

	
 

	The large man’s rapt attention upon Katie—with complete indifference towards the men accompanying her—had an odd effect upon me. I felt emasculated—and yet my cock became rock hard as the man’s gaze never left my girlfriend’s body.

	
 

	While I was seemingly willing to let the large man stare at my girlfriend all night, Chaz standing next to me puffed up his chest. I had seen his bravado before, and wondered if he was going to get in to a fight with the bouncer when Katie answered, her voice seeming to calm all of the men around her in an instant.

	
 

	“I would love to get in, as long as my boys can come with me,” she said in a soft, seductive tone.

	
 

	Immediately every pair of male eyes—not only the four of us, but other men in line—focused on her. My eyes dropped down to her behind, plainly seeing her thong outlined beneath her dress, the transparency of the skirt being even more pronounced than I originally thought.

	
 

	The large bouncer smiled, his white teeth in sharp contrast to his dark skin, and he waved us through the front door, his eyes lingering long and hard upon Katie’s ass as she sashayed into the club.

	
 

	Immediately we were hit by a wall of sound, the heavy insulated walls having dampened the music from inside the club. It was as if my insides were vibrating in beat with the heavy bass of the song, although I did not recognize it.

	
 

	But Katie apparently knew the song, startling us by letting out a scream. “Oh my God, I love this song!” she said, telling us it was ‘Higher Place’ by somebody called Dimitri Vegas and Like Mike.

	
 

	As if a switch had been thrown, Katie transformed, instantly swaying her hips in beat to the song as we stood at the top of the steps and looked out at the club.

	
 

	Not being much of a dancer, if you have seen one dance club you have seen them all, but Katie, Chaz, and Mike began chatting animatedly about the various features of the club. Looking around, I saw a long neon-lit bar on both sides, serving a large crowd of people. Directly in front of us down the steps was the dance floor, surrounded by small little inlets of sofas and love seats, with scattered tall tables and bar stools on the outer perimeter. Lights and strobes and flashes were all around us, and it took me a moment to get used to the visual cacophony as we made our way down the steps.

	
 

	Even I had to admit the dance floor was huge, the far end having a stage-like setup where the DJ was dancing and playing the music. Although crowded, I immediately understood what Chaz and Mike had meant earlier—there was a large number of people; however, it did not feel ‘crowded’ and we found an empty low table with a ‘U’ shaped couch-loveseat right away.

	
 

	I waved for Katie to sit down before me, but instead then Chaz and Mike flanked her, each putting their arms around her as Chaz said, “Bobby, why don’t you order us some drinks and we’ll take Katie out on the dance floor and get her warmed up,” he told me with a grin.

	
 

	Katie gave me a brief glance over her shoulder to tell me it was alright, the three made their way to the adjacent dance floor, leaving me behind.

	
 

	Another song began—another club mix—and it took me a moment to recognize the refrain from Beyoncé’s ‘Blow.’

	
 

	I watched Katie, Chaz, and Mike as they made their way to the dance floor, the steady repeat of the song playing around us.

	
 

	The refrain continued on and on, and just before the mass of people swallowed the two guys and my sexy girlfriend from view, I saw Mike’s hand dropped down and squeezed Katie’s ass through her semi-transparent skirt!

	
 

	A waitress came up to the table giving me a smile and asking what we would like to drink. Having known the guys for so long, I knew exactly what each would be drinking, ordering a vodka and tonic for Katie, two double bourbons on the rocks for Chaz and Mike, and a Grey Goose on the rocks for myself—as well as beer chasers for each of us. Handing her my credit card, I told her to start a tab. Although assholes in their own right, I had been out with Chaz and Mike enough to know they would pay me back at the end of the night for any bar tab.

	
 

	Once the waitress left, I scanned the crowd hoping I could find Katie and the guys in the mass of people. I did not have to look very hard, all I had to do was follow every man’s gaze and there I found Katie, at the center of their attention.

	
 

	Although I knew what she was wearing, my eyes involuntarily widened at how much of my girlfriend’s body was revealed as she danced on the dance floor, as if seeing her for the first time.

	
 

	She looked incredible.

	
 

	The part of my brain making me male focused upon her half naked torso, once again amazed how over three quarters of her upper body was bare, the dress only extending high enough to partially cover her right breast. 

	
 

	Katie was dancing happily on the dance floor, her arms raised. She was oblivious to the stares being given her by the men around her, and as she turned around, I understood why. Although her left breast was covered by the pasty, her other breast was only encased within her corset—with her arms raised, a good half of her areole was visible! 

	
 

	Katie was either unaware of her wardrobe malfunction or did not care as danced, as she twisted, gyrated, and undulated to the club music, giving everybody a good show.

	
 

	I was surprised at how unconcerned she was, dancing practically naked in such a public place—realizing her attitude was due to her having stripped for several years. 

	
 

	She had always been sexy when she danced, and knowing her past explained much of how she captivated everybody’s attention around her.

	
 

	Katie moved gracefully, even wearing high-heeled platform shoes, moving like she was walking upon air.

	
 

	Mike’s body momentarily blocked my view, and I watched as he stepped behind Katie, and reaching around, pulled her closer to him. Katie’s ass began undulating against Mike’s crotch, but my eyes were drawn to her chest, where Mike was boldly cupping both of Katie’s breasts!

	
 

	Even had she been wearing a more covered top, the move would have been bold; however, as bare as she was, it was an overwhelmingly brazen act. Katie merely laughed, continuing to dance as if he was not even there. I stared in fascination as Mike squeezed her bare breast—the succulent flesh warping and distorting obscenely to his fingers.

	
 

	I was mesmerized, barely noticing the song changing to a club mixed version of Snoop Dogg’s ‘Sweat.’

	
 

	Then Chaz moved forward.

	
 

	I was annoyed my view was interrupted by the waitress bringing our drinks, momentarily distracted from Katie and the guys on the dance floor as she set the drinks on the table. Handing me my credit card, the waitress told me the tab was open and I hastily told her to keep the drinks flowing if she saw us getting low. She then smiled at me and nodded before walking away.

	
 

	After the waitress left, it was easy to find Katie, Chaz, and Mike again—I merely had to follow the direction of every man’s gaze in the club.

	
 

	Katie was now sandwiched between Chaz and Mike—Chaz pressing against Katie’s crotch while Mike continued to hold her against his chest, his crotch grinding into her ass. Mike’s hands were still cupping Katie’s breasts, and I saw Chaz’ hands were busy as well—wrapped around Katie’s ass, even as Mike ground against her.

	
 

	Neither Chaz nor Mike were discrete, Chaz blatantly squeezing Katie’s ass while she continued dancing as if he were not even there. Then Chaz leaned forward and began kissing Katie. 

	
 

	It was not Chaz’ boldness which surprised me, but Katie’s obvious enjoyment, hear head falling back against Mike’s shoulder, while her mouth moved rapidly as Chaz kissed her, Mike’s hands continuing to freely roam over her body.

	
 

	The next song came on, the back of my mind recognizing a club version of The Chainsmoker’s ‘Roses’ as I continued watching my girlfriend unabashedly make out with Chaz on the dance floor and get felt up.

	
 

	Chaz leaned back, breaking the kiss as his pelvis ground into Katie’s. Then to my surprise Katie turned her head and, without any hesitation, began making out with Mike! 

	
 

	Mike’s hand moved over Katie’s bare breast and squeezed, and I could only imagine Katie moaning into his mouth as her body was groped and fondled by the two men, the three only marginally ‘dancing,’ although Katie’s hips undulated in rhythm to the music between the two men.

	
 

	If I had not been watching her hips, I probably would not have noticed, but I realized Katie’s skirt was slowly rising! I became mesmerized as Chaz slowly lifted the piece of cloth around Katie’s waist, without her doing a thing!

	
 

	Inch by agonizing inch of my girlfriend’s lower body was exposed, Katie continuing to make out with Mike on the dance floor. Even after Chaz had raised her already-short skirt to her hips, exposing her bare pelvis and black thong—as well as her bare ass—Katie did nothing!

	
 

	My view became obstructed by several guys, realizing they too were watching my girlfriend’s exposure and moving for a better look at her, as I scooted along the couch until I could see once more.

	
 

	Chaz was now squeezing Katie’s bare ass cheeks, and in the brief moment my view had been blocked, he was now back to kissing my girlfriend.

	
 

	The lewd show continued until the song ended, then Katie broke away from the two guys’ embraces with a laugh. Casually pulling down her skirt as if it were nothing, I watched Katie turn and make her way towards me at the table, the two men following behind with grins so wide, I thought their faces would break.

	
 

	Katie came to the table and scooted into the seat next to me, leaning against me as if nothing had happened, while Chaz and Mike sat off to my left, still smiling widely, like kids who had their hand in the cookie jar and had gotten away with it.

	
 

	It was curious neither of them sat next to Katie, all of them acting like nothing untoward had happened on the dance floor as they praised Katie’s dancing.

	
 

	“Damn Bobby, your girl sure has moves,” Chaz said with a shit-eating grin. “It’s like she’s a real pro out there,” he said teasingly, looking directly at Katie.

	
 

	It was funny everybody knew he was referring to Katie’s stripping days, both he and Mike believing I knew nothing about her past, while Katie and I knew the truth. But we both remained quiet, me wanting to see if they continued their ‘blackmailing’ of her, getting her to do what they wanted.

	
 

	“Yeah Bobby, she even showed us a few moves we had not seen her do before,” Mike laughed.

	
 

	I gasped, pretending to fake a cough as I reached for my drink, taking a large swig while the guys made fun of me for not able to handle my liquor.

	
 

	What had startled me was Katie’s hand reaching beneath the table and grabbing my rock hard cock through my pants, giving it a firm squeeze.

	
 

	As I tried to compose myself—and not orgasming in my pants—Katie leaned over and whispered, “So you did see us,” she said, giving my cock another playful squeeze. “I take it from this,” she said, emphasizing her words with another tug on my hard shaft in her hand, “that you approve?” she asked.

	
 

	I turned towards her and gave her a smile and wink, saying, “Yes, even after all these years Katie surprises me,” I said, both to the guys’ and Katie’s benefit.

	
 

	Katie gave my cock another squeeze before pulling away, taking a large gulp of her vodka and tonic.

	
 

	The waitress appeared with another tray of drinks, smiling and introducing herself to everybody as she set them down on the table. 

	
 

	While Chaz and Mike flirted with the waitress, I looked directly at Katie, who winked at me before leaning over to me to whisper into my ear.

	
 

	“I am horny as fuck,” she said. “How long do we need to stay here? I want to feel you inside of me now,” she gasped.

	
 

	I grinned, turning to look at her before leaning back to her ear and whispering, “What about Chaz and Mike?” I asked.

	
 

	Katie replied immediately, saying, “They can find a ride back. They took a taxi last time, so they can come back to the house on their own,” she said, not understanding what I meant.

	
 

	Grinning, I looked at her before once again leaning towards her and asking, “No, what about fucking Chaz and Mike?”

	
 

	Katie turned towards me, her eyes wide in surprise as she said incredulously, “You’re fucking serious!”

	
 

	“Something wrong?” Chaz asked. 

	
 

	I turned towards him and Mike, seeing the waitress had left and both men looking at Katie and me with concern.

	
 

	“No, Bobby and I are having an argument over something he suggested this weekend,” she said hurriedly, adding quickly, “About the house, I mean,” she said as I looked at her.

	
 

	Katie was still flustered, and I looked at her as she glared back at me, but I also noted she had used the slang version of my name.

	
 

	I could tell my girlfriend was upset, although I was confused as to why. It was not like suggesting her hooking up with Chaz or Mike was something new. Although she had refused, she had never once become mad at the suggestion, merely teasing me and telling me it was not really what I wanted. Was she only now realizing I was serious?

	
 

	For Christ’s sake, she had already sucked both guys off, swallowing their cum like a sex starved slut! In my mind, the oral act was as intimate as sex, even though I knew Katie’s thoughts were more liberal concerning oral versus vaginal sex. For her, penetration was the only thing she considered actual ‘sex,’ the act of a man’s cock penetrating her mouth not being the same.

	
 

	It then hit me she had also called me ‘Bobby.’ So far the only times she had done so was when she was succumbing to the guys’ seduction. I was confused. Katie was obviously horny from the guys’ attention, yet suggesting she continue and go further had pissed her off?

	
 

	I looked back at her, seeing the anger in her eyes as she said, “You are fucking unbelievable,” she told me, no longer whispering and not caring that Chaz and Mike were sitting at the table with us.

	
 

	Katie finished her first drink and took a large sip of her second before scooting out of the seat and standing at the table, glaring down at me in anger.

	
 

	“I’m going to prove you wrong,” she said before turning to Mike and Chaz. “If one of you don’t mind, I really don’t want to be around my boyfriend right now, so who’s up for another dance?” she said.

	
 

	Chaz smiled, saying, “I’ll go first,” he told my glaring girlfriend eagerly, pushing Mike out of the seat so he could stand up.

	
 

	I watched as the large jock put his arm around Katie’s waist and grinned back at me over his shoulder before leading her out to the dance floor, where they were obscured from my sight.

	
 

	“Jesus Bobby, you need to learn not to piss off a girl when she’s dressed like that and obviously having a good time,” Mike said as the couple left. “What the fuck are you two arguing about now?” he asked.

	
 

	“It’s nothing,” I told him, obviously not wanting to explain what we were really fighting over. “I suggested some additions to the house that Katie is not happy with,” I lied, knowing Mike would not relent to find out what the two of us had been talking about. “If she would just agree I’m positive she’ll enjoy the changes as much as I would, if not more,” I said.

	
 

	There was obviously a double-meaning to my words, although Mike would never know that, but it felt good to voice some of my frustration in the open, even though Mike was unaware what I was really talking about.

	
 

	“Jesus Christ Bobby, it’s not like you guys are on a deadline,” he said. “You just moved into the house, so no reason to go about making sudden changes. You and Katie have been having problems lately,” he said, “so just let things move at their own pace,” he said. “I’m sure she’s got a ton of things on her mind. For fuck’s sake, you just bought a damn house!” he exclaimed. “You two are living together—officially. Isn’t that enough for her to think about. I mean fuck, the next thing you know you two will be engaged, then married, then chasing around several kids,” he laughed.

	
 

	I wondered how much of Mike’s concern was towards Katie and I’s relationship, or to merely have Katie in a good mood to manipulate her in to his lust.

	
 

	Turning my attention back to the dance floor, I recognized the song playing, Skrillex’ “Where Are U Now” with Justin Bieber. It was another song Katie loved, and I looked around for her and Chaz, knowing she would be absorbed in the song, even if she was upset with me.

	
 

	Finishing my second drink, I smiled as the waitress almost magically appeared, bringing more mixed drinks as she cleared away the empty glasses.

	
 

	Being the driver, I told her to stop bringing me more vodkas, sticking to nursing my beer, as I already was feeling a slight buzz.

	
 

	Ignoring Mike—I did not want to discuss much more with him—I kept my attention on the dance floor, looking for Chaz and Katie.

	
 

	Most of the women on the dance floor were dressed seductively in ‘come fuck me’ outfits, but I felt an immense pride knowing Katie was more seductive than any of them, her outfit not only revealing, but comfortable flaunting her body—which made her even more sensual. Although many of girls wore revealing outfits, their body language spoke volumes about them being either uncomfortable wearing such clothing or not interested in ‘playing the field,’ content to dance with their friends.

	
 

	It was apparent this was more of a singles bar—the majority of guys in groups and obviously on the prowl for a one-night stand. I had been dating Katie for so long, essentially off the market, I had forgotten the predatory nature of most guys at such meat markets. It was no surprise Chaz and Mike had wanted to come here—possibly in the hopes the singles atmosphere might help them score with her. Then again, they may have simply wanted an alternate plan if things did not work out. 

	
 

	Having watched Katie make out with both guys on the dance floor, I knew those concerns were unwarranted.

	
 

	I turned and saw Mike looking out on the dance floor intently, and I grinned, wondering what was going through his head. Was he concerned Chaz would hit on Katie without him? I doubted he had such concerns, having seen the recent changes in his demeanor towards Katie. I think he was merely excited for ‘his turn’ at my girlfriend, my mind again filling with images of Katie in her provocative outfit getting her chest felt up on the dance floor.

	
 

	We sat in silence as several more songs played—only one I recognized, being a club mix of Eminem’s ‘Guess Who’s Back.’ Mike and I were each lost in our own thoughts, both searching for signs of Katie and Chaz on the dance floor. 

	
 

	Being as we were in a club and the songs were extremely long, I estimated at least half an hour had passed and was starting to get worried at Katie’s absence. Although I knew she and Chaz were out there somewhere, this time there was no ‘telltale’ signs of men watching them. Although I did follow a few men’s gazes, they were typically on another woman—still proud Katie put them all to shame.

	
 

	It was not until a slower song came on—Nelly’s ‘The Fix’—and the dance floor crowd lessened I saw them. Typical of most dance floors when a slower song comes on, the non-committed couples tend to drift away for drinks, while the more involved couples continue to dance. Chaz and Katie, surprisingly, were one of the ones remaining.

	
 

	Normally during such moments when we were out, this was the type of song we would go back to our table for a few drinks, but such was not the case with Katie tonight.

	
 

	Glancing at Mike, I saw him chatting with a group of girls who had sat down beside us, again intrigued by his change in demeanor—the Mike I knew would never had the balls to talk to a strange group of women. As interesting as his new demeanor was, my attention was drawn towards Katie dancing with Chaz.

	
 

	My cock hardened as I saw Katie dancing with her back against Chaz’ chest, similar to earlier with Mike. And as before, her head was turned over her shoulder, her lips locked upon Chaz’ as he openly fondled her chest on the dance floor, both of their bodies moving sensually to the rhythm of the song.

	
 

	Mike was still intent on flirting with the girls next to us, but I was more focused on the dance floor, watching as Katie’s hips slowly undulated across Chaz’ pelvis. I had no doubts Katie could feel the man’s cock against her ass, as even a corpse would have gotten a hard-on from her movements.

	
 

	Meanwhile, Katie’s tits were getting considerable attention as Chaz squeezed and kneaded the exposed flesh without any concern of being in public, as I and several groups of guys around them watched.

	
 

	Katie then broke away from Chaz’ kiss, turning around to face him. For a brief moment I thought she would chastise him for his forwardness, but such was not the case as she put her arms around his neck and pulling him down and began fervently kissing him once again. 

	
 

	Chaz’ hands lowered and grasped Katie’s ass, fondling the yielding flesh just as he had her breasts, squeezing her ass cheeks as he pulled her against him, digging his erection into her as they ‘danced.’

	
 

	They made out throughout the rest of the song, and it was only as it ended I realized Katie’s skirt was once more pulled up around her hips, her shapely bare ass once again on display.

	
 

	It seemed more an after-thought that, when the song ended, she pulled her skirt back down, surprising me at not berating or admonishing Chaz in the slightest.

	
 

	Katie said something to Chaz turned away, and I watched as Chaz came to our table while Katie walked away.

	
 

	Turning away so Chaz did not know I had been watching, I focused on Mike hitting on the girls. The girls were obviously not interested in him, but Mike continued chatting with them until Chaz came back. At that point we both turned our attention to the jock, who looked at me knowingly with a wide grin before sitting down.

	
 

	“Damn Bobby, but that girl of yours is hot!” Chaz exclaimed, taking a long pull from his beer bottle. “If we weren’t such friends, I’d try a stab at her myself,” he laughed, as Mike laughed next to him.

	
 

	It was one of those instances where everybody knew the truth, but not everybody knew that fact. It was like the proverbial elephant in the room, Chaz making a comment about hitting on Katie, me knowing he had been doing it all along, although neither he nor Mike knew I knew. It was almost comical.

	
 

	Then Chaz bent down and whispered something in Mike’s ear.

	
 

	Immediately Mike’s face lit up with interest and he looked at Chaz and said, “Really? I might test that theory,” he laughed along with Chaz.

	
 

	I knew they were talking about Katie, but had no idea as to what. I suspected it had something to do with Chaz making out with her on the dance floor.

	
 

	Asking where Katie was, Chaz answered, “Oh, she had to go to the little girls’ room.”

	
 

	As arduously as Katie and Chaz had been making out on the dance floor, I suspected Katie had used that excuse to go and freshen up her make-up.

	
 

	“Oh, and that girl is quite pissed off with you,” Chaz added. “I don’t know what you two are arguing about, but you better watch it,” he said. “In a place like this, she could find somebody to take your place at the drop of a hat,” he said, looking at me intently.

	
 

	Chaz was baiting me, but I also wanted to spark the possibility of him and Katie hooking up, so answered, “Let her,” I told him with a laugh. “She’ll find out what she’s missing if she does,” I said with mock bravado.

	
 

	Chaz was about to answer when Katie appeared at the table, scooting along the booth next to me, taking a long pull from her drink.

	
 

	“Miss me?” she laughed, looking deliberately across at the other guys, purposely ignoring me.

	
 

	“Definitely!” Mike said.

	
 

	“I was just telling Bobby here to watch himself. Pissing a girl like you off in a place like this could cause you to rethink your relationship status,” Chaz said with a laugh as he took another pull from his drink.

	
 

	“And I told them you were a big girl. If you wanted to test the waters with somebody else, I wouldn’t mind,” I told her without thinking of what I was saying. “You’ll realize what you’re missing and come back.”

	
 

	It was like everything went in slow motion. Mike and Chaz looked at me in surprise, as if I had grown another head. Looking at Katie, I saw her earlier anger return to her face tenfold. It was at that moment I realized I had too much to drink, and the filter between my brain and my mouth was gone.

	
 

	“Well, then maybe I will sample what’s out there and make you eat your words when it’s you who realizes what he’s missing,” Katie spat.

	
 

	I may be slow, but I am not completely stupid, and I realized I had pushed Katie too far. She had been reluctant to be friskier and let the guys hit on her, and I understood everything she had done was for me. 

	
 

	Katie knew as well as I our relationship was hitting a rocky spot, and we were both willing to go out of our way to spice it up. Buying the house, moving in together—these were all lifestyle changes we had agreed upon to try and cement our relationship. I should have taken the hint from her previous objections, but I had been so caught up in how exciting it had been to see her in such a way, I had not realized everything had been purely for my benefit.

	
 

	It was a testament of Katie’s love she was willing to flirt with the other guys, even though to she had told me several times it felt wrong. 

	
 

	Yes, she had let Chaz and Mike grope her. Yes, she had made out with both guys. Yes, she had dressed provocatively in front of them. All of these things Katie had been uncomfortable doing, yet she had done so, knowing how much it had turned me on.

	
 

	Things had gotten out of hand on the beach, we both knew that. Katie had admitted getting too caught up in what was happening to think rationally—allowing the guys to not only fondle and make out with her, but becoming so reckless they had fingered her pussy. Afterwards she may have been extremely horny, but she had also felt profound despair at what she had done.

	
 

	And stupid me, I had continued to push.

	
 

	Katie giving both guys blowjobs may have been exciting, but for her it had been more in a taboo sort of way. She had never wanted to go that far, yet I had pushed and pushed until she had given in.

	
 

	She had distinctly told me that had been her ‘line in the sand’—pushing back when I suggested her going further.

	
 

	She had apparently had enough. Now there was nothing but anger in her eyes for me pushing on too many times for something she was so firmly against.

	
 

	Although buzzed, these thoughts flashed through my mind in an instant as Katie looked towards Mike and said, “Mike, would you like to dance? Bobby obviously doesn’t mind who I’m with, and as angry as I am now I need to be with somebody safe,” she said.

	
 

	Finishing her drink in one pull, Katie got up and without waiting for an answer, walked towards the dance floor.

	
 

	Without a word Mike got up and followed Katie, both of them swallowed up by the dance floor crowd.

	
 

	Chaz was less quiet.

	
 

	“Dude! What the fuck was that?” Chaz said. “Do you want her to go home with somebody else tonight and regret it forever?” he asked.

	
 

	Turning my attention to him after watching both Mike and Katie walk to the dancefloor, he continued.

	
 

	“Fuck. You are definitely in the proverbial doghouse,” he laughed. “I can’t believe you just told your hot girlfriend to go be with another guy, inferring that you, being the prince of men, are the best thing she will ever have!” he said.

	
 

	“That’s not what I said,” I told him defensively, although what he said made sense through my befuddled mind.

	
 

	“Fuck yeah that is exactly what you said,” he replied. “And even worse, she said she might!” Chaz exclaimed loudly enough to draw the attention of the tables around us.

	
 

	“Well, then I guess I’m lucky she’s out there with Mike,” I answered, trying to make light of the situation.

	
 

	Chaz looked at me for a long time before shaking his head. Then he said somberly, “If there is anybody in this club I would not trust Katie with, it would be Mike,” he told me.

	
 

	Chaz had been knocking back the drinks quite a bit, and was probably well on his way to be drunk to admit something like that about Mike.

	
 

	“What?” I said, then laughed. I had known Mike for almost ten years, and although his behavior had been a little off this weekend, I still believed him to be harmless.

	
 

	“Look, I have been pretty quiet this weekend not saying anything, but Mike’s not who you think he is,” he told me. Looking at me pointedly, he continued, saying, “I know he puts off this shy and ‘I’m happy to do whatever you want to do’ vibe, but when it comes to women, that fucker is sicker than I am,” he told me.

	
 

	I laughed again at how ridiculous he sounded. “We’re talking about the same Mike, right?” I asked. “Michael McKinney, who actually broke out in hives his freshman year of college when he talked to a girl for the first time?” I said incredulously.

	
 

	“I know you two have hung around since college,” Chaz said, “but that dude has serious issues. Yeah, he’s shy talking to a girl for the first time, but once he’s comfortable enough with her, he treats them like shit,” he told me. “For Mike, a girl is good for only one thing, to get his rocks off, and he doesn’t care how perverse of a way he needs to do it,” he said as I looked at him in surprise.

	
 

	I laughed again. “You are so full of shit,” I told him. “What, did Mike tell you he couldn’t pay for his drinks tonight? So this is your way of getting back at him?” I asked.

	
 

	But Chaz’ face was serious, and my smile left my face quickly.

	
 

	“I’m just saying you should watch out for him when it comes to Katie. He’s comfortable around her, and that’s his modus operandi—get a girl to lower her defenses, before he does the freaky shit,” he said.

	
 

	I had known Mike for so long, we were like distant cousins. Although he was not my ‘best friend,’ he was the closest friend I had, and I knew Chaz was feeding me bullshit. In all the years he had known Katie, he had never acted anything but meek around her.

	
 

	“You do the same thing,” I told Chaz, throwing his words back at him. “How many times have you pulled a girl away from her significant other to fuck them?” I asked with a laugh.

	
 

	“It’s not the same,” Chaz replied. “Yeah, I like variety, and I also like the challenge of stealing a girl away from her man, but that’s merely to fuck them. It’s catch and release for me,” he laughed at his own joke. “But once I fuck them, I’m done. And I don’t do anything freaky with them,” he said. “Mike’s view on ‘having a good time’ is a bit fucked up,” he told me.

	
 

	I was not sure what game Chaz was playing. I had watched Katie suck both guys off—my cock coming alive in my pants as I remembered—and Chaz had been just as vulgar and demanding as Mike had been. Granted I had been surprised at Mike’s aggressiveness, but I believed he was just ‘in’ to what was happening. His language had been demeaning, but nothing outside the realm of ‘talking dirty.’

	
 

	Once again I laughed, and Chaz simply shook his head as if to say, ‘I warned you, what you do with it is your own concern.’

	
 

	The conversation over, I looked out towards the dance floor to try and see Katie and Mike.

	
 

	Although Katie had always been uneasy around Mike, I quickly dismissed Chaz’ comments, focusing instead on the dance floor.

	
 

	There were definitely more people in the club than when we had arrived, and looking around, saw all the sofa areas were full of people. Although there were several empty barstool tables, I was not sure if they were taken, as there were several drinks on each table—the occupants possibly out on the dance floor.

	
 

	But I saw no sign of Katie or Mike.

	
 

	I was not worried. Even though we were having a fight, after five years I was comfortable enough in our relationship not to jump to conclusions and believe Katie was going to ‘run off with another man,’ no matter what she may say in anger. And regardless of whatever issue Chaz was having with Mike, I was confident my buddy would keep an eye on her.

	
 

	That was not to say I did not think Mike would try to hit on Katie. I had watched how he and Chaz had groped and made out with my girlfriend—and after seeing Chaz with Katie alone on the dance floor, I knew Chaz had no room to talk, as well as having no doubts Mike would try the same. 

	
 

	Whether Katie would let Mike feel her up or not was a bigger question. Katie’s uneasiness around Mike was lessened when Chaz was around, but alone with him was a different matter.

	
 

	Looking around, I still saw no sign of my girlfriend and friend on the dance floor, again noting how much more crowded the club was, thankful we had arrived early enough to get a spot to sit. I saw several groups looking at Chaz and I sitting at table enviously, the number of drinks on the table showed we had more people with us.

	
 

	Taking note of the drinks, I realized I had finished my beer as well as Katie’s, while Chaz had long finished both his drinks. Also, Katie and Mike had been dancing for some time, several songs having played as Chaz and I had talked.

	
 

	Looking around, I saw no sign of our waitress, and wanting to get a better view of the dance floor to look for Katie and Mike, I told Chaz, “I think our waitress forgot us,” I said with a laugh. “I’m gonna go hit the bar and get some more drinks,” I told him.

	
 

	Chaz nodded and told me beers would be fine—he had apparently had enough bourbons to give him a good buzz, and not wanting to be hungover in the morning, was switching to something low key.

	
 

	Although crowded, I got drinks at the bar fairly fast, and while waiting, spent the time searching the dance floor for Katie.

	
 

	I still had not found them by the time the bartender brought me four bottles of beer, so I planned to circle around the club before going back to the table in an attempt to track them down.

	
 

	I had gone about halfway around the dance floor—having to walk across it in front of the stage with the DJ—before a small group of people off to the side caught my attention. A few girls were in the mix, but it was mostly guys, standing around laughing and cheering as if there was a football game or something they were watching.

	
 

	My curiosity getting the best of me, even though the four beer bottles in my hands were numbing my fingers due to the cold, I moved closer to see what was going on.

	
 

	As I got nearer, I heard a few of the guys’ comments.

	
 

	“Damn, that bitch is hot to trot!”

	
 

	“Fuck, that guy is all over her—they obviously don’t give a shit who sees them either, they’re putting on a helluva show. Is that her boyfriend?” one asked.

	
 

	“Somebody said she came with several guys, so who knows. Fuck, she might end up doing all of them the way she’s acting,” another guy laughed.

	
 

	It was as if Moses were parting the Red Sea as the crowd opened up before me, and I almost dropped the beer bottles as I saw what everybody was watching, my eyes widening in shock.

	
 

	It was Mike and Katie making out, the crowd cheering them on around them!

	
 

	Mike was against the wall, Katie in front of him, her back to the crowd, which explained some of her indifference towards the group egging them on; however, I knew it was impossible not to be aware of them as much noise as they were making watching the couple make out.

	
 

	I continued to stare, my eyes all on Katie—or more to the point, what Mike was doing with her.

	
 

	They were kissing passionately, very much like they had done on the dance floor; however, more was going on than dancing and kissing. Katie’s skirt was raised, a good half of her ass cheeks visible, and as I looked on, one guy reached out and began caressing her exposed cheek.

	
 

	Katie was oblivious to the stranger’s touch, continuing to make out with Mike, her arms wrapped tightly around his neck.

	
 

	Feeling emboldened at her lack of response, the stranger squeezed Katie’s ass cheek firmly, his fingers digging into her tanned flesh like dough. 

	
 

	And still Katie did not acknowledge his presence!

	
 

	Encouraged by Katie’s lack of response, another guy to her other side also reached out, and began groping the other cheek of her ass!

	
 

	And Katie and Mike continued making out as if they were the only ones there.

	
 

	Mike’s hands were between them, probably groping Katie’s breasts, although her body was blocking most of what was going on; however, simply knowing what was happening—watching two complete strangers grope my girlfriend’s ass—caused my cock to immediately harden.

	
 

	Abruptly Mike pushed back, causing Katie to stumble back on her high-heeled platform shoes, and she might have fallen had it not been for the two men groping and clutching her ass. But she seemed barely aware of the guys who had steadied her by holding her bare ass, instead looking back at Mike, in a mixture of surprise and, to my astonishment, lust.

	
 

	There was relief on her face when Mike reached out to her arm; however, both her and my own eyes widened in shock when Mike—instead of pulling her to him as expected—roughly turned her and pushed Katie into the arms of the guy next to him. The same guy who had first touched Katie’s ass when I had arrived!

	
 

	Katie looked questioningly at Mike, who smiled lecherously and nodded his head towards the strange guy, saying, “Go on.”

	
 

	My mouth fell open when Katie turned to the man and, pausing only long enough to tilt her head slightly, began making out with him!

	
 

	I could only stare as my girlfriend made out with a complete stranger in a bar, her skirt pulled up and exposing her ass to everybody. And no chaste kiss at that, as Katie’s and the stranger’s mouths were stretched wide open as their jaws moved rapidly, their tongues obviously dancing with each other’s.

	
 

	The strange man wasted no time French kissing the hot girl literally thrown into his arms, as his right hand reached up and he began roughly squeezing and kneading Katie’s practically-bare breast.

	
 

	My heart beat rapidly in my chest, my blood throbbing loudly in my ears over the loud dance music as I watched a stranger make out with Katie and fondle her.

	
 

	Then my cock began throbbing as the man’s other hand lowered and moved between Katie’s legs!

	
 

	Katie’s hips hitched forward, slowly rocking back and forth as I stared in amazement, realizing he was actually fingering her! 

	
 

	The crowd around me cheered loudly as my girlfriend of five years made out with the stranger, her breast fondled with one hand, while he finger-fucked her with the other.

	
 

	Everything faded in to the background—the crowd, the club, the music—as I watched a stranger assault my girlfriend. My cock was harder than I ever felt it, throbbing incessantly in my pants as Katie’s hips rocked back and forth.

	
 

	I should have been pissed off. I should have been jealous. I should have been concerned. Yet the only feeling I had was arousal. My heart was in my throat, not from fear or jealousy, but from lust, wanting to see Katie go even further. I wanted to see Katie be fucked by this stranger.

	
 

	I had no second thoughts on the matter. No self-loathing came to me, no guilt or confusion as to what could be wrong with me. I only felt an overwhelming desire to see my girlfriend go down on this stranger, to see him use her until he was satisfied; this stranger, this man who was even now getting her off.

	
 

	Katie’s head suddenly broke from the ongoing oral acrobatics between her and the stranger’s tongue and her head fell back. If her eyes had been open, she would have been looking at the ceiling, but they were closed as she let out a loud cry.

	
 

	The crowd around her went wild, several guys applauding, but my attention was absorbed on my girlfriend, who was cumming from a stranger, cumming before a group of strangers.

	
 

	The man’s hand was rapidly moving between Katie’s legs, still finger fucking her as Katie orgasmed over and over, her hips bucking involuntarily in response to the man’s flagrant invasion of her pussy.

	
 

	Glancing at Mike, he was watching Katie intently, not noticing me amongst the crowd, and I soon realized he was saying something. As I watched his lips, I made out the words, “That’s it cunt, show your true nature; you’re just a slut for the taking.”

	
 

	If I had not been so turned on, I would have been upset at his vulgar words; however, I could only feel lust as Mike basically echoed the trend of my thoughts.

	
 

	Turning back to the ‘main show,’ I watched as the man stopped, stepping away from my girlfriend.

	
 

	I was ready to move away, thinking Katie would come to her senses and Mike would take them back to the table, but my mouth literally fell open as Katie immediately turned and began making out with the next guy!

	
 

	This guy wasted no time, his hand instantly going between Katie’s legs as he blatantly began finger fucking her as rapidly as the last guy. 

	
 

	I was mesmerized, my cock sticking straight out from my pants, as I watched as Katie raised her right leg, wrapping it around the stranger’s thigh as her hips began bucking rapidly, impaling herself upon the man’s hand as rapidly as he thrusted his fingers into her.

	
 

	The broke their kiss, and I could only stare as Katie looked intently in the stranger’s face, as he watched her. 

	
 

	Katie’s head began to nod several times, almost as if she were keeping time to a song, until she once again tilted her head back.

	
 

	The crowd once again cheered as Katie came a second time, to another stranger, her hips bucking wildly as he thrusted who knew how many fingers into her ravaged pussy.

	
 

	Time lost any meaning as I stood amongst the crowd, watching my girlfriend cum for yet the second time to a complete stranger driving his fingers into her pussy.

	
 

	It took longer for Katie to come out of her orgasmic daze, but eventually she lowered her leg and stepped back.

	
 

	To my surprise and confusion, she turned to Mike and hugged him.

	
 

	Mike laughed, saying loud enough for everybody around them to hear, “Well, I think that’s it for the night guys,” he said as several men around me groaned. “I think this little hottie is worn out and ready for bed,” he said.

	
 

	A few guys offered to take her home with them to their bed, but Mike laughed, and without another word, slowly turned Katie and led her in the direction of our table.

	
 

	I stood there for several moments as the crowd dispersed, their vulgar entertainment having completed, but I was barely aware of them, my mind having a million and one thoughts.

	
 

	What had caused Katie to become so reckless? I knew it was not simply our fight getting her to this point, there being a combination of factors—the drinks, the club atmosphere, my constant nagging at her to flirt more, Mike and Chaz continuously hitting on her, and probably a dozen other things.

	
 

	Slowly I became aware of my surroundings. Although I had lost track of time, I knew the guys and Katie would be wondering where I was, so I quickly made my way back to the table, my mind still swirling in a whirlwind of thoughts—and my cock rock hard in my pants.

	
 

	As I neared our table, I saw only Mike and Chaz sitting at the table—Katie nowhere to be seen. Assuming she had excused herself to ‘freshen up’ in the restroom after her flagrant display of sluttiness, I still looked towards the dance floor wondering if she was with somebody else—or more excitingly, in another corner of the club with somebody.

	
 

	Neither Mike nor Chaz saw me, and coming closer, I started to hear snippets of their conversation.

	
 

	“You were right, she’s getting to the point where I think she’ll fuck anybody,” Mike was saying to Chaz excitedly. “Christ, I couldn’t believe she let two guys finger fuck her in front of a crowd. And not only that, but the bitch came—twice!” Mike laughed, recounting to Chaz what had occurred.

	
 

	I realized less time had passed than I had thought as I listened to the conversation.

	
 

	“Damn, the one time I let her alone with you and you fucking flip her over yourself,” Chaz laughed. “That’s usually my job!” he said as he and Mike laughed. Then his face became serious as he said, “Now if we can only get rid of Bobby. I think she’ll let us both do her,” he said excitedly. “Fuck, she’s already gone down on us, so it’s not going to take much nudging,” he laughed.

	
 

	“I don’t know,” Mike said looking at Chaz. “She’s already upset and regretting it and wants to go home,” he said. “Hell, she may not even let Bobby fuck her tonight if she’s feeling that much remorse,” he said dejectedly.

	
 

	“Well, she’s still pissed at him,” Chaz said. “But I if she stays mad at him we might be able to capitalize on it. Just tell her she has nothing to feel guilty about. Fuck, Bobby pretty much told her to do it!” Chaz laughed, as I listened to their warped plans on seducing my girlfriend. “But you may be right, it may have been too much too soon. Fuck, we might leave tomorrow like we planned if nothing else happens,” he said.

	
 

	“Bobby still works tomorrow, so we’ll have another chance alone with her, but you may be right, we may have pushed her to the limit. If she’s upset at a little fingering by a stranger, I doubt she’ll roll over and fuck his friends,” Mike replied.

	
 

	As I came closer, I said, “Excuse me!” louder than normal as I passed by a small group of people near our table, purposely letting Mike and Chaz know I was close as I walked to the table.

	
 

	“Where the fuck have you been?” Chaz said. “You left over half an hour ago!”

	
 

	I told them the bar had been too crowded and went to the other one, which also explained why I was coming from the opposite direction. The guys seemed to accept my excuse as Chaz took two of the beers and handed one to Mike.

	
 

	“It was probably pointless,” Chaz said, taking a long pull from his beer as Mike followed suit. “Your girlfriend is talking about leaving, so drink up,” he told me as I also took a long drink—mainly to push my heart back down from my throat after watching Katie’s lewd show.

	
 

	The guys told me Katie had gone to the restroom, confirming my earlier suspicions, and shortly thereafter she returned, scooting next to me as she took her beer and took a long drink herself.

	
 

	“I’m ready to go home,” she said after finishing her beer in two drinks. 

	
 

	Looking at her expression, I could tell there would be no dispute. She was obviously still upset, and I knew I would get an earful once we got home.

	
 

	Although she had obviously freshened up—her lipstick looking freshly applied and her hair straightened out—Katie’s face was still flushed from her recent ‘activities,’ but I was not sure if the other emotions on her face were from embarrassment, anger, or arousal.

	
 

	The ride back to the house was eerily quiet, each of us lost in our own thoughts.

	
 

	Based upon what Mike and Chaz discussed earlier, both were apparently upset their night with Katie was over so abruptly. I could tell from some of his comments towards Mike, Chaz was irritated at him for pushing Katie too far at the bar.

	
 

	Katie was undoubtedly thinking the same thing, although for different reasons, probably shame, as her silence had almost an ‘I can’t believe I did that!’ vibe.

	
 

	As to me, well, I was horny as hell. Watching Katie make out with the guys, then her little sex show with Mike had made me love her even more. I wanted her like never before—while at the same time wanting to see her go further.

	
 

	The whole drive home my dick was as hard as a board as I relived Katie being fingered by the two men. My imagination took over as visions of Katie on her knees sucking Chaz and Mike—as well as other strangers—filled my head. 

	
 

	I was so preoccupied thinking of Katie with other men, I almost missed our exit off the highway to our house.

	
 

	Entering the house, Katie went straight to our bedroom without saying a word, and I quickly said goodnight to the guys, them looking at me with pity. They knew I was not going to get to bed anytime soon, as Katie was clearly still angry. As I was leaving they stated they were also going to bed, the night done and them not wanting to stay up and listen to Katie and I argue.

	
 

	So it was with reluctance I went to our room, opening and closing the door before looking up at Katie, who stood in the middle of the room.

	
 

	She looked incredible wearing her half-corset dress and high-heels. To my shame, I immediately imagined her with the two strangers who had felt her up and made out with her, my cock hardening at my own recollection.

	
 

	“We need to talk,” Katie said quietly.

	
 

	I looked at her and was surprised to not see anger in her face. Instead, there was profound regret and humiliation in her eyes, I knew instantly what was bothering her.

	
 

	“You mean about making out with those guys and letting them get you off?” I said with a grin.

	
 

	“You saw?” Katie gasped.

	
 

	I smiled. “Saw?” I replied, “Hell, I was one of the ones rooting you on,” I told her excitedly.

	
 

	Katie looked at me in surprise. “You’re not mad?” she asked, obviously bewildered.

	
 

	“Mad?” I asked. “Why would I be mad? That’s exactly what I’ve been fantasizing about this whole weekend. Hell, I wanted it to go even further,” I said, taking a step towards her. “Thinking about you fucking another man, him using you to satisfy his own lust has me hard as a rock,” I said, grasping her hand and pulling it to my crotch.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes widened feeling my undeniable erection.

	
 

	“I thought you’d be upset,” she said, confusion apparent in her voice as well as surprise at my apparent reaction. Needing to voice her thoughts, I let her continue. “I don’t know what happened. I was dancing with Mike, still angry at you, and he was talking about how I should teach you a lesson and make you eat your words by ‘playing the field,’” she told me. “Then we started making out. At first it started on the dance floor, and even though I had already made out with both of the guys, being alone so-to-speak with Mike was different. The sensation was overwhelming, and I couldn’t even think straight, my body became so fucking horny I wasn’t even aware of him leading me off the dance floor,” she explained, reliving the events in her head. “The next thing I knew his hands were all over me and I didn’t want him to stop. I can’t remember ever being that turned on and was lost in lust when he turned me around and thrusted me on the other guy. It was like a dam had burst and all my inhibitions thrown out the window, I couldn’t stop myself, letting him do whatever he wanted,” she said, the regret evident upon her face.

	
 

	“Did you enjoy it?” I asked quietly, feeling my cock throbbing at Katie’s description of events.

	
 

	“What?” she asked, as if the question was unexpected from me. She simply stood and looked at me, her face flushing in embarrassment.

	
 

	I repeated myself as she continued staring into my face before finally dropping her gaze and nodding, her cheeks again reddening.

	
 

	In a flash she was in my arms, our bodies pressed against each other as we kissed passionately. I groaned as she grabbed my crotch, and I found myself grinding my pelvis into her hand. Reaching down, I yanked the pasty covering her breast, Katie gasping as the adhesive made a ripping sound when it was pulled from her skin.

	
 

	Her bare breast freed, I bent down and took her nipple in my mouth, my tongue rasping across the hardened bud and Katie moaned loudly.

	
 

	After several moments suckling her breast, Katie stepped back. Looking at me intently, she reached up and began to untie the fastenings to her dress, shimmying out of it until she stood before me naked, in nothing but her high platform heels.

	
 

	“Where are your panties?” I asked, curiously.

	
 

	Katie flushed again in embarrassment as she answered, “Somewhere at the bar. One of the guys who groped me tore it off,” she admitted.

	
 

	I had missed that scene, although remembered a moment when my view of Katie and Mike had been obscured before she had been passed between the two men and my cock grew harder, not understanding my girlfriend had been completely exposed beneath her skirt. No wonder he had immediately begun fingering her.

	
 

	“I need you inside me,” Katie moaned, walking back up to me and kissing me roughly.

	
 

	There was only one thing I wanted more than fucking my girlfriend at the moment, and that was to watch her fuck somebody else, the thought of the two men having their way with her coming back to mind.

	
 

	A lewd thought formed in my head.

	
 

	“Put something sexy on,” I whispered in a husky voice.

	
 

	Katie looked at me questioningly, asking, “That outfit I wore to the club wasn’t sexy enough?” 

	
 

	I grinned at her lecherously, and Katie moaned, the lust obvious in my eyes. Finally, she relented from my stare and lowered her gaze, asking what I wanted her to wear.

	
 

	I thought for a moment before answering. “How about something you would have worn in your stripper days,” I suggested. “Maybe something you can do a striptease with,” I said. “I’m sure you have something from your shopping spree with Mike and Chaz,” I told her.

	
 

	Katie grinned at me. “Oh, so you want to play that game,” she said knowingly. “I know just the thing,” she said seductively. “Mike and Chaz said it would have been perfect ‘back in the day,’” she responded, adding, “And don’t look!” as she made her way to the closet.

	
 

	I told Katie I had to go to the bathroom anyways, and she suggested I stay there until she said she was ready and I agreed, wondering what outfit she had in mind for her striptease.

	
 

	Relieving myself, I heard Mike in the adjacent bedroom settling down for the night. 

	
 

	The bathroom had three entrances, one from the master bedroom, one from the guest room, and one exiting the hallway, and I saw the light beneath the guest room go out, knowing Mike was going to bed. Cracking open the hallway door and looking towards the living room where Chaz was sleeping, I saw the flicker of the television—Chaz had not settled in just yet.

	
 

	I heard music coming from the living room, realizing Chaz had put on one of the music channels, and I smiled, things working out better than I could imagine for the possible plan I had in mind. Sometimes things in the Universe just worked how you wanted, thinking I had only one more major thing to go right—and she was in the next room.

	
 

	I was startled when the there was a knock on the bedroom door to the bathroom, hearing Katie whispering I could come out. 

	
 

	Leaving the hallway door ajar, I turned off the light and made my way into our bedroom.

	
 

	My eyes ravenously drank in the sight of Katie standing in the middle of the room. She had looked spectacular in her club outfit; however, this outfit seemed to exude even more sexuality!

	
 

	The outfit was simple, consisting of two layers. The outer layer was a long-sleeved dress—if you could call it a dress, the entire thing composed of red lace, doing nothing to hide Katie’s body beneath, and tightly hugging every curve. But it could only reveal so much, as the inner layer of the dress revealed her to be wearing a bandeau-like halter and a tight pair of hot pants, both made of red leather.

	
 

	Keeping in mind I had told her to dress for a striptease, I recognized the ‘dress’ could be taken off while still leaving plenty of clothing for my imagination. My cock grew at the thought of seeing her peel off one layer after another.

	
 

	Topping off the outfit were a pair of shoes I had never seen before, true clear-colored ‘stripper’ platforms that must have had seven inch heels.

	
 

	I could only imagine Katie performing a striptease, realizing she had never done one for me in the five years we had dated.

	
 

	“You like?” she asked, giving me a seductive smile.

	
 

	I nodded and Katie smiled, saying, “Good, I’m so horny right now. You need to fuck me good and hard, so let’s get this over with,” she told me excitedly. “Sit on the bed,” she said in a husky voice. “Since the radio is in the living room, we’ll have to make do with the clock radio,” she told me, moving towards the bed.

	
 

	“The radio will be fine,” I replied back, the eagerness evident in my voice as Katie stopped and looked at me questioningly. “The living room is where you’ll be doing your striptease,” I explained to her with a grin.

	
 

	Katie looked at me in confusion, asking, “What?”

	
 

	“You told me before we left if you got any hornier, you might fuck Chaz or Mike,” I said.

	
 

	Katie looked at me angrily. “I did not say that!” she stated.

	
 

	I shrugged, smiling and saying, “Well, it was implied. I saw how hot you were making out with those guys and Mike in the corner, and how you let them feel you up,” I told her. “Now’s your chance to show you weren’t just teasing them,” I said.

	
 

	Katie looked at me in shock and a hint of growing anger as she said, “I was teasing them,” she told me.

	
 

	I shrugged as Katie’s face became red with anger, and I realized I had gone too far.

	
 

	“You know, I’ve put up with this sick fantasy of yours all weekend,” she told me, loud enough that I knew if they were still awake, the guys would hear her. “First it was ‘Katie, let them hit on you,’ then it was ‘Katie, let them feel you up,’” she spat at me. “It was all fun and games, and to be honest, I enjoyed seeing you so worked up after so long—it’s been years since you looked at me like you have this weekend,” she said. “So I was alright with debasing myself and letting them see me naked on the beach. Hell, it’s not like they haven’t seen me naked before they both saw me when I stripped, but it’s gone too far,” she told me, looking at me intently. “This morning things got way out of hand and I was caught off guard in the shower,” she explained heatedly. “I honestly don’t know what came over me giving both those guys blowjobs when all I’ve ever wanted was you. I have been feeling guilty about it all day. You saw what happened at the club when you pissed me off, and now you want me to go out there and strip for one of them? Stealing my bikini is one thing, but you fucking know what is implied with a striptease and how they’ll take it,” she said, looking at me intently.

	
 

	I shrugged again, giving her a sheepish grin. I knew exactly what I was asking, but apparently that was exactly the wrong thing to do as Katie went livid.

	
 

	“Jesus!” she yelled out, loud enough for the whole house to hear before she lowered her voice. “What the fuck is going on with you?” she asked. “You really want your girlfriend to fuck somebody else?” she asked, looking at me intently.

	
 

	I just stared at Katie, not knowing what to say as guilt suddenly washed over me. She was right, what was wrong with me? And yet the idea of Katie fucking another man was causing my blood to throb maddeningly in my head; thoughts of her not being intimate, but getting wildly fucked by somebody else was like a hunger within me. At this point, the only thing which could satiate my desires was seeing it happen, my dreams doing nothing more than prolonging the agony.

	
 

	I realized it had been quiet for some time, lost in my day dreaming as Katie stared angrily at me, fury plainly visible on her face.

	
 

	Had I just irrevocably ruined our relationship? Had I finally gone too far? 

	
 

	I had been so concerned with my own satisfaction, I never considered Katie’s feelings—or the moral dilemma she was trying to resolve in her mind. For the last five years she had been a loving girlfriend, but now I was asking told her to sleep with another guy—or actually two guys, one whom she really had just met this weekend. I realized even had she agreed to sleeping around, neither Chaz nor Mike would have been her choice, and yet once again I was thinking only of myself and my twisted desires, pushing her towards them when she had pushed back so many times.

	
 

	I was so caught up in my thoughts, I barely heard Katie’s whisper. As my mind registered what she said, I will always remember it as if was being announced over a PA speaker.

	
 

	“Fine.”

	
 

	“What?” I asked, not understanding her statement.

	
 

	Katie looked at me long and hard, her eyes feelings like lasers as they pierced me, as if looking in to my soul. Her anger was almost palpable, and I wondered if what she had said was her throwing in the towel, the conclusion to our relationship.

	
 

	Suddenly my gut was overwhelmed by deep anguish, twisting in knots as I stared back at her, the tears about to fall.

	
 

	“I said, fine,” she repeated. “If you believe you have thought this through and what the consequences will be, I’m not going to argue any more. For one thing, even as pissed off at you as I am, I’m too horny, so if I can’t have your cock, I’ll have to settle on another,” she told me crudely as I stared back at her in shock. “Just remember, you are the one who wanted this, so I don’t want to hear any goddamn ‘buyer’s remorse’ about feeling betrayed or hurt. And don’t you ever throw this back at me and tell me I cheated on you. I want it completely understood this is your doing,” she told me.

	
 

	I continued to stare at her, not believing my ears, but as Katie looked at me, I slowly nodded.

	
 

	Without another word, Katie walked past me and out the bedroom door, as I hurriedly followed behind.

	
 

	Holy shit, was she really going to do this, I thought, my pulse speeding up so fast, I wondered if I would have a stroke. I doubted Katie was actually going to do anything, probably expecting to prove to me once and for all I was wrong and have me stop things. But there was a small glimmer of hope this was happening.

	
 

	Katie’s high-heeled shoes were almost deafening as she made her way down the hallway towards the living room, the close walls echoing with the ‘clonk-clonk-clonk’ of her platform high-heeled shoes.

	
 

	Katie entered the living room and I stayed back where I knew Chaz would not see me, watching as she moved around the couch, directly in front of Chaz who was laying out on the reclining couch in front of the large television screen with his feet propped up.

	
 

	Katie made her way around him until she was standing in the inner angle of the ‘L’-shaped couch, glancing at the television and looking as if she had no concerns whatsoever.

	
 

	“Well now Kitty, what keeps you up this late?” Chaz asked. “I figured you and Bobby would have been sound and asleep recovering from the throes of make-up sex,” he chuckled, not mincing his words.

	
 

	I remained back in the hallway in the shadows, where Chaz could not see me if he glanced back; however, I had little to worry about—dressed as Katie was in her laced see-through dress, all his attention was upon her.

	
 

	Katie snorted, stating, “Who said we made up?” she asked indignantly, adding, “That might be true if Bobby,” she said, emphasizing the derogatory nickname, “had not drank too much and couldn’t even get it up,” she said. “He’s passed out, sound asleep, and I doubt a nuclear explosion could wake him up,” Katie said. “I came out here for a drink,” she said, moving towards our liquor cabinet.

	
 

	Pulling out a bottle of Jack Daniels, she turned to Chaz and said, “If I can’t get satisfied one way, I’ll do it another and get as drunk as he is,” she spat.

	
 

	Chaz laughed, saying, “Bobby never could hold his liquor, and I didn’t even think he drank that much at the club,” he laughed. “He always was such a fucking lightweight,” he said.

	
 

	Katie shrugged at his comment and poured a glass of whiskey, asking Chaz if he wanted a drink. I heard Chaz’ affirmative and watched as Katie handed the glass to him. Then, to both our surprise, she took the bottle and took a long pull from it, guzzling the amber fluid down like a man dying of thirst in the desert and given a bottle of water.

	
 

	Chaz chuckled as my girlfriend knocked back almost a quarter of the bottle like a sailor before tilting it down and sighing. “Thing is,” she told him, “I didn’t want to leave the club when we did. I’m still in the mood to dance. Bobby promised ‘other things’ to satisfy me when we got home, and now I’m denied even that,” she said, sticking out her lower lip like a little girl denied a piece of candy.

	
 

	Katie glanced at me before turning her attention back to Chaz, who was sitting cattycorner from me. I remained standing where I was, unsure if she was looking at me to stop what was going on, or merely seeing where I was so Chaz would not notice me.

	
 

	All I could see of Chaz was his body from the waist down, watching as his arm aimed the remote at the television. Immediately the music which had been playing earlier got louder, as Rhianna’s ‘Where Have You Been’ filled the room. It was a remix version, and glancing at the television, saw it featuring Flo-Rida, but my attention immediately turned back to the two people in the living room.

	
 

	“Well, dance if you’re still in the mood,” Chaz said, his voice laden with suggestive undertones.

	
 

	Katie smiled at the suggestion. Then in a teasing low voice, she said, “I can’t dance alone.”

	
 

	I imagined Chaz smiled, although I could not see as he asked, “Why not? I’m all settled down, and you’re the one who wants to dance. It’s not like you haven’t danced alone for a guy before, have you Kitty?” Chaz said suggestively.

	
 

	Katie again smiled. “True,” she said. “But I never dance for free, so what will you be willing to pay?” she asked in a suggestive manner, her voice laden with unspoken promises.

	
 

	She took another long pull from the bottle of whiskey and I realized she was probably drinking for the liquid courage, wondering if she was having second thoughts. She may have been pissed off at me enough to come out here, but going through with anything probably required more than just anger.

	
 

	My attention was drawn back to Chaz as he laughed before answering. “Well, I guess it will have to be something you want,” he told her, imagining the smile on his face as Katie nodded her affirmation in front of him

	
 

	“But you also have to make it worth my while,” he added. I saw movement on the couch and watched as Chaz pulled the sheet off his body. He was naked except for a pair of black silk boxer shorts; however, my eyes—as well as Katie’s—were drawn to the large tenting of his shorts.

	
 

	Having seen Chaz’ large cock many times in our college days—a hazardous inevitability when sharing showers in a fraternity—it never ceased to amaze me how something so big could be on another human being.

	
 

	“I’ll tell you what,” Chaz said, “If you give me one of your special dances like the old days and I’ll talk to Mike about leaving you alone and not telling Bobby about your past,” he said. “And we’ll leave tomorrow and let you and Bobby get back to your boring life,” he chuckled.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes glanced at me in the hallway. Although she could not see me in the darkened area, I nodded anyways, wanting things to move forward. 

	
 

	Katie looked at Chaz for a moment before speaking. 

	
 

	“So you won’t tell Bobby about the very thing you are asking me to do, to give you a lap dance,” she said, repeating his words back to him as if to make sure she understood. “How do I know you’ll keep your side of the bargain?” she asked.

	
 

	Katie was not stupid, and even though she had just drunk a quarter of a bottle of Jack Daniels just now, she understood the implications of Chaz’ request. I did not think Katie was going to be so reckless as to sleep with Chaz—she had already made it abundantly clear; however, she was offering to strip in front of him, and even that small concession had my cock hard as a steel beam. My mind was overwhelmed with fantasy images. Knowing she had already sucked both Mike and Chaz off, there was a possibility she might at least go that far again.

	
 

	Chaz chuckled at Katie’s comment, answering. “Does it matter? I know you must be starved for a real cock after all these years,” he said. “So you won’t pass up the chance for a real man given the chance.”

	
 

	Katie looked at him, and it was quite some time before she answered, saying, “I am perfectly happy with Bob, I don’t need anybody else,” she said.

	
 

	I remained where I was, realizing I was holding my breath.

	
 

	Chaz laughed again, and I thought he said something along the lines of, “We’ll see,” but he pointed the remote towards the television and turned up the volume even more. Then I watched as he lowered the foot rest of the couch, remaining reclined, but with his feet on the floor. 

	
 

	I watched as he slowly spread his legs, motioning for Katie to begin her dance.

	
 

	The ‘Club Mix’ channel was selected—appropriate for us having just been to a club—and I read the current song playing was a remix of Daya’s ‘Hide Away,’ about halfway done.

	
 

	Then I watched as Katie slowly began to swing her hips, gradually getting in to the ‘mood’ of the song.

	
 

	The song had a ballad-like beat, and Katie swayed her hips gradually to the music as the singer sang, the steady beat filling the room.

	
 

	I had seen Katie dance before; however, this was entirely different. She looked incredible, her body undulating slowly to the song, her hands slowly raising over her head as she danced sensually before Chaz.

	
 

	The music shifted in to a dub step beat, and Katie’s whole body shifted, her hands lowering to her breasts as she pushed them together, her cleavage exaggerated through the laced top as she dropped down to her knees, swaying seductively like a cobra, as she rotated her head, her hair fluttering and falling around her like a veil.

	
 

	Katie’s hips began moving, thrusting back and forth like she was fucking the floor, and I could only stare incredulously as she moved provocatively to the song.

	
 

	Then the song slowed again and I watched as Katie gradually rose, lifting herself up purely by the strength of her thighs. Even knowing she worked out, I was amazed at her leg strength as she rose to her feet, still swaying her entire body seductively as the song came to a slow close and ended.

	
 

	“I’ll give you another song to warm up,” Chaz said from the couch, “but you’re going to have to do better than that if you want me to keep my mouth shut,” he told her.

	
 

	I did not know what Chaz was talking about, Katie’s dance had been one of the most sensual things I had ever seen, yet he apparently wanted more. I still was amazed at the way Katie had moved, her body swaying to the song as if it were a part of her, immediately transitioning to the dub step section of the song like she had listened to the song all her life.

	
 

	The next song I did not know, it being some slow rap-like song. Glancing over to the screen, I saw it was called ‘Back up’ by Dej Loaf, but my eyes were drawn to Katie. I doubted Katie knew the song either, but she danced as if she did, part of me wondering if this was a product of her stripper days. 

	
 

	She began slowly undulating to the song and I was amazed at how her body moved and how her outfit seemed to be a part of her, the tight lace wrap leaving nothing to her imagination as she swayed to the beat.

	
 

	The song picked up to a steady clap-beat and my eyes widened as Katie’s ass began twerking! As a female rapped the song, Katie’s hips moved like a jackhammer, her ass bouncing up and down in double-time synch with the song. I stared in fascination as Katie began bouncing one ass cheek, then moved to the other, then bouncing them both together.

	
 

	I had never known Katie to twerk—hell, I did not even know she knew how—and I could only stare in aroused excitement as my sexy girlfriend bounced her ass as if she had joints in her hips I never knew existed in the human body.

	
 

	Katie leaned forward, her ass sticking out and jerking wildly as the song continued playing.

	
 

	“Now that’s the hot slut I remember,” Chaz said appreciatively as Katie’s ass twerked seductively before him.

	
 

	Katie reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress, slowly raising it over her bouncing ass until it was at her hips. As another slow part of the song played over the speakers, Katie slowly rotated her ass, then when the steady beat picked up again, her ass cheeks once more moved as if they belonged to another woman, like a marionette with each cheek on its own string.

	
 

	As the song came to an end, Katie stood up, the slow beat hypnotizing as she swayed. Slowly she pulled her dress up higher, slowly revealing more and more of her body until as the song ended, she pulled the lace wrap over her head and threw it in Chaz’ direction.

	
 

	Katie stood before Chaz in nothing but her high-heels, a bandeau leather top, and matching leather hot pants, and she had never looked sexier in her life!

	
 

	The next song came on and I recognized it immediately, Selena Gomez’ ‘Same Old Love.’ Katie and I had called it our ‘song of the year’ as our relationship had been in such a rut, the song seemed to be a dedication to a new beginning, starting with finding and moving into this new house, and hopefully maturing in to a better relationship in the future.

	
 

	Katie smiled, and I wondered if she had the same thoughts I did as she started moving seductively to the sensual beat.

	
 

	Putting her hands over her head, I watched mesmerized as her body undulated sensually and rhythmically. 

	
 

	Glancing at Chaz, I noticed his cock sticking straight up and peeking out of the slit of his boxer shorts. Obviously occupied with watching Katie dancing, I stepped forward to get a better look at my sexy girlfriend.

	
 

	Katie’s body continued to undulate and gyrate, her body parts moving both together and as if of their own accord, each section—from her hips, up through her spine, to her shoulders—moving as if they all had minds of their own. All I could do is stare hungrily as she moved, slowly turning around until she faced us again. 

	
 

	The song sped up as Katie bent down, her arms beneath her breasts and pushing them up, her succulent flesh pouring out of the top of the leather top. I watched transfixed as she smiled at Chaz and jiggled first one, then the other boob, bouncing them alternately as the song played.

	
 

	Then she bent her head forward, her hair draping forward.

	
 

	Suddenly she snapped her head back up, her long hair thrown behind her as she transfixed her gaze upon Chaz.

	
 

	How she could move her lower body almost in complete opposition to her torso I do not know, but she was like a snake bending at all angles, her entire body swaying sensually to the song.

	
 

	Slowly, without any break in movement, Katie moved her body seductively as she rose up, her eyes still glued to Chaz. 

	
 

	Katie deliberately lowered her gaze to Chaz’ erection, licking her lips slowly and purposely, like a lioness looking at her next meal.

	
 

	Katie raised her eyes and looked deliberately at me while her hands moved behind her and cupped her ass. As the refrain began, Katie arched her back, raising her hands slowly behind her. The refrain repeated over and over as I stared mesmerized as her body swayed sensuously in her skimpy outfit.

	
 

	The song paused briefly, and it seemed as if time stopped. As the final repeated refrain came by some male singer, Katie’s top fell forward, falling to the ground; however, it was forgotten as I—and undoubtedly Chaz—stared at her fully exposed chest.

	
 

	Chaz had seen Katie’s breasts several times this weekend, and I obviously was intimate with them over the past five years; however, it was as if we were seeing them for the very first time as Katie swayed her body seductively—now topless—before us, her bare tits swaying hypnotically.

	
 

	She reached up and squeezed the pliable flesh, and I felt my mouth go dry, aware I was holding my breath as her breasts bulged between her fingers.

	
 

	The very fact she was doing this in front of my friend, while I watched no more than ten feet away, made it even more special.

	
 

	The song ended and I glanced at the screen to see the next song, Usher’s ‘I Don’t Mind’ begin to play. 

	
 

	I almost laughed out loud, the song was about exactly what I was thinking—that neither of us minded Katie stripping—that we did not think less of her, but actually more. 

	
 

	For a microsecond my thoughts turned to thoughts of Katie dancing before an even larger group of strangers, exactly as the song described, before I turned my attention back to her.

	
 

	Katie continued squeezing her breasts as she danced to the music, her hips jerking left and right to the clapping at the beginning of the song.

	
 

	Something fluttering in front of Katie caught my attention, and looking down, saw Chaz tossing dollar bills towards her as the refrain about money came across the speakers. 

	
 

	Katie smiled as she continued dancing topless to the song, her hips and entire body moving seductively. 

	
 

	Part of my mind was surprised to watch Katie dancing and smiling as if nothing untoward was happening—as if dancing topless before my college friend who was throwing dollar bills at her like a common stripper—was ‘normal.’ It was almost an epiphany knowing in Chaz’ mind, this was all Katie had ever been to him, a slut to pleasure him. 

	
 

	As their friend, I assumed Chaz and Mike’s attitudes had been to treat Katie as ‘Bob’s girlfriend,’ but I had been wrong. Chaz making it ‘rain’ for Katie as she danced in front of him was a blatant display of his opinions towards her—to him, Katie was nothing more than a stripper. Not Bob’s girlfriend, not somebody he wanted to get along with, simply a slut to satisfy his lust upon. His treatment of her the entire weekend had been nothing but a means of degradation, not caring about the relationship between her and me, but a simple sexual conquest for him.

	
 

	And Katie was epitomizing everything he thought about her, smiling as she stripped and danced seductively before, a man who was practically a stranger. And instead of being insulted at his treatment of her, her entire attitude was enjoyment. 

	
 

	And I approved! 

	
 

	I became aware of my hardened cock in my hand, not even having been conscious of pulling down my boxers and grabbing it, being so engrossed in my own thoughts and watching Katie’s erotic dance.

	
 

	Katie’s hands were now sliding across her bare stomach, slowly moving across her skin to once more cup her bare breasts, squeezing them together enticingly and causing her nipples to protrude forward obscenely. Then she released them, raising her hands to the sides of her face, then higher and higher until her arms were fully above her head. 

	
 

	Katie’s entire body was stretched out seductively like a cat, her breasts tight and taunt as she continued to move her hips and undulate her body erotically, gyrating and weaving like a snake before a charmer. 

	
 

	Smiling alluringly, Katie lowered her hands, bending her arms and placing her hands behind her neck. In such a pose her entire chest was thrust out, her breasts the center of attention as both Chaz and I stared in awe at her. 

	
 

	Katie’s eyes were closed, ‘in the zone’ with the music and absorbed in her dancing. I had seen her get in to music and dancing before, but this was something different, never having seen her so concentrated on her dancing before. 

	
 

	And here I was, thrilled at how she was acting as I slowly stroked my dick. 

	
 

	A brief flash of trepidation filled me. I had practically thrown my girlfriend to Chaz like a piece of meat, and I wondered if I had gone too far and made a mistake. What was the end result? What would Katie do after the man she loved had spurned her and told her to strip in front of another man? Was this the ‘buyer’s remorse’ Katie had hinted at?

	
 

	It was a brief thought, my attention again turning to my sexy girlfriend, dancing seductively and topless before one of my college fraternity brothers. 

	
 

	Katie began to lower herself, performing the splits, slowly sinking down to the ground, and I moved closer to see her better. I was only a few feet from Chaz’ head as she dropped to the ground, her legs spread wide open, but I did not need to worry about him noticing me, his attention fully upon Katie.

	
 

	As I watched Katie perform a perfect split, her ass began bouncing, and I realized she either knew this song well or it was an amazing cosmic coincidence as Usher sang the exact move she was performing.

	
 

	Watching in amazement, Katie leaned back to the floor, while raising her pelvis and legs in the air—while still doing the splits—slowly opening and closing her legs, scissoring them before us.

	
 

	Chaz leaned forward to get a better view of my girlfriend’s crotch, throwing more dollar bills in front of him, the paper fluttering in the air and falling upon Katie’s body as she again squeezed her breasts as the refrain repeated about money.

	
 

	Next Katie rolled up to her knees and began to slowly ‘walk’ between Chaz’ legs, her mostly naked body captivating as she undulated before my buddy on the couch as Juicy J rapped in the background.

	
 

	Not breaking stride, as if every movement had been exquisitely choreographed, Katie slowly rose back to her feet, this time standing between Chaz’ legs.

	
 

	I watched enthralled as Katie bent forward, her breasts mere inches before Chaz. 

	
 

	The next thing was predictable, although still amazing as I watched Chaz lean his head forward.

	
 

	Katie’s mouth opened and she gasped, her gaze turning to me and staring directly in my eyes, her own widening in surprise, and I knew Chaz had sucked the tip of Katie’s breast into his mouth.

	
 

	Unable to tear my eyes from my girlfriend’s face, Katie rolled her eyes up in to her head as she moaned, realizing Chaz was biting her nipple.

	
 

	The song was coming to an end as I stared in to the whites of my girlfriend’s eyes. She moaned again and once more glanced at me. Then she lowered her gaze, her eyes opening wide as she saw my cock out—less than three feet from Chaz.

	
 

	I will never forget that moment, standing behind one of my college buddies, stroking my dick as he suckled her breast, while she danced topless before us!

	
 

	Unfortunately, the moment did not last long, as Katie slowly stood up. My cock began throbbing in my hand as I saw Katie’s right breast glistening in the dim light from Chaz’ saliva.

	
 

	A new song came on, and I absently glanced at the television, seeing another song I was unfamiliar with called ‘Body Shots’ by somebody named Kaci Battalgia, featuring Ludacris. Yet Katie immediately began dancing to the new faster beat, seamlessly transitioning her motions, turning away from Chaz and me, her ass swaying seductively while she danced. 

	
 

	As the words began, Katie bent down, grabbing her knees while her ass gyrated enticingly before Chaz’ face. I continued watching in amazement as her ass began twerking, first one butt cheek, then the other, then both.

	
 

	I was enthralled as Katie raised her hands up the back of her thighs as her ass jerked like it was a marionette having a seizure. She continued raising her hands, up and up until they reached her waist. 

	
 

	Then my eyes opened in astonishment as she began pulling down her leather hot pants!

	
 

	I became oblivious to the song, transfixed on my girlfriend, holding my breath as her leather hot pants slowly lowered moving slowly past her ass. I stared fascinated as Katie’s shorts slid down her thighs. 

	
 

	Katie was wearing a thong, and a strange feeling of relief filled me, knowing although her ass was completely revealed, the bulging mound of her pussy was still covered. 

	
 

	It was ironic—I had asked her to sleep with Chaz and Mike, but when the moment came for her to be completely naked before one of them, I found myself relieved at the small piece of cloth between her and him.

	
 

	Katie continued dancing, her body’s movements uninterrupted as she pulled the leather material all the way down and stepped out of the discarded pants. Her motions were seductive and seamless, as if all a part of her dance as we eagerly watched my girlfriend bend over, her ass bouncing wildly to the beat of the song.

	
 

	I was barely breathing, my eyes transfixed upon Katie’s bare ass as it undulated before Chaz as several flashes of light blinked between her legs, realizing it was the television, the bright glare seeming to spotlight Katie’s thigh gap, drawing both Chaz and my eyes to her crotch.

	
 

	Movement out of the bottom of my eyes caught my attention, and glancing down, I saw Chaz lift his hips and pull off his boxers! I almost gasped aloud as his completely exposed—and fully erect—huge-assed cock pointed up to the ceiling behind my girlfriend, while Katie continued to dance, oblivious to his actions.

	
 

	Then the song came to an end, and Katie turned around to face Chaz.

	
 

	I am not certain what I expected when Katie saw Chaz naked on the couch—surprise maybe, possibly even being offended; however, her reaction was neither. Instead, I could only stare astonished as she actually smiled! 

	
 

	It was almost otherworldly, my beautiful girlfriend practically naked, dancing erotically before a college friend of mine. 

	
 

	I knew any remorse within me was now too late. This was my own fault—I had pushed Katie to this point all weekend, and now whatever happened would happen.

	
 

	But any doubts or remorse was overshadowed by my overwhelming lust and desire as I watched Katie debase herself before a complete stranger.

	
 

	The next song came on, and in my weird OCD I glanced at the television and saw it was another song I did not know, called ‘Beat Drop’ by Simon Curtis.

	
 

	The song had a good beat, and Katie immediately adjusted her dance to the fast song, dancing sensually before Chaz and his blatantly exposed erection.

	
 

	Katie moved flawlessly, her movements not even pausing at the exposure of Chaz’ dick, her hands sliding seductively across her naked body, through her hair, lifting her breasts, and then cupping her ass. She was like an octopus, her hands moving everywhere while she danced before Chaz, naked but for a small thong and her high-heeled shoes.

	
 

	Then I noticed Katie’s gaze was looking down, but not directly at Chaz. It was then I realized Katie was not dancing as much to Chaz, as to his dick. Like some ancient priestess worshiping an idol, Katie danced for Chaz’ cock.

	
 

	Katie once again moved between Chaz’ legs, only this time his hard cock was close and personal, no longer separated even by the thin silk material of his boxers.

	
 

	The song came in to some weird opera-like singing and I watched in amazement as Katie lowered herself to her knees until she was eye level with Chaz’ cock. 

	
 

	The sense of being in a dream filled me, my entire body tense and my heart fluttering as my girlfriend gyrated sensually before my college friend’s cock, only two feet from her face.

	
 

	There was a moment of quietness as the next song came on—another one I did not recognized by Calvin Harris entitled ‘Open Wide’ featuring Big Sean, starting out with a motor car sound, a steady beat beginning.

	
 

	“You are so fucking hot,” I heard Chaz say quietly before the song played further. “And you’ve improved over the years, although I doubt that has anything to do with Bobby,” he laughed.

	
 

	Katie said nothing as the song began playing a fast beat, once again moving and undulating seamlessly to the change of the repetitive music, holding her breasts and bobbing them up and down teasingly, squeezing her flesh as the song played, building to a crescendo, wiggling erotically before Chaz.

	
 

	As the song’s beat built up, I listened to the refrain asking for the girl to open her mouth, and watched in amazement as Katie—with absolutely no hesitancy whatsoever—leaned forward, lowering her jaw and taking Chaz’ cock into her mouth!

	
 

	Chaz’ hips jerked up, and even over the music I heard Katie gag as the large member rammed into the back of her throat, but just as with her dancing, she recovered her movements seamlessly and began raising and lowering her head rapidly to the beat of the song.

	
 

	Less than two yards from me, my girlfriend was sucking another man’s cock!

	
 

	“That’s it you hot little slut, like riding a bike isn’t it?” Chaz asked as Katie sucked his huge dick, her lips spread thinly over the wide member.

	
 

	Katie raised and lowered her head in time with the song, the sounds of sucking and smacking almost thunderous in my ears.

	
 

	Although I had watched Katie suck both of the guys’ over the surveillance cameras, this was different. Then it had been like watching a porn movie—real, but not seemingly real. I had known the ‘actors,’ but the reality of the situation did not sink in; however, with my girlfriend no more than five feet away, practically naked, sucking another man’s cock as if it were the only thing she cared about—things became all too real.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes were raised, looking at me, her mouth full of cock, staring at me as she slurped and sucked another man’s cock!

	
 

	The scene was too much, too visceral, I was overwhelmed. My cock erupted, cum shooting across the distance between me and the couch, the first two spurts hitting the back of the couch. My orgasm had such force, my ejaculate did not even splatter on the couch, instead bouncing off the fabric and hitting the floor, soon joined with the subsequent spurts of my release, cum spraying out of my dick on to the carpet almost as if I was taking a leak.

	
 

	Yet my eyes never left the spectacle of Katie, in nothing but a thong and high-heels, sucking Chaz’ cock. 

	
 

	Katie reached up with her right hand to steady the large member as her head move up and down in beat with the music, her hair falling around the sides of her face and bobbing with her vigorous movements.

	
 

	Watching in morbid fascination, Chaz reached forward, pulling my girlfriend’s hair back and guiding her head up and down his cock. Katie moaned around the obscene obstruction in her mouth, the sounds of sucking and slurping echoing throughout the room.

	
 

	Katie slowed down her pace and looked up again, although this time I was uncertain if she was looking at me or Chaz, but we both watched as she slowly began lowering her head, her mouth wide open as she took more and more of Chaz’ cock into her throat.

	
 

	I heard a loud “Gnacht-chak-chak” from Katie’s mouth as she lowered her head further, forcing Chaz’ cock further and further into her mouth until, amazingly, the entire long fucking thing was in her mouth and throat, her lips and nose pressing against the hairy expanse of Chaz’ pelvis.

	
 

	Chaz let out a loud moan as Katie kept her head lowered, her gaze staring upwards for several moments before finally pulling her head up, Chaz’ cock sliding out of her throat with a squishing sound and large exhale of air.

	
 

	A wave of saliva exited Katie’s mouth, draping across Chaz’ cock in a nasty coat of froth as it left her throat, and although Katie was panting loudly, her right hand continued to slide up and down the huge shaft, spreading her frothy spit all over the fat large cock.

	
 

	Katie smiled and leaned forward once again, this time kissing the head of Chaz’ cock.

	
 

	Then she slowly stood up.

	
 

	I realized the song had changed some time ago, but had been oblivious—my attention was now solely on Katie sucking Chaz cock. I was not even sure if the song playing was the only one or if several songs had played while my hot girlfriend had given Chaz head, but I recognized the current song as The Weeknd’s ‘The Hill’s’—not needing to even look at the television.

	
 

	I could not take my eyes off my girlfriend, slowly rising before the rock hard cock, now glistening and wet, coated with her own saliva.

	
 

	As she stood up, I realized her fingers were hooked through the sides of her thong, and my heart stopped, rising into my throat as Katie moved seductively to the slow song, pulling at the thin bands of cloth.

	
 

	The refrain of the song began to repeat, and I watched mesmerized as Katie’s hands lowered, pulling the side straps of her thong down. I did not breathe as the straps slowly passed her hips, although the material between her legs still stuck between her crotch, not exposing anything, but I knew it was inevitable. Holding my breath, I jerked in surprise as the material sprang from between Katie’s legs, exposing her crotch completely, her slit beckoning our gazes. 

	
 

	Continuing her fluid movements, Katie lowered the thong down her thighs and then her shins, stepping out of them without any break to her stride, her hips moving slowly as the song slowly ended.

	
 

	Tossing the thong across the room as if discarding a piece of trash, Katie took a wide stance before Chaz, completely exposing herself to us.

	
 

	The next song came on, recognizing Iggy Azalea’s ‘Beg For It’ as Katie began dancing once again, only this time completely naked in her high-heeled shoes.

	
 

	I could not move, enthralled as her hands lowered from her breasts and moved between her legs, cupping her crotch as she smiled seductively, her hips swaying. Slowly turning around, I watched as she bent forward, her hands sliding down her legs to grasp her ankles.

	
 

	Katie’s ass and pussy were completely exposed before us, her hips continuing to sway seductively.

	
 

	Movement on the couch caught my attention, and I saw Chaz slowly stroking his dick, angling it directly towards Katie’s exposed crotch, fewer than two feet away!

	
 

	Katie continued moving her hips, then slowly slid her hands up her legs, turning around as her hands continued to raise up her body until once more over her head, her body undulating and gyrating sensually to the song.

	
 

	She did not even take note of Chaz stroking his cock, her gaze moving from him, to me, then back to him while she danced.

	
 

	As the song ended, a slower one came on with a heavy bass, but my eyes were glued to Katie, who was moving closer to Chaz. 

	
 

	Reaching down, thinking Katie was going to grab his cock once more, I was surprised as she put her hands on his lower thighs and slowly closed his legs.

	
 

	Almost imperceptibly, Katie began moving forward sensually and seductively in step with the slow beat of the song, straddling Chaz’ legs, my gaze locked on the slowly dwindling distance between Katie’s naked body and Chaz’ erect cock.

	
 

	Stopping within half a foot of the erect member, Katie looked up, staring straight into my eyes.

	
 

	In the background, the song played seductively, the words playing to a slow dub-step beat. I could not help but glance at the television, seeing the song being a club Shlohmo remix by Jeremih called—rather appropriate for the moment—‘Fuck U All The Time.’

	
 

	“Is this what you really want?” Katie’s voice came out, immediately drawing my attention back to her.

	
 

	Her words seemed to echo across the room, magnified as if she was talking through a PA system as I stared at her beautiful face.

	
 

	“Fuck yeah!” Chaz gasped, but I knew her question was not to him.

	
 

	It was as if time stopped, frozen in place with my breath held tightly within my chest, my pulse thunderous to my ears as I stared at my girlfriend swaying naked above another man’s cock. 

	
 

	My mind was a whirlwind of emotions. On one hand an incredible amount of fear and trepidation swelled within my chest, while on the other hand I was more excited than I had ever been in my life. This was everything I had wanted, not only this weekend, but in the deep dark fantasies I rarely acknowledged to myself--let alone to Katie. 

	
 

	Whatever I answered would cross a line, taking our relationship to a place we could never go back from. If I said no, things would probably go back to normal, although I would probably never see Chaz or Mike again—not much of a loss really. If I allowed this, things would never be the same again in a completely unforeseen way. 

	
 

	Gradually I nodded my head as the refrain once more played.

	
 

	My heart thundering within my throat, I watched breathlessly as Katie slowly lowered her body.

	
 

	It was like a dream, still holding my breath, as the distance between Chaz’ cock and Katie’s body slowly dwindled.

	
 

	I knew the moment Chaz’ cock came in contact with Katie’s slit. Chaz let out a groan, while Katie’s eyes widened, her mouth opening as she let out a startled, “Oh!”

	
 

	But she did not stop, continuing to lower herself down inch by inch, slowly impaling herself upon the firm flesh raised beneath her.

	
 

	The moment was surreal, watching my girlfriend lower herself on to another man’s cock, unable to move, immobile as first one inch, then three, and then five inches of Chaz’ cock entered my Katie’s pussy.

	
 

	And Katie continued lowering herself, lower and lower as inch by agonizing inch filled her pussy, until she was sitting in Chaz’ lap, his entire cock buried deep within her.

	
 

	And then she reversed the process, slowly rising up as inch by inch Chaz’ cock was once more revealed.

	
 

	When almost seven inches of Chaz’ glistening fat shaft was revealed beneath her, Katie once more lowered herself down, only this time faster, sheathing Chaz’ cock deep within her pussy with a loud grunt.

	
 

	Chaz grabbed Katie’s hips and I watched—still holding my breath—as her hips began moving forward and back.

	
 

	I could not believe what was happening, absorbed and transfixed as my girlfriend slowly fuck another man. Instantly I came again, not having even been aware of stroking my cock, not caring where my jets of ejaculate landed, my eyes only focused upon Katie fucking Chaz to the beat of the song.

	
 

	Katie moaned and I heard Chaz chuckle.

	
 

	“That’s right Kitty, now you know what it’s like to feel a real man inside you,” he told her. “Ride that cock, show me how bad you want it,” he said.

	
 

	Katie’s only answer was to groan again, her body undulating sensuously as she fucked the man beneath her.

	
 

	I was surprised when Katie looked up and met my eyes. I knew she could see my cock in my hands, my erection solid even after cumming twice and I saw her smile.

	
 

	“God, it feels so good!” she gasped. I heard Chaz chuckle, once more believing her words were directed to him instead of me, and once more Katie did not break her movements as she turned her attention back to her motions.

	
 

	I could not believe my eyes, my girlfriend of five years was slowly fucking one of my college friends, and it was the most amazing thing I had ever seen. I continued stroking my cock, still hard from the erotic sight before me.

	
 

	Just as when she was dancing, Katie's body and movements were flawless, a seductive dance in beat with the music, all seemingly choreographed—only now she had ten inches of cock inside her. I could only stare in amazement as her body moved erotically.

	
 

	The song changed, and I could not help but look over to the television as sirens began to play with a fast beat, seeing the song another one I did not recognize—Natalia Kills’ ‘Problem.’

	
 

	But Katie either knew the song or once more her inner exotic dancer skills kicked in as she began moving to the beat of the song, seamlessly transitioning from the slower previous song to this newer faster one.

	
 

	Katie began raising herself up and down, riding Chaz’ cock more rapidly than before, her tits and hair bouncing in beat with the song as she fucked Chaz cowgirl style.

	
 

	The room echoed with the ‘slap-slap-slap-slap-slap’ of Katie’s body slamming into Chaz’ lap and I became aware of Katie grunting with each landing upon Chaz’ cock as it slammed into her, filling her pussy with more cock than I could ever give her.

	
 

	Suddenly she raised her head to the ceiling as she yelled out, “Oh fuck!”

	
 

	My jaw dropped as I stared at my girlfriend coming, her body arching back as she orgasmed powerfully while riding my college friend’s cock.

	
 

	“Keep fucking baby, this isn’t about you, it’s me you need to please,” Chaz’ voice came out over the sounds of Katie’s throes of passion and the song. “I don’t care if you come a thousand times, you’re not stopping until I am satisfied,” he grunted.

	
 

	I was astonished when Katie said nothing, continuing to fuck Chaz at the same fast beat, even though it was obvious she was still cumming. 

	
 

	This was unlike her, as she always told me when she orgasmed she was too sensitive to continue sex for a while—us always having to wait a good thirty minutes before she calmed down enough for us to continue.

	
 

	Yet now she rode Chaz’ cock like a madwoman, bouncing erratically up and down, back and forth, and gyrating her hips wildly upon Chaz’ large dick as her face contorted from orgasm after orgasm.

	
 

	I was reminded of one of those music boxes with the ballerina on a spring which my sister owned. I remember flicking it as it played, the ballerina moving wildly all over the place as she continued to turn. Such was the vision of my girlfriend thrashing wildly upon another man’s lap, her tits and hair flailing all over the place, her mouth hanging wide open as she impaled herself upon his cock over and over again.

	
 

	In the background I heard the singer of the song moaning and crying out, and it seemed as if she was urging Katie on as the song quickly ended and another one came on. I looked at the television, seeing a rendition of ‘Burning Down the House’ by The Used playing. It had the same melody as The Talking Heads’ version, but with a more metallic beat.

	
 

	But Katie was now oblivious to the music around her as she thrashed on top of Chaz’ lap erratically, utterly lost within her own passion, rapidly bouncing up and down upon Chaz’ cock.

	
 

	Chaz grunted, his fingers sinking deep into the flesh of Katie’s hips as he raised his hips up, and I knew with no doubt whatsoever he was cumming, his sperm releasing deep inside my girlfriend’s vagina.

	
 

	Instantly my cock exploded as another man came inside my girlfriend.

	
 

	Holy fuck, I thought to myself, my girlfriend just fucked another man, who was cumming inside her!

	
 

	Held by Chaz’ tight grip, Katie was no longer bouncing up and down, instead I watched as she leaned forward, her arms on Chaz’ shoulders as she slowly began to undulate her hips in beat with Chaz’ thrusts inside her. Having been intimate with Katie for so long, I knew she was flexing her pussy muscles, milking Chaz’ cock inside her as my own cock continued throbbing in my hand. 

	
 

	The moment was burned for an eternity within my brain as Katie looked up at me, her face and body covered with a sheen of sweat, her hair all messed up—some sticking to her chest, shoulders, and back—and completely naked, impaled upon another man’s cock orgasming within her.

	
 

	Katie sat in Chaz’ lap as the song ended, nobody concerned with what was playing now as she slowly got her breath back, eventually pulling herself up and off Chaz’ cock.

	
 

	I watched in morbid fascination as the fat member—now flaccid and deflating—flopped into Chaz’ lap, glistening in the dim light from a mixture of his cum and Katie’s fluids.

	
 

	“We had a deal,” Katie said, standing up in front of Chaz, naked except for her high-heels. 

	
 

	Her voice had taken on a business-like tone, belying the fact she had just wildly fucked another man. 

	
 

	“You said if I did this, you would leave tomorrow,” she said. Glancing over her shoulder, she added, “This morning,” she said once again matter-of-factly, as I looked at the clock and realized it was two in the morning.

	
 

	“I said I would talk to Mike,” Chaz said, correcting her. “But I think if you go visit him and give him a little more incentive like you just did with me, he’ll be more convinced,” he chuckled.

	
 

	“What?” Katie said in surprise, standing naked before him.

	
 

	“You heard me,” Chaz said. “You’re not done. Hell, I know you’ve ‘performed’ for half a dozen guys at the fraternity back in the day,” he told her with an amused tone to his voice. “Now be a good slut and go ride Mike like you did me, I’m going to bed,” he told her.

	
 

	As if for emphasis, Chaz turned off the television, the house becoming dark and quiet as he propped up the footrest of the couch and pulled the covers over his naked body.

	
 

	Katie’s outline stood in front of the couch for a few more moments as our eyes adjusted to the darker room before turning and walking around the couch.

	
 

	I quickly stepped back into the hallway in case Chaz turned around, but he remained motionless on the couch as Katie walked up to me.

	
 

	Immediately the odors of sweat, sex, and cum hit my nose, and my cock hardened again, still not believing I had just watched my girlfriend fuck another man.

	
 

	“What should I do?” Katie whispered.

	
 

	I looked at her in the dark, her body naked and still sweaty as I said candidly, “Well, I guess you should go see Mike,” I told her, waving my arm down the hall as if guiding her.

	
 

	I was prepared for Katie’s surprised expression, thinking she was going to get angry, or at least glare at me and tell me no. I was utterly astonished when she turned without a word and walked down the hallway, in the direction I had indicated!

	
 

	Amazed, I followed her into our bedroom, closing the door behind us.

	
 

	Katie still did not say a word as she turned and walked into our bathroom, turning on the light.

	
 

	I could not help but admire my girlfriend’s body—somehow different, yet the same—having been freshly fucked by another man, her skin flushed and sparkling from drying sweat.

	
 

	My eyes drifted down to between her legs, my surprise evident as I saw her inner thighs glistening in the light, realizing Chaz’ cum was leaking out of my girlfriend’s pussy and down her legs.

	
 

	Instantly my cock was hard again, wanting to stick my own dick in her and feel Chaz’ cum inside her.

	
 

	I thought she had entered the bathroom to clean up, so was surprised when she turned her head, looking at me over her shoulder and said, “Well, are you coming?”

	
 

	I watched flabbergasted as Katie moved to the other door, leading to the guest room where Mike was sleeping, her high-heeled shoes almost deafening as she opened the door and walked sensuously into the room.

	
 

	Like a lost puppy I scurried after her, almost running in to her as I entered the room.

	
 

	With the bathroom light behind us, I saw the bed across from us, Mike’s form beneath a sheet.

	
 

	Katie waved me over to the other corner—the darkest place in the room where I would not be seen—and I dutifully complied, sitting down on the lounge chair as I wondered what she was going to do.

	
 

	Once more everything seemed surreal, as if in a sordid dream as my naked girlfriend, wearing nothing but high-heeled shoes, freshly fucked by one of my college ‘friends,’ stood before the bed of another sleeping friend.

	
 

	I did not have to ponder what Katie was going to do for long as she reached down and slowly pulled the sheet off Mike’s body, letting it fall to the floor in front of the bed.

	
 

	I was not surprised to see him naked—even in college Mike had slept in the nude. He was on his back, his large cock impressive even flaccid, and I looked at Katie while holding my breath.

	
 

	Katie said nothing, and I stared in awe as she crawled on to the bed on her hands and knees.

	
 

	The light highlighted her body perfectly, and I stared at her glistening crotch, now in plain view, seeing her pussy lips red, puffy, and wet from her recent fucking with Chaz, and I wondered if they were about to get another work out.

	
 

	I watched in amazement as Katie’s head lowered down to Mike’s crotch.

	
 

	Mike’s hips jerked and I heard him say in a surprised, sleepy voice, “What the fuck?”

	
 

	Then the loud ‘slurping’ noises of Katie sucking Mike’s cock filled the room.

	
 

	Those sounds were followed by a deep chuckle as Mike said, “Well, well, well. I wondered if you were going to get the fucking you needed tonight,” he said in an amused voice. “Where’s Bob?” he asked.

	
 

	I heard a loud squishy ‘Slurp’ followed by Katie’s voice. “Bob drank too much, and I’m too horny to let things go,” she explained, using the same line she told Chaz. “Chaz told me if I was a good girl to you two, you would stop threatening to tell him about my past and would leave tomorrow,” she explained.

	
 

	Mike’s deep chuckle once again drifted to me as he said, “Well, I hope that’s not all you’re offering,” he told her in a deep voice.

	
 

	Katie did not reply, instead she began crawling further up the bed, lifting her left leg as she straddled Mike’s body.

	
 

	Mike’s cock was again revealed—now hard and glistening with Katie’s saliva—pointing directly towards my girlfriend’s pussy, and I watched awestruck as Katie reached between her legs and grasped the base of Mike’s cock, lifting it up as she slowly leaned her hips backwards.

	
 

	Once again I could not breathe, my eyes wide open as I watched Katie lower herself down upon Mike’s cock!

	
 

	Although I had already seen Katie do the same thing with Chaz, now it was at a different perspective. Now Katie’s pussy was in plain sight, and I stared fascinated as the head of his cock disappeared between the wet folds.

	
 

	And still she lowered herself further as inch by agonizing inch of Mike’s cock slid effortlessly into her folds, Katie’s pussy lips curving inwards, her slit widening as the long cock sank in to her.

	
 

	“Fuck, you’re wetter than a water park!” Mike gasped.

	
 

	Although Katie was full of Chaz’ cum, watching her slide Mike’s cock so easily into her pussy, I wondered exactly how excited she was herself. 

	
 

	Chaz may have been well-endowed, but could not hold anything to Mike’s length, and it seemed like forever as Mike’s cock slid into my girlfriend’s slit. Katie did not pause, her movements a long continuous glide as she leaned lower and lower on to Mike’s cock.

	
 

	I could not believe she took his entire length, having already passed the point where my own cock would have been, and going far past the depth of Chaz’ cock as well.

	
 

	The bed seemed to explode in a tangle of arms and legs. Katie screeched as Mike reared up, flipping Katie on her back and now kneeling between her spread legs, his back towards me.

	
 

	His legs were partially spread, and the bathroom light shown perfectly between his legs. To my surprise, I saw his cock was still in Katie’s pussy—the advantage of such length I thought.

	
 

	“You were going too slow,” Mike said in way of explanation. “You need a good fucking, so I’m taking over,” he told her with a surprising amount of authority to his voice.

	
 

	I stared fascinated as Mike raised Katie’s legs with his hands, placing her ankles on each of his shoulders.

	
 

	“Nice shoes,” he told her with a chuckle as he placed Katie’s high-heeled feet straight in the air.

	
 

	Then I watched as Mike leaned forward, literally bending Katie in half until her legs were resting against her chest as he laid on top of her, and without any hesitation, slammed the rest of his cock deep into Katie.

	
 

	Katie let out a squeal, but I was not sure if it was pain, surprise, or passion; however, Mike did not care as his hips pulled back and at least eight inches of his cock was revealed before he again slammed the entire thing all the way into Katie, a loud grunt coming from her.

	
 

	And then he got to business, with me having a clear, unobstructed view of Mike’s cock as it began slamming into Katie’s pussy over and over. Mike was relentless, the full length of his cock impaling Katie’s pussy again and again, and I watched in awe as my friend from college jackhammered his cock into my girlfriend, fucking her relentlessly.

	
 

	The room echoed with the slapping of Mike’s body against Katie’s, accompanied by his and her grunts and moans. I was so close, I could even hear his cock squishing in and out of Katie’s wet pussy.

	
 

	Mike was merciless, slamming his cock over and over into Katie and I could only stare at his long member driving in and out of my girlfriend’s pussy, a thin layer of foam building up around it each time he pulled out, realizing it was a mixture of Katie’s excitement, Mike’s pre-cum—as well as Chaz’ earlier release within her.

	
 

	It was not long before Katie’s grunts turn in to a low continuous moan, getting progressively louder. Gradually her voice overwhelmed even the slapping of Mike’s body in to hers until she was giving a constant yell of “Aieeeeee” as Mike’s cock rammed into her like a piston, over and over.

	
 

	The tone and pitch of her yells were ones I easily recognized, knowing she was cumming. Although she had already had sex with Chaz, she was orgasming to another man’s cock only minutes apart. This was unlike her when we were having sex, it seeming to take forever to get her to cum again. Yet now her unmistakable throes of passion were unabashedly announced to the whole household.

	
 

	“That’s it Bitch, how’s it feel to have a real man inside you,” Mike gasped, as his speed—which had already been excessive—got even faster, his cock becoming a blur as he slammed in and out of Katie’s pussy.

	
 

	With his length and the position Katie was in, I knew his cock was reaching places within my girlfriend’s vagina I had never been able to, knowing his cock was probably slamming into her cervix over and over.

	
 

	Although one of my excuses for her to sleep with the guys had been to please her in ways I never could, I felt a glimmer of doubt, wondering if she enjoyed Mike’s cock going this deep within her, if I could ever satisfy her again.

	
 

	Mike let out a loud grunt, slamming his cock fully into Katie and keeping it there. I had moved closer to the bed, and with the light shining directly between his legs, his cock fully embedded into Katie, Mike’s ball sack squirming as it pumped his cum deep into my girlfriend.

	
 

	For the second time tonight another man was cumming inside my girlfriend, and I was so overwhelmed, my own cock immediately erupted. Without a conscious decision I had pulled my dick out of my boxers and had been stroking it, but I was unable to turn my eyes from the view of my girlfriend’s pussy, stuffed with another man’s cock and being filled by his sperm, as my cum shot in the air and on to the floor.

	
 

	I could only gawk in wonder at the sight before me—my girlfriend bent in half, her legs all the way to her shoulders, as the closest friend I had since college laid on top of her, his foot-long cock buried deep within her pussy and pumping who knew how much cum inside her.

	
 

	Time seemed to stand still as they laid there, but eventually Mike leaned to one side, gradually lowering first one, then Katie’s other leg.

	
 

	To my surprise Katie did not lay her legs on the bed in defeat or exhaustion, instead hooking them around the back of Mike’s thighs, her body wrapping around his as her arms moved around his neck.

	
 

	They both laid in that position for several more minutes, Mike’s cock still buried within Katie’s pussy, when I began to hear odd noises. It took me a few moments, as I was not expecting to hear such a sound, but soon recognized the sound of intense kissing! 

	
 

	I realized Mike and Katie were making out, the slurping squishing noises of their mouths becoming louder.

	
 

	Having watched first Chaz, and now Mike, fuck Katie, I was bewildered. I had been turned on at the act of my girlfriend behaving like a wanton slut, lowering herself on to not one, but two cocks tonight, cumming at least a half dozen times as she was fucked, only to suddenly feel my world crashing apart as her and Mike began making out after sex.

	
 

	What the hell, I thought? I was confused not only by what was happening on the bed—it being nothing like the relentless abuse Mike had been giving to Katie for the last several minutes—and my own sense of tragedy.

	
 

	Then Katie moaned.

	
 

	This was not like the uncontrollable moans and grunts she had given as Chaz and Mike had fucked her, this was something low and almost sensual. It took me a moment to realize Mike’s hips were moving, albeit slowly, once more sliding his cock out, and then back in, to Katie’s pussy, although at a more gradual pace than before.

	
 

	Katie moaned again as her hands and arms moved around Mike’s shoulders and back, her hands splayed across him as her legs remained locked around his legs.

	
 

	As Mike’s hips moved slowly back and forth, screwing Katie for a second time, I realized Katie’s hips were moving as well, her body moving in rhythm to Mike’s thrust, her hips rising to meet his as he pushed into her, then backing off as he pulled out.

	
 

	And then I heard Katie sigh.

	
 

	It was as if a balloon deflated, the knot loosening until all the air released as my cock became flaccid. I felt as if my heart was falling into a bottomless chasm, as an overwhelming sense of loss permeated my body.

	
 

	As Mike moved his hips slowly forward, Katie’s responding thrust of her hips matching his own, I suddenly understood what was happing.

	
 

	Katie and Mike were making love.

	
 

	My world seemed to turn inside out as I watched the couple on the bed undulate to a melody of their own creation.

	
 

	For the entire weekend I had fantasized about Katie being fucked by other men. Tonight had seen that fantasy come true, not only once, but twice. And I had been turned on by what had happened, cumming more in an hour’s time than I had since I was a teenager.

	
 

	But this was something completely different. This was not a man taking out his lust upon my girlfriend, or even her succumbing to her own desires. As Katie moaned and sighed again, the sounds of making out once again resuming, I almost cried as I watched my girlfriend making love to my friend.

	
 

	This was not what I wanted! 

	
 

	I could almost hear the words leave my mouth as I watched the couple slowly writhing on the bed, but my lips remained closed.

	
 

	Katie and Mike had known each other for years—and Mike had already expressed his crush to me about Katie, so it was logical some feelings had developed between them, even if not purely romantic; however, in the intimacy of sex, those feelings were being manifested.

	
 

	I stood in the shadows for several more minutes watching my girlfriend of five years making love to another man and felt dirty, guilty, and ashamed for being a voyeur and watching such an intimate and emotional act.

	
 

	Without a word I turned and walked out of the room and back to our bedroom, the sound of Katie’s moans following me, as if to tease my ragged emotions even more.

	
 

	Crawling into bed, I stared at the ceiling, feeling numb inside. Every so often I heard a moan, mostly from Katie; my mind in turmoil.

	
 

	How hypocritical was I? I had wanted, even begged, for Katie to fuck Chaz and Mike, and it had happened. I should be elated, but the phrase ‘Be careful what you wish for’ popped in my head over and over.

	
 

	To get Katie over her reluctance to what I proposed, I had told her there was a difference between making love and fucking. I had wanted her to fuck another man—or more to the point, I realized, wanted another man to fuck her. And at my incessant urging, she had done exactly that; however, now everything had become corrupted. Watching her fuck Chaz, and watching Mike fuck her had been one of the most amazing things I had ever seen, and I had gotten off several times in under two hours.

	
 

	Yet now Katie and Mike were making love. Emotions had been pulled in to the mix, and even if they were short-lived, I felt betrayed.

	
 

	My mind echoed with the irony, the one thing I had wanted to happen had occurred, only to discover it was both the most amazing thing I had ever seen and one of the greatest disappointments in my life.

	
 

	I do not know how long I laid in bed staring at the ceiling as my mind repeated the same thoughts over and over again—those of excitement mirrored with disappointment; of happiness and sadness, of lust and love.

	
 

	Every so often the occasional gasp or grunt echoed from the other room, and I was amazed at how long the current sexual act was taking. Then again Mike had already orgasmed when he had fucked Katie, so it made sense he took longer, enjoying my girlfriend’s body to the fullest.

	
 

	It was some time before I heard a door close and the water in the bathroom turn on for a few moments, before the light went out, leaving the room in complete darkness.

	
 

	I glanced at the clock. One hour and seventeen minutes. That is how long my girlfriend had made love to another man.

	
 

	My earlier sense of betrayal returned as Katie crawled into bed.

	
 

	I almost jumped as Katie’s hand slid across my chest as she spooned up against me.

	
 

	“How long have you been here?” she asked. “I expected you to practically ravage me as soon as I stepped into the bathroom,” she said. “You must have high tailed it here pretty quick after we finished, I didn’t even see you leave,” she whispered.

	
 

	I realize Katie did not know I had left over an hour ago—having been so absorbed in making love to Mike. The thought was disturbing. When she had been fucking Chaz, she had always known I was there, even looking at me as she fucked him. Yet with Mike, she had not even known I had left the room.

	
 

	The sense of loss and betrayal filled me. I knew the feelings were hypocritical, but they were there nonetheless.

	
 

	Katie’s hand slid down to my crotch, and I could almost feel the surprise as she cupped my flaccid cock.

	
 

	“Are you alright?” she asked, giving my cock a playful squeeze as if expecting to pump some life back in to it.

	
 

	“I came several times tonight,” I told her in way of explanation. “I guess I’m done for the night,” I said, turning on to my side and away from her probing hand.

	
 

	I could hear the confusion in Katie’s voice as she said, “Oh, alright. I just thought maybe we could cuddle,” she said.

	
 

	What could I say? How could I tell her what I was currently feeling? I was the one who had pushed her in to this, and to tell her I was now upset would destroy any trust and confidence she had given me. She had forsaken her own morals for me, allowing another man to have sex with her against everything she believed in merely because I had asked her to do it. She had done this for me, and to express my current state of emotions would ruin everything between us.

	
 

	I knew I had to move on and put this behind me if I wanted our relationship to survive. Katie had not betrayed our relationship, I had.

	
 

	Katie’s disappointment was palpable as she turned in the bed to go to sleep herself.

	
 

	Me? I did not sleep, my mind a continuous whirlwind of thoughts and emotions and it seemed like an eternity when the room slowly lightened as the sun rose a few hours later.

	
 

	


Chapter 6 – Wednesday, The Morning After

	 

	
 

	I knew the moment Katie woke up, feeling her get out of bed without a word and go into the bathroom. A few moments later I heard the toilet flush and the shower turn on, waiting until I heard the shower curtain move before getting up myself and washing at the sink.

	
 

	Overnight I had made a decision. Although the feelings of betrayal had never left, I knew it was my own doing, I had only myself to blame. I could not fault Katie, nor even Mike for what had happened. I had pushed her in to doing it, so I had to come to grips with what I had reaped, regardless of the outcome.

	
 

	Katie had known Mike now for several years, so it was only natural she would have felt more comfortable with him compared to Chaz, whom she had only met this weekend. I had gotten what I had asked for, my girlfriend had fucked not just one, but both of my friends. The how and wherefore had been up to Fate.

	
 

	All that being said, I could not ignore my feelings so easily; the last thing I wanted right now was to see Katie—or Mike. So I got ready to ‘go to work’—the deed had been done and I had to live with it. The good news was Mike and Chaz were leaving today, so I could avoid them by pretending to go to work, once they left, could come home to have a long talk with Katie.

	
 

	But right now I could not face anybody, still needing time to myself to think.

	
 

	“Are you alright?” Katie’s voice said behind me, my body stiffening involuntarily. I looked in the mirror, seeing her lean out of the shower and look expectantly at my back.

	
 

	Finishing brushing my teeth, I knew I could not ignore her—again, this was my own doing—so turned around, a fake smile on my face. 

	
 

	“Of course I’m alright,” I lied. “The guys are leaving today and I get to spend the rest of the week with the love of my life,” I told her.

	
 

	“I just…” she said, pausing as she looked at me. “You just seem lost in thought,” she said. “I would have thought you would be beaming at me for finally giving in to your fantasy,” she said. “Are you regretting it?” she asked.

	
 

	I did not reveal how close to the truth her words were, instead once again lying straight to her face. “Regret? I’m fucking fantastic, I can’t tell you how delighted I am. You had a good time, didn’t you?” I asked, both wanting and not wanting to hear the truth.

	
 

	“I guess so,” Katie said, looking at me. “It was different, and I would be lying if I said I didn’t cum, but if it never happens again I won’t be disappointed,” she said. “It’s you I want to be with, and as you said, this was a physical act, there’s more that happens between us than just sex,” she said.

	
 

	I almost asked about last night with Mike, knowing there had been more involved than the physical act, but held my tongue. Instead, wanting to get out of the house and have some time to think, I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and said, “I just want to see if the cameras recorded things last night or if it was too dark,” I lied once more. 

	
 

	Although it was an interesting thought, I was not sure if I could handle watching Katie and Mike make love again.

	
 

	“Oh, ok,” Katie said, obviously disappointed. “You could stay and see the guys off, then we can have the rest of the day together,” she suggested.

	
 

	“That’s ok,” I said. “Besides, it might be awkward seeing the three of you together right now, and I don’t want them to know this was my idea,” I said with a fake laugh.

	
 

	Giving Katie another quick kiss, I turned and left the bathroom got dressed, and taking my laptop and briefcase, made my way to the front of the house.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike were both sitting in the kitchen laughing over some joke as I walked in.

	
 

	They both looked at me knowingly as Chaz said, “Well good morning Sunshine. Did you sleep well last night?” he asked.

	
 

	I know both of them thought I had been drunker than normal and had passed out, but also knew they were inquiring to see if I was cognizant what occurred after we had arrived home.

	
 

	Not wanting either to know I knew what had happened—let alone I had been the instigator of everything—I said, “I slept like the dead. I’m not sure what was in those drinks, but they definitely hit me harder than usual,” I told them.

	
 

	Mike laughed, but I could not meet his gaze so I instead looked at Chaz. “Katie mentioned something about you leaving today?” I asked, not wanting them to dwell upon the fact they had cuckolded me behind my back.

	
 

	Chaz’ face burst in to a large grin as he nodded. “Yeah, I think we accomplished what we came here for,” he told me with another grin as Mike laughed. “Besides, that girlfriend of yours gave us quite a convincing argument to leave,” he said as Mike again laughed.

	
 

	Looking at Mike, I wanted to be mad, but all I could think of was him and Katie entwined in bed, slowly making love to each other.

	
 

	“Yeah, she definitely did that,” Chaz said. “So you going to work again today?” he asked, changing the subject.

	
 

	“Yeah,” I told them, although I was rethinking my plan. 

	
 

	Katie, sensing my mood, had asked me to stay home, and to be honest, I was not sure why I was planning on another fake day at work. I did not want the guys to think I knew what happened, and I had told them I was working, but I could very easily use the excuse of wanting to see them off.

	
 

	But I did not. My thoughts were still in a maelstrom within my head, I thanked them for helping us move.

	
 

	“Oh, it was nothing,” Chaz said, slapping me on the back. “Katie made us feel real welcomed,” he told me as Mike once again laughed behind us. 

	
 

	His hand still on my shoulder, Chaz walked me to the door, saying, “And don’t worry, we’ll be sure to thank Katie properly before we leave,” he said, the door closing behind me to both his and Mike’s laughter.

	
 

	As I walked to the car, I wondered what the Hell I had done. Everything had sounded exciting and erotic—the very thought of seeing my beautiful girlfriend taken by another man had been a fantasy for longer than I cared to admit. But it was not simply the act of another man taking her which had been exciting, it had been the expectation that after she had been pleasured, she still returned to me. Although she would get physical pleasure from another man, the bond between us went deeper than that, and my fantasies had always included making love to her after she had been physically fulfilled, giving her the one thing somebody else could not.

	
 

	Or so I thought.

	
 

	Once again the images of Katie and Mike making love—not simply fucking, but actually being so in synch with each other’s body that words had not been needed, their bodies entwined as each gave as much as they received. That Katie loved me I had no doubt; however, seeing how easily her body could accept an intimate relationship with another man—particularly one I knew she did not particularly like—was upsetting.

	
 

	I had known pushing Katie in to a sexual experience outside of our relationship would change things, but I had thought it would be for the better. Now I wondered.

	
 

	I pulled the car down the road, my head and heart heavy with doubt.

	
 

	It was all my fault, I repeated to myself. I had pushed and pushed until Katie had been backed into a corner. It had come down to almost an ultimatum, and she had finally relented. And it had been all I had dreamed as I watched her dance before Chaz, then fuck him, and even fucking Mike the first time. And then reality had intruded its ugly nose.

	
 

	I had never given Katie the chance to back down, and now ironically, I was the one regretting what had happened.

	
 

	I had done the one thing I had thought to prevent, putting myself above Katie, making her do something she had not wanted. It was the whole reason we had moved, to rejuvenate our relationship and not take each other for granted, and yet, I had done exactly that.

	
 

	I realized I had done it again this morning. Instead of talking to Katie and sharing my thoughts, I had moped around, keeping things to myself. And even worse, I had gone out on my ‘pretend work day,’ leaving her alone with two men who had absolutely no respect for her or our relationship.

	
 

	It then hit me what Chaz had said when I had left, how they would ‘thank Katie properly’ for her hospitality. To Chaz’ mentality, once a girl let him fuck her, she would let him do it again. Fuck, Katie had practically begged me to stay home, and I had been oblivious to it, wallowing in my own self-pity. And now I had left her alone with them, not even thinking of the consequences!

	
 

	I got out of the car and jogged back to the house. I did not want the guys to know I knew what had been going on, but had an alternate idea. Our bathroom had a full-sized window in the shower—not one of those small leaning windows you saw in most bathrooms, but an actual full-sized window. It was such an oddity, Katie and I wondered and had asked the realtor if the bathroom had been added on after the house had been built. We had joked about giving the neighbors a show each morning when taking the shower; however, there was a full privacy fence built around our back yard—possibly for just that reason.

	
 

	Even better, Katie always kept the window open when showering, not liking the bathroom to get all steamed up. I was hoping she was still in the shower, deciding to let her make the decision on whether I should ‘come home’ and prevent anything happening with the guys. I felt like shit for not giving her any choice this weekend, so things were going to change. 

	
 

	Going through the gate to our backyard, I made my way towards the bathroom window, feeling a sense of relief when I heard the shower running. Katie was still in the shower; she would not have left the window open otherwise.

	
 

	But then I heard another sound, almost stopping dead in my tracks as I heard a fast but steady ‘slapping’ and ‘thumping’ noises, accompanied by Katie’s voice. It was almost as if she were singing, although that was something she never did in the shower.

	
 

	Reaching the window—the sill being level to my chin—I saw Katie was indeed still in the shower.

	
 

	But she was not alone.

	
 

	Once more I beheld a sight burned into my mind forever. Katie was in the shower, but so was Chaz—and they were not washing.

	
 

	Katie was held in the air by Chaz, her legs wrapped around his waist as his arms wrapped beneath her legs and he grasped her bare ass. Katie’s arms were around Chaz’ neck. And the steady ‘thumping’ and ‘slapping’ noises I had heard had been Katie’s body being slammed repeatedly against the wall as Chaz fucked her!

	
 

	The moment became surreal, seeing my girlfriend held in the air against the shower wall while Chaz’ ass cheeks clenched and unclenched as he drove his fat cock over and over into my girlfriend.

	
 

	The ‘singing’ had been Katie, but it was not singing, her long prolonged moans and cries immediately recognizable as the sounds of her orgasming over and over.

	
 

	All of my previous thoughts flew out my mind like a wisp smoke on a breezy day. My cock became instantly rock hard, my pulse speeding up and pounding in my ears. Before I knew it, I had unbuttoned my pants and pulled my dick out, stroking myself as my girlfriend was viciously fucked by my college friend.

	
 

	Katie’s face was what I jokingly called her ‘dumb’ face, the rare times when her orgasms were so overwhelming, she was lost in the moment, her face crinkled in an expression of almost confusion, while her mouth hung wide-open, slack-jawed as she could only groan and moan. Meanwhile her body was like a ragdoll, her head moving around chaotically like a bobble-head doll, her legs dangling behind Chaz and bouncing erratically as he lunged into her over and over.

	
 

	Suddenly Katie’s head flew back, the ‘thunk’ of her head hitting the wall so loud I wondered if she hurt herself. She let out a scream—but not of pain, but of pure unadulterated pleasure.

	
 

	As Chaz continued to drive his cock into her, over and over and over and over.

	
 

	As Katie’s body floundered, her feet bobbing erratically behind Chaz, I saw her open her eyes and look over Chaz’ shoulder. Immediately our eyes locked as she met my gaze, staring at me as she was fiercely fucked, her head continuing to sway, her wet hair plastered to her head.

	
 

	The fact my girlfriend was staring straight into my eyes as she orgasmed, being fucked by another man, was too much, and I instantly came, my cock spurting stream after stream of release against the wall of the house. Glancing down, I saw the large milky globs grossly dribbling down the aluminum siding, bridging across each slat down to the next.

	
 

	And still I kept cumming as I looked back up to Chaz ruthlessly fuck Katie.

	
 

	All Katie could do is hang on, helpless and overpowered in such a compromising position, impaled upon Chaz cock without mercy, Chaz’s single-mindedness to slake his lust upon her the only consideration. By the time Chaz let out a primordial grunt announcing his own orgasm, I was ready to cum again. I gripped my cock tightly as Chaz’ ass cheeks clenched, slamming Katie against the wall as he pinned her in the air between it and himself.

	
 

	I realized he was cumming inside my girlfriend, watching as his butt cheeks clenched and unclenched, knowing stream after stream of his cum was shooting into Katie’s pussy as she hung there, holding him as if for dear life with her arms and legs wrapped around him.

	
 

	I came again, the scene so visceral it was as if my cock had a mind of its own, releasing another surprisingly large ejaculate against the side of the house as my girlfriend was conquered by the jock.

	
 

	Chaz held Katie in the air for a few more minutes, his ass cheeks continuing to clenching and unclench, draining as much of his cock into Katie’s pussy as he could—and I had no doubts that Katie was reciprocating, flexing and unflexing her pussy, milking the large cock inside her.

	
 

	Eventually Chaz slowly lowered Katie’s legs down, holding her steady as she wobbled and stood upon her own feet.

	
 

	I quickly moved to the side of the window as Chaz turned, but it was simply to leave without saying a word. I heard the shower curtain slide open and close and tentatively peeked back into the house, seeing Katie standing alone in the shower.

	
 

	She stepped to the window—still unsteady on her legs—as she leaned out to me. Looking at me intensely, still panting from her earlier activity, she gasped.

	
 

	“Oh my God! That was fucking amazing!” she said.

	
 

	I stared at her, shocked at her confession on how much she had enjoyed being fucked by Chaz, considering less than a day ago she had wanted nothing to do with such intimacy.

	
 

	Looking at her, I noted her flushed face, her wet body leaning almost halfway out the window, her breasts hanging over the window sill dripping with water as she began talking.

	
 

	“You were not even gone for a minute before he came into the shower,” she explained. “He said he was there for the kiss I owed him, and the next thing I knew he was kissing me. I completely melted in his arms, my body still worked up from last night,” she confessed, looking confused. “I was instantly wet,” she admitted with a blush, “and then he was lifting me up and was inside me. I felt so powerless, hanging helplessly in the air as he fucked me,” her words pouring out of her. “I was scared, but thrilled. Jesus, I’ve never cum so hard in my life!” she exclaimed, blushing as she realized who she was talking to. “Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “I’m so sorry!” she said, reaching out and taking my hand.

	
 

	I was about to tell her how hot she had looked, not only to tell her she needed no apology, but to give her an apology of my own for my earlier attitude, but we both turned our attention towards the shower curtain as it loudly slid open again.

	
 

	Thinking Chaz had returned, I quickly moved to the side of the window as Katie began to turn back into the bathroom.

	
 

	Or tried.

	
 

	Suddenly Katie’s entire torso was pushed forward again, a large hand between her shoulder blades as her breasts wiggled enticingly back out the window, hearing Mike’s voice.

	
 

	“No, you were fine,” Mike said. “Nothing better than seeing a girl bent over, her ass and pussy fully on display,” he said crudely. “That is the perfect position for you,” he said with obvious enjoyment in his voice.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes open wide and reached out and grasped my hand again, tightly squeezing it.

	
 

	Her face showed surprise, and I silently mouthed, “What is he doing?” as she looked at me.

	
 

	“He’s soaping up my ass,” Katie mouthed just as silently, still leaning out the window.

	
 

	“Let’s make sure we get everywhere clean,” Mike’s voice said, once more heard loudly through the window. “Including these pesky cracks,” he chuckled.

	
 

	Katie’s eyes opened wider, her mouth forming a surprised ‘O’ as she looked over at me and quickly whispered, “Oh my God,” her lips breathed, “he’s fingering…”

	
 

	Katie never finished her sentence as her eyes almost flew out of her head, widening even further and she let out a low groan, her hand squeezing mine tightly, but the pain was lost to me as I looked at her curiously and anxiously.

	
 

	Before I could ask what was going on, I heard Mike chuckle from inside the house. “Ah, that’s a good girl,” he said happily. “I always pegged you as the type who likes her ass diddled,” he said.

	
 

	Now my own eyes opened wide as I realized Mike was fingering Katie’s ass!

	
 

	Katie’s body shifted, and I stared as she pushed her entire body back slowly, apparently impaling herself further upon Mike’s finger.

	
 

	Katie let out another moan and squeezed my hand again as her body slowly rocked back and forth.

	
 

	“Damn, you do like that,” Mike said with obvious amusement from behind her.

	
 

	I could only stare in astonishment as my girlfriend’s ass was diddled by my friend, clearly enjoying it. In all the five years of being together, Katie had never hinted at being interested in any type of ass play.

	
 

	Then again, I had never broached the subject. Sex with Katie was fantastic, and I had never felt the need to explore ‘alternate avenues’ in our physical relationship. Observing how much Katie was enjoying Mike’s probing, apparently I had made a mistake.

	
 

	Mike’s voice came loudly through the window as my naked and wet girlfriend slowly rocked back and forth, “If you like that, you’re going to love this!” he said.

	
 

	Suddenly Katie let out a loud “Oh!” which was a mixture of surprise and anticipation, the exclamation loudly echoing across the yard. Her eyes opened wide again as her mouth formed a large ‘O’ shape.

	
 

	Katie’s hand clenched my own in a death grip as she let out a low guttural moan.

	
 

	Mike’s laugh came clearly over the sound of the shower. “That a good Kitty. You enjoyed a foot of cock in your pussy last night, so let’s see how you enjoy the full foot in your ass.”

	
 

	I realized with shock Mike was sticking his cock into Katie’s ass!

	
 

	I was dumbfounded. Having never discussed ass play and fingering with Katie, the very thought of anal sex was something I had never considered between us. To be honest, it was an act I related more with porn stars and whores than my own beautiful girlfriend.

	
 

	Katie let out another deep moan, once again drawing my attention to her as her face scrunched up in concentration. Even as I watched her, her eyes rolled upwards, back in to her head until all I saw was the whites of her eyes. And then, to my utter astonishment and disbelief, Katie pushed her body back, letting out another moan as I realized she was impaling herself upon Mike’s cock.

	
 

	“That’s a good girl, you’re halfway there,” Mike’s voice came from inside the shower and still out of my view.

	
 

	But my eyes were fixed upon Katie as I continued to stare in disbelief at her, my girlfriend who now apparently had six inches of cock in her ass.

	
 

	Katie’s head fell forward as she began to push back even further, her free hand on the window sill for support.

	
 

	Mike’s voice coached her on. “There you go, seven. Eight. Nine…” he counted.

	
 

	Katie let out a screech, but I was not sure if it was surprise, pain, pleasure, or all three as her body lunged out the window, her breasts swaying erratically as Mike’s triumphant cry of “Twelve!” came from inside the house.

	
 

	Katie’s hand clutched mine tightly as all I could do was stare at her, watching as her body began to lunge in and out of the opened window, followed by a steady ‘slap-slap-slap’ as I realized in wonder and awe my girlfriend was being fuck in the ass—by a foot of cock no less!

	
 

	While her left hand continued to clutch mine, I watched in shock as Katie released her grip on the window sill with her right hand and moved it between her legs. Instantly she arched her back, lifting her face up to the sky as she began moaning loudly in time to her body’s motions. She began to cry out repetitively, her exclamations of “Ah! Nahnn. Ah!” echoed through the back yard, accompanied by the steady ‘slap-slap-slap’ of her ass cheeks slamming against Mike.

	
 

	“Fuck you’re tight,” Mike gasped, continuing to fuck Katie in the ass. “I bet Bobby’s never traveled down the Hersey highway before,” he laughed behind her. “But you’re no virgin to a cock in your ass, are you slut?” he asked crudely.

	
 

	Katie’s body once more lunged forcibly out the window, moving quicker as Mike apparently picked up his pace, as well as the force of his thrusts.

	
 

	The entire scene was like a dream, completely unreal as I held my girlfriend’s hand while she was being fucked in the ass by one of my buddies—who had no idea I was even there.

	
 

	Katie’s tits were swaying wildly out the window, her entire body jerking back and forth. Here movements steadily increased, moving even faster in accompaniment to the ‘slap-slap-slap’ of Mike’s wet body hitting her own, the pace so intense it almost became a single sound. 

	
 

	Her hand was still between her legs fingering herself, continuously moaning, my girlfriend’s mantra of “Ah! Nah! Ah!” loud to my ears as she was fucked as mercilessly as Chaz had fucked her, only this time in the ass. 

	
 

	Katie let out an unrecognizable yell as she came, her body looking as if she were seizuring as she came over and over again.

	
 

	Just as abruptly, Katie lunged forward, letting go of my hand as she grabbed the window sill with both hands for support as I heard Mike grunt loudly.

	
 

	“There you go,” he gasped triumphantly from inside the shower. “I bet it’s been a while since you had a load of cum pumped into your ass,” he grunted.

	
 

	Katie’s head fell forward in both defeat and exhaustion. I had no idea what was going on until I heard her whimper. 

	
 

	“I left you your outfit for this morning on the bed,” Mike said with a chuckle as I heard the shower curtain slide open and close. 

	
 

	I realized Katie’s whimper had been due to Mike pulling his cock out of her ass, leaving as quickly as he had entered.

	
 

	It seemed an eternity before Katie moved, raising her head and looking at me.

	
 

	“Oh my God!” she gasped, “That was unbelievable!” Katie said, looking at me in wonder. “I felt so helpless, just like when Chaz came into the shower,” she stated. “Them doing whatever they wanted to me because you asked me to, simply submitting to their demands because you told me to!” she said, squeezing my hand.

	
 

	Immediately my cock hardened and throbbed, almost cumming right there. Gone were any of my earlier doubts about Katie having misgivings about letting the guys fuck her. Not only had she done it, not only had she enjoyed it—but she had done it all for me!

	
 

	I looked at her lovingly as my mind fell into a deep, dark abyss I knew it would never return from. “Well, then you better go and get ready for more,” I told her, kissing her hand before zipping up my pants and turning away, knowing without any more doubts she would do as I wanted.

	
 

	I was overwhelmed with a sense of superiority and sovereignty as I made my way to the car. My girlfriend had fucked another man—actually two—all because I had asked her to do it. Although it had been against her morals and better judgment, she had done it simply because I had asked.

	
 

	I felt proud of her, an overwhelming sense of love and warmth filling me as I knew she had done this for me, not because she had enjoyed it—which she had—that was merely icing on the cake, but because I had asked!

	
 

	Reaching the car, I logged in to the surveillance system of the house, seeing Mike and Chaz in the kitchen. Turning on the audio, I listened to their conversation.

	
 

	“Jesus, I can’t believe she’s agreed to fuck us both and do whatever we want,” Chaz was saying.

	
 

	“Well, she’s already fucked us twice now,” Mike laughed, “So it’s no stretch to the imagination,” he stated with another chuckle. “I told you the bitch was aching for a real man to treat her as the slut she is,” Mike said crudely. “All we had to do was show her what it was like to be satisfied by something more than Bobby’s little pecker,” he laughed. “Now she can’t get enough of our cocks,” he stated proudly. “Christ, she was already waiting for me in the shower after you were done with her,” he laughed, “bent over, her ass there for the taking!”

	
 

	Once more I was surprised at Mike’s crassness. And he seemed too comfortable speaking in such a way, I wondered if Chaz had been right about him, acting demurely the whole time I had been friends with him. Ever since I had started dating Katie, Mike had been the perfect gentleman to her, and yet now, he treated her like a complete whore.

	
 

	“In fact,” Mike was saying, “I have a little surprise for our little Kitty to prove my point,” he said enigmatically, but I was already switching cameras, tuning in to the camera in our bedroom.

	
 

	Katie was still in the bathroom. Although the house did not have cameras in the bathroom—which would have been creepy even to me—one of the bedroom cameras was pointed towards the bathroom, showing the door to be open, Katie’s profile barely visible.

	
 

	She was now wearing a short satin robe I had bought one Valentine’s Day. It barely covered her ass, but it was one of her favorites, wearing it most of the time.

	
 

	But that was not what caught my attention, my eyes squinting as if I could mentally focus and zoom the camera further.

	
 

	Although the image was fuzzy from such a distance, I saw Katie take something in her hands, peaking my curiosity as she placed it between her legs. Then she reached around, and raising her robe—and revealing her bare ass—I watched as she did something behind her. I realized what was in her hands—the tube of lubricant we kept in one of the nightstands! 

	
 

	Holy crap, I thought in amazement, my girlfriend was lubing herself up—in both her vagina and ass—in preparation for the guys!

	
 

	Katie walked out of the bathroom and slipped her feet into a pair of high-heeled shoes at the front of the bed, before walking out of the room.

	
 

	I quickly switched to the main area camera showing Chaz and Mike in the kitchen, as well as Katie’s robed back as she walked beneath the camera towards them.

	
 

	“Well, well,” Mike said, making no attempt at hiding his lust towards her, “there’s our little Kitty now,” he said with a smile. “But that’s not exactly what I told you to wear, is it?” he asked with mock disapproval.

	
 

	I was not sure what Mike had left for Katie to wear, but based on the selection of clothes he had laid out all this weekend, I knew I would not be disappointed.

	
 

	“Before I do this, I want to make sure everybody is on the same page,” Katie said, placing her hands on her hips. “I’ll agree to this only if you agree to never tell Bobby about it, as well as anything else in my past, including stripping,” she said. “In fact, if you don’t talk to Bobby at all I would appreciate it,” she finished.

	
 

	I wondered how she could take the word of two men who did not even value my friendship with them over fucking my girlfriend, so I was not surprised when both of the guys agreed. There was nothing to prevent them from ever telling me after they had their way with her, although I knew the threat of them talking to me was greater than them following through with it.

	
 

	I also noted her using the derogatory version of my name, but then my mind went blank as Katie reached up and let the robe fall to the floor.

	
 

	Both men clapped as I saw Katie was completely naked!

	
 

	“I commend you on your selection today Mike,” Chaz chuckled. “Those are some really nice shoes,” he said.

	
 

	Mike laughed as he got up from his seat. “Yeah, I wanted her dressed up as much as she should be,” he said with another laugh, talking as if Katie was not even there. Then he turned his attention back to her as he said, “Come on over here Kitty and greet us properly,” he told her, reaching down and pulling down his gym shorts, exposing his long cock.

	
 

	I may have seen it countless times before—even close up as he had driven into my girlfriend’s pussy over and over last night—but seeing Mike’s long cock still amazed me.

	
 

	Yet even more amazing was Katie’s response, watching as she slowly walked towards Mike—her shoes making a ‘clomp-clomped’ sound against the hardwood floors. I stared in awe as my naked girlfriend lowered herself to her haunches before grasping Mike’s exposed dick with her right hand, covering the other half of it with her mouth!

	
 

	“That’s a good Kitty,” Mike gasped, as my girlfriend began sucking his cock with an enthusiasm I had never seen from her when giving head.

	
 

	Chaz was not to be left out, as he too pulled down his shorts, exposing his fat cock sticking straight out from his body, as he walked over to where Katie was servicing Mike.

	
 

	“Don’t be stingy, let me have some of that loving,” he said.

	
 

	Katie reached out with her left hand, and just as I had seen in hundreds of porn movies, turned her head and began sucking Chaz!

	
 

	My cock was rock hard as I watched my loving girlfriend suck both men’s cocks, alternating back and forth as easily and with as much concern as swapping out a pair of shoes. I could not believe this was really happening. Awestruck I stared at the laptop screen, watching my naked girlfriend suck my two friends’ cocks. 

	
 

	As she sucked one, she stroked the other, keeping hold of both cocks in each hand, slobbering enthusiastically over each cock.

	
 

	My own cock was out of my pants, and I began stroking it as I watched Katie, unabashedly sucking each guy’s cock like she had done it so many times it was second nature. It was like watching my very own porn movie, knowing each of the participants. Real, but unreal.

	
 

	Katie’s mouth was slobbering over Mike’s cock, the long member rock hard now, and I was surprised when he abruptly pulled back, the loud suctioning ‘smulch’ of his cock leaving Katie’s mouth audible even through the laptop.

	
 

	“Alright Kitty, it’s time to fill some other holes,” he laughed, slapping his glistening spit-covered cock across my girlfriend’s face. “Let’s get the party started,” he said.

	
 

	To my surprise Katie, said nothing, getting back to her feet and quietly walking past Chaz and Mike. I watched in absolute astonishment as she bent over the dining table, spreading her legs and exposing her pussy before both men.

	
 

	Without another word Mike moved behind her, and holding his cock, I watched enthralled as he guided it into Katie’s pussy, sheathing his entire cock inside her in one stroke! Although I knew she had lubed herself up for sex, I was still amazed Mike sheathed himself in her so effortlessly.

	
 

	Katie let out a yell, but not in pain, but in pleasure as Mike began slamming his cock into her rapidly.

	
 

	I could only stare at the laptop in awed lust as my college roommate and friend impaled my girlfriend over and over with his foot-long cock, his hips rapidly thrusting back and forth so fast, I could barely keep track of whether he was pulling back or slamming forward.

	
 

	The speakers of the laptop echoed throughout the car with the ‘smack-smack-smack-smack-smack’ of his thrusts slamming into Katie’s ass, her body was driven mercilessly forward into the dining table, over and over.

	
 

	“Jesus Christ she’s wetter than a drowning fish,” Mike panted as he drove into Katie’s pussy over and over. “Bet you’ve been eager for this all weekend, haven’t you bitch?” he said crudely.

	
 

	Katie did not answer, her continuous moans being the only sounds exiting her mouth to the accompaniment of the steady slapping sounds as Mike’s body slammed into her as he drove his cock into her like a piston.

	
 

	“Unnn…unnn…unnn…unn,” Katie groaned over and over as Mike fucked her.

	
 

	Chaz rooted them on, although Mike and Katie’s sex show did not need any encouragement.

	
 

	I could not believe my eyes. Even though the scene was right before me—my girlfriend bent over the table naked, her legs spread, my college buddy fucking her savagely—it was as if a dream, my mind in a state of hyperreality.

	
 

	Mike let out a loud grunt, slamming into Katie’s ass one final time as his ass cheeks began clenching and unclenching, just as Chaz’ had earlier this morning as he pumped spurt after spurt of cum deep into my girlfriend’s pussy.

	
 

	“There you go slut, your second load of cum in your pussy today,” Mike grunted as he thrusted emphatically into Katie, depositing his load as she continued to remain bent over the table.

	
 

	Once more I was reminded of a porno movie as Mike pulled his cock out of Katie and Chaz stepped behind her. With a single thrust of his hips, Chaz buried his fat cock inside my girlfriend.

	
 

	Katie’s head jerked up as a loud, “Ohhhh!” came out of her mouth at the invasion of a second cock within her pussy.

	
 

	Although he did not fuck Katie as fast or vigorously as Mike, Chaz’ thrusts were decisive and almost exaggerated as Katie’s body was forcibly thrusted forward again and again by his distinctive motions.

	
 

	“Unh! Unh! Unh!” Katie cried out as Chaz drove into her with his large cock. 

	
 

	Even though Mike’s previous fucking had been wild and brutal, Chaz’ decisive thrusts seemed even more savage, his emphatic thrusts a physical statement he was using Katie for his own purpose, not caring whether she enjoyed it or not.

	
 

	But it was obvious Katie had given in to her lust, her grunts getting closer and closer together even though Chaz’ thrusts continued at the same steady pace. She let out a single long moan and I knew she was cumming as each thrust of Chaz’ cock slammed her into the table.

	
 

	Unexpectedly Chaz pulled out, gliding his cock between the cheeks of Katie’s ass. The camera was at the perfect angle as I watched him cum, jets of milky fluid spraying across Katie’s back. The first two spurts exited his cock so forcibly, they splashed between her shoulder blades, but then Chaz moved back, directing his next few spurts across her ass cheeks, bathing Katie in a shower of cum.

	
 

	Surprisingly, after both of them cumming, Chaz and Mike were still hard, and I watched as Mike sat down on the couch, his foot-long cock sticking straight in the air.

	
 

	“Come here bitch, time to ride me like the cock craving slut you are,” Mike spat.

	
 

	To my amazement, Katie stood up, and on wobbly but unhesitant legs, and moved over to Mike and straddled his legs. 

	
 

	Without a word she lowered herself on to his cock.

	
 

	I was flabbergasted as Katie raised herself up and down, impaling herself on Mike’s cock even after having already orgasmed. Once more I was reminded of a porn movie as Katie rode Mike faster and faster, his long cock driving into her over and over.

	
 

	Mike pulled Katie’s torso closer to him, her hips continuing to move up and down on his cock, as I saw Chaz move behind her.

	
 

	It was obvious Katie was too absorbed in fucking Mike to be aware of her surroundings, and even I could not believe my eyes as my loving girlfriend raised and lowered herself on Mike’s long cock. Although she had orgasmed at least three times already today, she was like a bitch in heat, the Energizer bunny keeping on going and going and going.

	
 

	My view was to the left of the pair, looking at Katie’s back as she held on to Mike’s shoulders for support, continuing to ride up and down on his cock. As such, I had a clear view when Mike grabbed Katie’s ass, spreading her cheeks wide.

	
 

	And that’s when Chaz moved in.

	
 

	As if they had rehearsed this a dozen times, Mike slammed Katie down upon his cock as, at the same time, Chaz thrust forward.

	
 

	“Oh fuck!” Katie cried as Chaz’ cock entered her ass. “Oh Jesus, it’s so fucking big!” Katie cried out, yet I was fully aware of her not telling him to remove the large member from what I had—up until this morning—thought was her virgin asshole.

	
 

	“Start moving cunt,” Mike said.

	
 

	To my complete astonishment, Katie complied to the order, moving her body now forward and back at an angle as she began to fuck not one, but both of my buddies.

	
 

	I could not believe my eyes as my girlfriend took on two cocks at the same time—one in the ass, the other in her pussy—like a professional porn star.

	
 

	“Oh fuck, I can’t believe you are both still hard,” Katie gasped as she continued to fuck the two men, both of them not having to put forth any effort in the sordid threesome.

	
 

	Chaz laughed, saying, “It must be that Viagra we took this morning,” he said.

	
 

	Katie looked over her shoulder in surprise, still moving her body forwards and backwards as she fucked the two men with a familiarity I was almost afraid to contemplate.

	
 

	My cock erupted, jets of cum splashing on not only the steering wheel, but also the dashboard of my car from the force of my release, but I could have cared less, the sight of my girlfriend fucking my two buddies simultaneously too much for my mind to process.

	
 

	And yet in the back of my mind, I was aware of my cock remaining hard, even as I continued to stroke it. Unlike Chaz and Mike who apparently had Viagra to keep them going, I had the sheer lustful sight of my girlfriend servicing two men at the same time.

	
 

	Chaz’ hips began to move, ramming his cock more forcibly into Katie’s ass even as Mike began to thrust upwards. Again I could only stare in astonishment as each of them drove their cocks into my girlfriend, who continued to moan in response. I knew from experience these moans were indications of Katie cumming yet again, her multiple continuous orgasms overwhelming any propriety she may have had, giving in to the moment and servicing the two men fucking her.

	
 

	“Oh fuck, I’m about to cum again,” Mike grunted after several minutes of ramming his cock into Katie’s pussy.

	
 

	Chaz grabbed hold of Katie’s arms and things turned topsy-turvy. It was like a wrestling match when somebody gets pinned, reminiscent of the night before when Mike had flipped Katie on her back. I could only stare as Chaz rolled on to the couch, taking Katie with him, his cock still lodged deep within her ass as he pulled her away from Mike.

	
 

	In complete fascination I watched as Chaz grabbed Katie’s ass and began lifting her up and down, holding her by sheer strength as he raised and lowered her upon his cock, her legs dangling in the air.

	
 

	Meanwhile Mike stood up, stroking his cock vigorously as he stepped in front of Katie. Once more reminiscent of a porn movie, Mike’s cock began spurting jets of cum, shooting his load upon Katie’s bouncing breasts, her movements causing the splashes of cum to quickly roll down to her stomach.

	
 

	To my complete wonder, even as she was raised and lowered upon Chaz’ cock in her ass, Katie reached out and grabbed Mike’s cock. Placing her feet on the ground for more support, I could only stare in wonderment as she leaned forward and took Mike’s spurting cock into her mouth, sucking it with an intensity I had never seen.

	
 

	“That’s it Bitch, you can’t get enough cock today, can you?” Mike spat as Katie sucked his cock dry of his recent release.

	
 

	Katie’s only response was a staccato series of “Mhmm. Mhmm. Mhmm.” as she was raised and lowered upon Chaz’ cock.

	
 

	I could not believe how sexy Katie looked now covered in sperm from two different men, while riding Chaz’ cock. I could not even blink, my eyes transfixed to the screen of the laptop. 

	
 

	A small voice in my head was yelling something about how I should be upset at my girlfriend cheating on me, but I was more aroused than I had ever been in my life, pushing the thought out of my head.

	
 

	Continuing to watch my girlfriend ride Chaz’ fat cock, I was vaguely aware of a motorcycle passing by the car, but I was too mesmerized by the depraved scene to even look up.

	
 

	Katie was in the throes of another orgasm, surprising me as I had never thought a woman could enjoy anal sex so immensely; however, from the moans and enthusiasm of her actions, her enjoyment of it was obvious.

	
 

	To my surprise, I heard a doorbell ring over the moans and sounds of Katie and Chaz fucking. I sat up in the car to answer the door when I realized the sound had come from the laptop speakers.

	
 

	Doorbell?

	
 

	It was with great reluctance I changed the camera to the front door, the sight of my naked Katie bouncing up and down in Chaz’ lap, her tits swaying wildly while being fucked in the ass; however, my curiosity got the best of me. 

	
 

	Standing on the porch was a burly, scruffy-looking man dressed in a faded denim vest, bandana, and jeans. Although I try not to stereotype people, he looked like the epitome of a biker, and definitely not the sort of person one would see in this neighborhood.

	
 

	In the background I saw a motorcycle parked in the driveway, realizing it was probably the same one which passed by the car.

	
 

	Then I heard Mike’s voice. “Heya bud, glad you could make it!”

	
 

	What the fuck was going on? Mike apparently knew the guy, although I had no idea who the fuck he was or what he was doing there.

	
 

	“Jesus Christ,” the large man said. “You always answer the door fucking buck naked with a woody?” he laughed.

	
 

	I realized Mike was still naked, again wondering what the fuck was going as both Mike and the large man laughed as the large man said, “I guess the party’s already started.”

	
 

	Party?

	
 

	With growing trepidation, I watched as the large man entered our house and stepped out of view. Quickly I switched back to the living room camera.

	
 

	Katie and Chaz were still going at it, although Katie had now leaned back almost against Chaz’ chest, assisting Chaz by raising and lowering her hips, willingly impaling her ass over and over upon Chaz’ cock as he held her ass. 

	
 

	Her head had fallen backwards, so I knew Katie was oblivious to the entrance of Mike and the stranger in the room, but I knew even if she had been staring forward, she was too engrossed in her own sodomy to notice.

	
 

	“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Chaz yelled.

	
 

	“Oh yes! Cum in my ass!” Katie cried out, to my complete surprise and Mike and the stranger’s laughter.

	
 

	But my eyes were all on the couple on the couch, watching as Chaz slammed Katie upon his cock, his hips thrusting up as he began orgasming within my girlfriend’s ass. 

	
 

	I could only stare, not even breathing, as Katie leaned back fully on to Chaz’ chest, yielding herself to him as he reached up and began kneading her breasts, even as his balls emptied within her ass.

	
 

	The sight was so mind-blowing, so unbelievable, I once more could not accept it as reality.

	
 

	My cock was still hard in my hand, but the realization was more of an afterthought as I stared at my girlfriend, completely naked and splayed across Chaz’ body, his cock lodged in her ass letting him do as he pleased. 

	
 

	Her legs were spread open, giving Mike and the strange biker guy a full view of her pussy and body.

	
 

	“Kitty, there’s somebody I’d like you to meet,” Mike said after a few moments. “This is Headbanger…or Banger for short,” he said.

	
 

	I was struck at how out-of-place the entire scene had become. Mike introduced the stranger as if it was an everyday introduction on the street, not that three of the four people in the room were naked, one of them with his cock still in my girlfriend’s ass, her body glistening with sweat and dried and drying cum.

	
 

	Katie raised her head and for the first time saw the stranger standing next to Mike. Even more surprising was her reaction—or I should say lack of reaction, merely looking across the room at the two men, not bothering to cover her nudity or the fact she was sitting in another naked man’s lap with his cock buried within her ass.

	
 

	“Why don’t you crawl over here and greet Banger like the good little slut you are,” Mike said crudely.

	
 

	I could only stare in disbelief at my friend’s comment, while Katie looked at Mike questioningly. Yet she still did not cover herself up, her recently fucked body on display before them.

	
 

	“You said you would do anything we asked,” Mike told her, reminding her of the deal she had struck with them.

	
 

	I knew being exposed before strangers was not something Katie had planned, yet she still did not cover herself up. Even more surprisingly, she did not say anything. 

	
 

	Then, to my astonishment, I watched as my girlfriend pulled herself off of Chaz’ cock and lowered herself to her knees. My mouth literally fell open as I watched my girlfriend bend over and begin crawling towards Mike and ‘Banger’ on all fours!

	
 

	Halfway to them I heard a loud fart, realizing it had come from Katie, yet none of the men even blinked at the sound from her recently assaulted asshole, instead all eyes were upon her, mesmerized as she crawled towards the biker, her tits swaying beneath her.

	
 

	Upon reaching the denim-clad stranger, I watched in disbelief as Katie got to her knees and, without saying a single word, reached up and began unfastening the stranger’s belt and pants!

	
 

	I almost had to pinch myself, the situation was so surreal, and I could only stare as Katie pulled his pants down, revealing the biker’s cock, bobbing and hanging directly in front of her face.

	
 

	Although not as large as Mike or Chaz’ dicks, I was still ashamed to admit the biker’s cock was larger than my own, but that was only a passing thought as Katie bent forward, and without any hesitation, took the stranger’s cock in her mouth!

	
 

	“Jesus Christ, this bitch is in heat!” the stranger gasped as Mike and Chaz laughed.

	
 

	“I told you it was worth the drive over here,” Mike said, revealing he had been the one to invite the stranger over.

	
 

	Having watched Katie suck off both Mike and Chaz, I realized this was a completely different set of circumstances. Her sucking off my friends had been amazing, but it had been somebody we had at least known, even if she had only met Chaz this weekend. Watching Katie take a complete stranger’s cock into her mouth and sucking him was something altogether different, my cock exploding a second time, my release joining the previous as jets of cum shot once again on to the steering wheel, as well as my pulled down pants and seat of my car.

	
 

	And as before, I barely paid my spray of cum any attention as I watched the laptop screen.

	
 

	Katie’s hands reached around the biker, holding his ass as her head moved zealously back and forth, the biker’s cock sliding in and out of Katie’s luscious lips, the sounds of slurping and sucking coming loud and clear through the laptop.

	
 

	Katie gave good head even on the worst of days; however, now she was exceptionally vigorous and eager, putting forth all her effort towards sucking the biker’s cock. My mind was blown away at my girlfriend sucking a stranger’s cock without even a modicum of reluctance.

	
 

	The biker reached down and grabbed the back of Katie’s head as his hips began thrusting forward, forcing Katie to take his entire cock within her mouth, and then taking control himself, began face-fucking my girlfriend with complete recklessness. 

	
 

	Katie’s only response was to open her mouth wider, letting the man have his way with her as the previous sounds of slurping and sucking changed in to louder sounds of gurgling and gagging—the harsh noises echoing throughout the house, as the stranger’s cock plunged in and out of my naked girlfriend’s throat.

	
 

	Chaz and Mike cheered the couple on as I was unable to believe what I was seeing. 

	
 

	Suddenly the biker grunted and grabbed Katie’s head with both hands, slamming his cock deep within her as her face plastered against his pelvis. Katie let out a gurgle of surprise and I watched in fascination as cum shot out of her nose, covering her face and the biker’s groin! 

	
 

	Just as abruptly, Katie’s throat began moving as she opened her throat, swallowing the biker’s next few loads of ejaculate, but I was too mesmerized by the strands of thick whitish grey fluid leaking out of her nose, running down her face.

	
 

	“I hope you took my advice and popped a blue pill,” Mike said, recalling him and Chaz mentioning they had both taken a Viagra earlier, obviously in preparation of defiling Katie over and over.

	
 

	As the biker released Katie’s head, I could only stare in disbelief as she once again began sucking his cock in earnest, showing a fervor she had never shown with me. 

	
 

	The biker laughed as Katie began cleaning off his cock without any direction, and after a few moments he backed away, pulling his cock out of her mouth as Katie gasped.

	
 

	Still laughing, he looked at Mike and said, “This isn’t my first cutie showdown.”

	
 

	The biker—Banger—looked down at Katie, her face covered with cum and saliva, and smiled, saying, “Honey, why don’t you crawl over and get on that coffee table. It’s time to feel that hot pussy of yours.”

	
 

	Once more I was flabbergasted when Katie not only did not protest at the man’s crude comments, but turned quietly around and crawled to and up on the coffee table as directed!

	
 

	I stared enthralled as the biker moved behind my girlfriend, who remained where she was, naked and on her hands and knees. Without any delay, he moved behind her and shoved his cock into Katie’s pussy.

	
 

	Grabbing her hips, he began to steadily fuck her, while Katie urged him on. 

	
 

	“Oh God yes!” she exclaimed. “Fuck me! Fuck my pussy with that hard cock. Give it to me,” she moaned in accompaniment to the steady ‘slap-slap-slap’ of the biker’s body against her ass. Katie continued repeating variations of the same litany over and over as her body rocked back and forth to the biker’s violation.

	
 

	Movement to the side caught my attention as Chaz got up off the couch, moving in front of Katie. Without any guidance, Katie opened her mouth, taking Chaz’ fat cock into her mouth, as her body’s movements rocked her forward and back, causing her lips to slide effortlessly across the large member.

	
 

	Not to be ignored, Mike moved next to Chaz and began slapping Katie’s face with his long, hard, cock. I watched in amazement as she turned her head, Chaz’ cock sliding out of her mouth, and took Mike’s cock into her mouth as she began sucking him as well. As the biker fucked her vigorously from behind, Katie alternated sucking Chaz’ and Mike’s cocks fervently.

	
 

	I could not believe my girlfriend was letting a stranger fuck her, while sucking two cocks at the same time.

	
 

	I lost track of time, cumming yet again as the perverted spectacle continued before me. 

	
 

	The biker let out a groan, slamming his body into Katie’s as he began grunting, thrusting his hips forward, obviously orgasming into my girlfriend’s pussy.

	
 

	Katie now had three different men’s cum shot in her pussy, and I did not have to wonder long if there would be more as the biker backed away and Mike move behind her, sheathing his foot-long cock within her in one stroke.

	
 

	As Mike began fucking her, the biker moved to where Mike had just been, Katie eagerly taking his cock in her mouth as she began sucking him, alternating between his and Chaz’ cock.

	
 

	If anything, Mike was even rougher than the biker, fucking Katie’s pussy with such ferocity, it was difficult for her to keep each of the men’s cocks in her mouth. Sweat began splashing off his face on to Katie’s ass, the furious ‘slap-slap-slap’ of his body against hers almost a continuous noise.

	
 

	Katie obviously did not mind, eagerly sucking the two cocks before her.

	
 

	Gradually I heard a moan increase in volume, realizing Katie was cumming again from the assault upon her pussy, although the sounds of her pleasure were muffled by the alternating cocks in her mouth.

	
 

	Mike let out a groan, pulling out his cock, cum shooting out of his dick all over Katie’s back and ass, even as she continued sucking Chaz and the biker’s cocks, uncaring as to what was going on behind her.

	
 

	Not unexpectedly, Mike and Chaz swapped places, Chaz now shoving his large cock into Katie’s already well-fucked pussy. Chaz began fucking her with a vigor as relentless as the other two men, while Katie immediately took Mike’s long cock in her mouth, sucking him without pause as Chaz began thrusting his cock into her.

	
 

	Chaz slammed into my girlfriend with as much, if not more ferocity as Mike, her entire body thrusted forward and back as she continued to eagerly suck the two dicks in front of her.

	
 

	Even at his furious pace, Chaz fucked Katie for what seemed an eternity until he told the other two men to move away. I watched as he pulled out and ran to the front of Katie. The timing could not have been more perfect as Chaz’ cock exploded, jets of cum splashing on to Katie’s hair, face, and opened mouth.

	
 

	Then Katie moved, sitting herself down on the coffee table in front of Chaz, once again taking his cock into her mouth, sucking what remaining cum was in him with a gusto undiminished from before.

	
 

	“Fuck, she can’t get enough,” Mike said. “You should have brought the other guys,” he told the biker who laughed.

	
 

	“There will be plenty of time for that,” he said enigmatically, sitting on the couch. To my cock sucking girlfriend he said, “Come here bitch, you might as well ride my cock one last time before I leave.”

	
 

	And to my amazement, she did! 

	
 

	I watched in complete wonderment as Katie pulled Chaz’ cock out of her mouth and stood up, walking over to the biker and straddling his legs before lowering herself down on to his cock. Then, even though she had already had more orgasms than I could count, began raising and lowering herself on the biker’s cock.

	
 

	The room once again filled with the ‘flop-plop-flop’ sounds of Katie’s body landing upon the biker’s lap, fucking the complete stranger as her tits rose and fell in accompaniment to her motions, her ass bouncing as she rode the biker’s lap.

	
 

	My eyes were e transfixed upon the laptop screen as my girlfriend fucked a complete stranger with utter abandonment, his cock driving into her pussy over and over, again and again. Katie was incessant, her body rising and slamming down repeatedly as sweat began to pour down her face, splashing upon her chest, mixing with the cum of the men in the room which was already all over her body.

	
 

	Eventually the biker came, slamming Katie’s body down upon his lap as his hips thrusted upwards, depositing yet another load of ejaculate into my girlfriend.

	
 

	Meanwhile Katie panted, her chest rising and falling as she attempted to catch a breath.

	
 

	Suddenly she let out a squeal as the biker pushed her off him, falling to the side of the couch.

	
 

	“Definitely a well worth it fuck,” the biker said as he got up, putting his pants back on.

	
 

	It was then I realized Chaz and Mike were also dressed, their overnight bags sitting on the floor. I had been so wrapped up watching Katie fuck the biker, I had not even noticed them getting dressed.

	
 

	Like me, Katie was oblivious to the men, in a sexual daze as she lay upon the couch, her legs splayed open, uncaring her well-fucked pussy was in plain sight of the men.

	
 

	Without a word the three men turned and left the room, and I watched from the car as they exited the house, the biker getting on his bike and Chaz and Mike getting in the moving truck. In the blink of an eye they were gone.

	
 

	On the computer screen, Katie was still lying where she had been, and although I was eager to join her, I waited several minutes to make sure nobody returned before driving to my house.

	
 

	Entering the front door, my nose was immediately assaulted by the smell of sex—cum, pussy, sweat, and a heavy muskiness—permeating the entire house.

	
 

	Walking into the living room, I saw Katie had not moved, thinking she had passed out or fallen asleep, until I walked up to her and she said without moving, “I have never cummed so much in my life!”

	
 

	I said nothing, but in the blink of an eye my clothes were off, wanting nothing more than to get my cock inside my girlfriend.

	
 

	To my surprise Katie rolled on to her stomach, spreading her ass cheeks as she said, “My pussy is too raw, you’re going to have fuck my ass.”

	
 

	I stared down at her for what seemed like an eternity, although it probably was only a few seconds.

	
 

	Katie’s ass, back, and legs were covered with splotches of dried cum, but between her ass cheeks it was glistening and wet, and without a word, I moved forward, moaning as my cock entered my girlfriend’s tight ass for the first time.

	
 

	Even though she had been fucked by the two guys—one of them wider than my fucking arm—I could not help but moan at the tightness surrounding my cock as it slowly sank into my girlfriend’s anus. I was planning to be gentle, but Katie pushed back, slamming my entire cock into her rectum as I began fucking her.

	
 

	I would like to say I gave her a good shagging for the first time I had anal sex with her, but truth be told I was too excited, and I had not thrusted into her more than five times before I came. 

	
 

	For the first time ever I came inside my girlfriend’s ass, knowing she already had at several loads of other men’s cum already there, my ejaculate doing little to dilute the volume of other men’s cum within her.

	
 

	As I laid on top of her, my cock continuing to pulse within her tight ass, I realized Katie had taken several loads of cum in every orifice. It was a sobering thought as I pulled out of her, her scooting over so I could lie next to her.

	
 

	Eventually I helped her to bed, her being too tired and sore to even shower, and within moments she was asleep, covered in three other men’s cum and completely exhausted after fucking them for the last four hours.

	
 

	I had never felt closer or cared for her more in my life…
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Prologue 2

	********************

	 

	Hi, my name is Katie.  If you have read my boyfriend’s account of events which happened the weekend we moved in to our new home, you probably think I am a slut, or a whore, or all of that and more.  I would like to set the record straight—and Bob is reading this as I type so there will be no misunderstanding.

	 

	First and foremost, I did NOT agree to sleep with anybody!  Got that?  Need I say it again?  I am not saying things Bob described did not happen.  They did, and even a few months later I have both regrets and doubts about what occurred.  To set the record straight, all of this was at Bob’s suggestion, and although he mentioned my reluctance, he also glossed over it to the point where his narrative sounded like I had willingly and wantonly cheated on him.  Again, that is not the case!

	 

	So why did I do it?  Well, Bob did get one thing right, our relationship had hit a wall.  Not really an insurmountable wall in my mind, but one nonetheless.  Things had grown stagnant.  Bob talked about taking things for granted, and I guess we did, falling into a rut where even sex with each other seemed more of a chore and duty than something either of us could get into.  Since we are laying all our cards on the table, I will openly admit I faked more orgasms than actually having them for over a year, only because of the fact I did not want to hurt Bob’s feelings.

	 

	And Bob is telling me he faked cumming several times too!  Wow, I did not even know guys could do that!  Learn something new every day, I guess.

	 

	Any who, a few more things to get out.

	 

	I guess things came about from my perspective due to my past.  Yes, I was a stripper.  And yes, I gave ‘special’ dances as well—for the most part it was purely hand jobs in the VIP rooms, although I did suck off a few regular customers I knew.  I needed the money, and in a college town saturated with cheap help, I had to do what I had to do to stay in school—my family barely able to pay for my first year.

	 

	‘Did I enjoy it?’ Bob is asking.  I will admit it, yes I did.  There is something overwhelming about a man making himself so vulnerable before a woman, as well as having complete control over whether he goes home with a set of blue balls or cums so hard you have to do a completely body scrub to get it off of you.  But there is another aspect that is a turn-on for me, and that is the very fact I am debasing myself to perform such a degraded act for a stranger.

	 

	It is both the Ying and Yang, a veritable Catch-22.  On one hand it is a pure power trip having such control over somebody so vulnerable, yet on the other, you are being completely subjugated, debasing yourself before a stranger and taking what normally a guy uses more for the toilet than anything else into your mouth slaking his lust out upon you.  It is an amazing contradiction of feelings, and it more exciting than anything else I can think of.

	 

	Anyways, there comes a point in a relationship where you need to make a decision.  Do you say ‘fuck it’ and walk away, calling it a loss and hoping something better moves on, or do you realize it is the best thing in your life and you would do anything to keep it going.  I had reached that point, and decided the latter.

	 

	Jesus Christ, I cannot still believe I actually fucked two of Bob’s friends.  And it was not even a ‘one night stand’ type of thing.  I sucked them both off more time than I could think, fucked them both—individually and together—and even fucked a complete stranger!  All because my boyfriend wanted me to.

	 

	And based upon the past few months, it was a choice worth degrading myself and lowering my own morals for.  Our love life has never been better, and Bob is like an addict who has overdosed on Viagra—he is always hard.  In fact, he is rubbing his erection against my shoulder as I type this, so I may have to take a break and ease his discomfort.

	 

	I love Bob’s cock.  Oh, and yes, we did take a break—the taste of his cum is still on my lips, and I can feel the crotch of my panties getting soaked from his second load.  Before that weekend it was a chore to get Bob hard after cumming once, let alone him reaching a climax.  Now, a single orgasm is a thing of the past—he says all he has to do is think about me being fucked by another man and he is ready to go again.

	 

	I love my boyfriend, I honestly and truly do, and what happened was only for him.  That is not to say I did not enjoy it, I did.  And holy fuck, he is hard again!

	 

	I enjoy sex, so the physical act of getting laid is wonderful, whether it is with Bob or somebody else.  On revelation our weekend gave me was that I enjoy the diversity of different men using me.  When you are with somebody for so long, you begin to know all their ‘moves,’ so-to-speak, so having brought in other men in to our lives has been—well, refreshing.

	 

	‘But what about the size of Chaz’ and Mike’s cocks?’ Bob is asking me.  I guess that is the ultimate guy question—does size matter?  I will not lie and say having such a fat or long cock in me was not exciting, but it was not because of the size, but because of the diversity.  Did I enjoy it?  Yes.  Did I do anything that weekend solely because of their big dicks?  No.  Is sex different?  Well that is a stupid question, I am telling him as I roll my eyes.  How the hell could it not be?  Having a fat cock stretch your pussy wider than you thought humanly possible is obviously ‘different,’ as was having somebody slam against your cervix over and over.  Those were sensations unique to each man, but I want to state here for the record, Bob has absolutely no problems getting me off.  I come just as hard for him as I did for any other man in my life.  So the bottom line is, to finish the joke, it is more about how you use it than the size.

	 

	Christ, I still cannot believe I did it, but as I said, it has improved our relationship a hundredfold.  Had I known then what I know now, I would have spread my legs the first time Chaz and Mike stepped out of the truck!  But I had still not been convinced Bob actually had wanted me to do such a thing.  And yes, I knew from my college Psych courses it was a common fantasy for a man to want to see his significant other with somebody else, but it had always been a fantasy, not something one actually did.

	 

	Where will things go between us?  I guess we will cross that bridge when we get there.  Would I do it again—and yes, Bob is looking at me anxiously—I guess we will see.  I guess I am damning myself when I said I now believe it has not hurt our relationship and in fact improvement, so from that aspect, I guess so.

	 

	Fuck, Bob is naked with another hard-on and has just ripped one of my favorite pairs of panties, so it is time to get gloriously fucked by my boyfriend again—and probably wake up the neighborhood as I scream my release! 

	 


********************

	


Chapter 1 – A Month Later

	********************

	 

	Katie stared out the window, her mind on both nothing and everything at the same time.

	 

	Bob was at work, while she had the day off.  He was at some customer site which had botched an upgrade to their software, so she did not expect him to be home until late.

	 

	She did not mind being alone, although even a month since they had moved in, she expected the doorbell to ring and find Chaz, Mike, or both men standing at the door.

	 

	Would she fuck either of them again?  

	 

	She wish the answer was anything other than yes, but not because she would enjoy it—although she had no doubts she would—but because it was something Bob would enjoy.  

	 

	In fact, she had the suspicion he was actually hoping it would happen again.  Although he had not said anything, she had logged in to the system one day out of curiosity only to find he had set it up to record nonstop.  As they had never feared burglary and had not even bought the house because of the surveillance system—both of them thinking it had been a waste—the only reason Bob would be recording was in the hopes of Katie degrading herself once more.

	 

	Shit, she still could not believe she had fucked not one, but two of Bob’s friends at his request—and a stranger she had never even met before!  Hell, for that matter, Chaz had been as much of a stranger as that fat biker guy she had sucked off and let fuck her.  God, she had been so turned on then, she probably would have fucked anybody who walked through the door!

	 

	That she had enjoyed what had happened—she still could not believe it.  She had participated in a gangbang.  And she could not deny it had been one of the most amazing things she had ever experienced, but to actually want it to happen again?  No, she did not.

	 

	Of course Bob was completely on the other side of the fence on that one.

	 

	Had it been a mistake?  Obviously not, as her boyfriend now had the stamina of a dozen men, and their sex life had never been better.  Before they had moved here and things had happened, Bob was good for one orgasm, yet now, like the Energizer Bunny, he kept cumming and cumming and cumming.

	 

	She smiled at her own joke, taking another sip of her cold coffee, debating whether to make another pot or not.

	 

	Suddenly she was startled at the doorbell ringing.

	 

	Katie’s face blushed, her first thought shamefully wondering if it was Chaz or Mike, but then she saw the delivery van parked in front of the house.

	 

	To her chagrin, she was both relieved and disappointed.

	 

	Wearing only a cropped tank top and panties—she was home after all—she debated putting a pair of sweat pants to answer the door in, when she saw the delivery man head back to his truck empty handed.

	 

	Deciding not to wait until he left, Katie went and opened the door, seeing a large cardboard envelope on the doorstep.

	 

	Looking up, she grinned, seeing the delivery man staring at her, standing in nothing but her underwear.

	 

	Waving at him, she immediately felt her blood race, her nipples hardening at the man’s lecherous look.  She may not strip any longer, but she still enjoyed showing her body off to other men.

	 

	To her pleasure, Bob enjoyed her flaunting her body—stating it was too sexy and perfect not to show off—so she had begun dressing more and more provocatively since moving in.

	 

	Of course, Bob was biased, but Katie knew she looked good, having kept up her work-outs even after college.  She had splurged too much money on her boobs to let her body go to waste, and again, although she no longer danced, it was nice to know men still desired her.

	 

	Grinning mischievously, she turned around and bent down to pick up the envelope, knowing full well she was giving the delivery man a full view of her perfect ass, before standing up and walking in to the house.

	 

	Immediately her skin prickled at the cool air from the air conditioner.  Even having stepped outside for only a few moments, the ninety-plus degree Florida heat was sweltering.

	 

	Looking down, she smiled at her hard nipples trying to bore through her thin tank top, knowing it was not the air conditioning which had made them so.  Glancing out the window, she saw the delivery truck pull down the street.  Even though it had been a brief flirtatious event, Katie’s pulse was racing at showing herself off to the delivery man.

	 

	Her mind more on her coquettish behavior, she idly glanced at the envelope, seeing her name as she opened it, finding another envelope inside.  Her mind still on delivery men and standing outside in her underwear, Katie idly opened the second envelope as well.

	 

	Inside was a small poster—the kind one saw pinned up around town for lost cats or dogs, or announcing events and whatnot—and for a moment Katie wondered why somebody would go to such an expense to deliver something they could post on telephone poles and such.  But as she turned it over, her blood immediately stilled, all of her previous thoughts about Bob, deliverymen, or anything else leaving her head.

	 

	The small poster was advertising a strip club, the cover showing a naked girl—although she had her leg up to hide her privates, as well as her arm across her breasts.  But it was not the subject matter which had caused her consternation, no, it was because Katie knew the strip club the poster was advertising.  And how would she not, seeing as the naked stripper on the poser was herself!

	 

	Katie remembered exactly when the poster had been made—well over six years ago—and posing for it.  She had been one of the ‘top draws’ to the club, even before her boob job, so the owner had talked her in to posing for the advertisement.

	 

	Quickly looking in the rest of the envelope, Katie saw no other paper, and glancing at the return address, she saw it was simply a mail store’s business address.

	 

	Yet she had no doubts as to who the poster had come from—although whether it had been Mike, Chaz, or both, she was uncertain.

	 

	Truth be told, she was not surprised the guys had done something like this.  Although both men had promised not to tell Bob about her past profession, Katie knew neither man could be trusted, having blatantly hit on her and wanting to fuck her, their own college friend’s girlfriend.  For that matter, what man could be trusted in such a situation, she wondered?  She had agreed to have sex with them if they remained quiet—how could any man not agree to such a deal, whether they intended to keep their word or not.

	 

	Of course the private joke was Bob knew about her past.  Although she had kept it a secret for all these years, when push came to shove and the threat of the guys telling Bob came, she knew it would be better for her to come clean.

	 

	Bob’s reaction had not been what she expected—actually, it was the complete opposite.  Had had been elated, actually turned on!  Heck, in the last month he had even suggested she go back to dancing when she had complained about the drive to work, them having moved a further distance than what she had been used to.

	 

	Katie was done with that part of her life, having found a trustworthy and caring man she would be happy to be with for the rest of her life.

	 

	Then again, stranger things had happened.  She never would have imagined letting three men fuck her in her own home either—while her boyfriend watched!

	 

	Katie looked down at the poster in her hand once more.  She looked so young, she thought.  In fact, she thought she looked better now than back then, having lost a bit of the college baby fat she had when she was nineteen.

	 

	The sound of the front door unlocking broke her reverie, and glancing at the clock, she realized Bob was home, listening to him locking the door behind him before he walked in to the living room and saw her, smiling broadly.

	 

	“Now that’s what a man needs after a long day of frustration, coming home to a beautiful half naked woman!” he said to her.

	 

	Katie smiled in spite of herself.  “Hardly half naked, I put on a pair of shorts and nobody would give me a second glance,” she said.

	 

	Bob laughed, replying, “OK, a third naked, and I would beg to differ about the second glance thing,” he said walking up to her and putting his arms around her.  “You could be in a snow suite and you’d still draw every man’s second, third, and fourth looks,” he said to her as he bent down and kissed her.

	 

	Katie felt a thrill run through her body and travel to her groin.

	 

	Jesus, she thought, what was going on with her?  Bob had made love to her this morning before going to work, and yet here she was, swooning at a simple kiss as if she had been sex-starved.  Not to mention her little flirting with the delivery man, which had left her just as heated.

	 

	“So what’s that?” Bob asked, breaking her thoughts as Katie saw him nod towards the pamphlet in her hand.

	 

	Handing him the advertisement, she said, “It’s a blast from my past,” she replied with some enmity.  “Apparently Chaz and Mike couldn’t wait even a month before attempting to stir the pot again,” she said.

	 

	She saw Bob’s eyebrows raise as he looked at the pamphlet.

	 

	“Wow, you look hot,” he said.

	 

	She should have figured her boyfriend would find the advertisement arousing, and not be annoyed as her.  But of course, he would love for them to continue blackmailing her for sex.

	 

	“Why are men such pigs?” she asked.

	 

	Although her question was obviously rhetorical, Bob answered with a laugh, “Hey, if we have a chance to bang a body as hot as yours, why not?”

	 

	Katie snorted, answering, “Well, get to bang this body whenever you want,” she told him with a grin.  “I still don’t know why you want to see somebody else take your place,” she said, her lower lip sticking out in a pout.

	 

	“They’re not taking my place,” Bob corrected, pressing against her.

	 

	Katie could feel her boyfriend’s erection press against her hip and felt her pulse speed up as he continued talking.

	 

	“I like to see you get pleased,” he answered, “in ways I cannot.”  Before Katie could protest that he pleased her just fine, he said, “The thought of other men seeing you as desirable as I do is a turn-on,” he added.  “And knowing you will come home to me is the biggest power trip,” he said.

	 

	“That goes against logic,” she said, pulling her college Psychology course to use.  “A man’s woman is his prize possession, so letting another man have her and please her should be demeaning,” she replied.  “The power should come from being able to keep a woman to yourself,” she said.

	 

	Bob laughed, and Katie knew she would not win this argument—nor had she a month ago.

	 

	“I look at it more as ‘renting,’ not dominating.  Seeing you degraded is sort of a power trip as well,” he told her.

	 

	It was the same discussion they seemed to have each week, and Katie knew it was a lost cause to try and reason with her boyfriend.  When push had come to shove, she had given in and let Bob have his way, ironically by letting other men have their way—with her.  

	 

	She could not deny their relationship had gotten better—again in complete opposite to how most relationships would have ended—so she remained quiet.

	 

	“You know, I was thinking,” Bob said, breaking her thoughts.  “We moved here and I swore I would treat you better and take you out more, and yet we’ve remained cooped up in this house since moving,” he said.

	 

	Katie smiled.  “I don’t mind,” she said.  “It’s not like we don’t have a shitload of crap to still unpack,” she answered.

	 

	“I know, but you deserve to be treated right,” Bob told her.  “How about tomorrow we go out?” he aside.

	 

	Katie smiled.  This was why she loved this man—he really was trying to put her first.

	 

	“Where to?” she asked, actually getting more excited than she would admit to get out of the house.

	 

	Bob smiled, winking at her and said, “Let me handle that!” he said proudly.

	 

	Again Katie felt a swelling of pride towards her man for trying to improve their relationship.

	 

	And with that pride came more desirous feelings.

	 

	“Let’s go to the bedroom and you can handle something else,” she winked.  “Then we can get some Chinese,” she told him.

	 

	It had taken them three weeks to find a Chinese restaurant they liked, shaking her whole body as she thought about the first restaurant they had ordered from when moving.

	 

	About to turn and head to the bedroom, Bob’s question caused her to stop and turn around.

	 

	“What got you all worked up?” he asked.

	 

	He was obviously not upset, simply intrigued, as Katie answered, “I’ve been wound up all day,” she admitted.  “Hell, I even gave the delivery guy a good show,” she laughed.

	 

	Immediate interest came to Bob’s face, and Katie describe her mooning of the guy after he delivered the envelope.

	 

	“Really?” Bob asked, more excited than before.  “Maybe you should show him more next time!” he exclaimed.

	 

	Katie rolled her eyes.  She still was not used to her boyfriend wanting her to sleep around, and probably never would be, planning to not appease his fantasy any longer.

	 

	“You’re assuming there will be a next time,” she said.  “And you know I only want you,” she said, turning around to head back to the bedroom.

	 

	Sensing Bob not following her, Katie turned around, looking at him questioningly.

	 

	“Is something wrong?” she asked.

	 

	“I just guess work was longer than I expected,” he answered.  “I think I should probably eat first,” he said.

	 

	Although disappointed, she wanted her man to be happy, so put off her feelings of desire and simply shrugged.

	 

	They ordered Chinese and settled on a Disney movie to watch.  Not the most romantic thing, but unfortunately Bob was too tired from work and by the time the movie ended, they simply went to bed to sleep, Katie not getting to scratch the itch that had built up between her legs.

	 


********************

	


Chapter 2 – Date Night

	********************

	 

	Katie did not get any relief from her horniness the next day either, Bob being gone for work by the time she had awaken herself.  Thankfully she worked most of the day, it being busy with a wedding party having been scheduled, so she was able to keep her mind preoccupied most of the day.

	 

	To her frustration, Bob worked late again, and once more was too tired to do more than eat dinner and relax for a few moments in front of the television before going to bed early.

	 

	Whereas cuddling in front of the television had often given her a sense of fulfillment with her boyfriend, that night it only built upon her physical nonfulfillment.  Her body ached for more than just contact, it wanted to be dominated and used by a man— preferably her man.

	 

	Her thoughts turned to Chaz and Mike and the day both them—and one of Mike’s friends—fucked her all day, first one, then the other, and then all of them.  She had never been more satiated in her life, and she suddenly wanted to feel that again.

	 

	It was disturbing as she realized she no longer minded who satiated her needs, her thoughts returning to the gangbang she had experienced a month ago.  Ever since her and Bob had first met, Katie had only wanted one man, and one man only.  Yet as she leaned against her boyfriend on the couch—pretending to be interested in the movie he had chosen—she realized she would accept Chaz, Mike, or any other man to fuck her.  

	 

	It was not that she no longer loved Bob—in fact, she loved him even more that he had enjoyed her use almost as much as she had.  It was simply the fact that although she would have preferred to spend the night making love to Bob for as long as they could both stay awake, her need had grown to a point where it no longer mattered who fucked her—simply that it happened.

	 

	Her thoughts were both disturbing and liberating, as she had never considered herself a ‘slut’ in the sense of the word, but it was as if she had overturned a stone in her life and discovered a new aspect of herself.

	 

	It was also disconcerting.  She was not going to go out and sleep around behind Bob’s back—she loved him too much—but she wondered at what cost their experimentation had been at for her to have such thoughts.

	 

	The next day was more of the same.

	 

	By the time Friday came around, Katie was a sexual wreck.  She had purposely not masturbated all week, having expected Bob to ‘use and abuse’ her pussy each night.  She would have preferred to achieve her release with her man—not only was it more satisfying and intense, but she wanted the intimacy of her boyfriend.  But unfortunately he worked late every night, each night coming home too tired for more than dinner and some light conversation before calling it a night.

	 

	But tonight was ‘date night,’ and he had promised her a night out, and one thing Bob never did was back down on his promises.  Katie planned on seducing her man to the point where he would take care of her properly by the end of the night!

	 

	Bob still had not told her where they were going, but she did not really care, the excitement at not knowing quelling her body’s desires as she anticipated the surprise.  

	 

	Unfortunately, not knowing where they were going limited her planning on what to wear.  Katie had an extensive wardrobe, as the house closet was much larger than her previous one and had looked empty after unpacking her clothes.  As a result, she and Bob had gone shopping several times, to fill it out—not to mention the skimpy clothes Chaz and Mike had bought her as a ‘house warming’ present.

	 

	Although she loved the suspense of not knowing what Bob had planned, it would have been nice to have at least known what type of occasion he was planning so she could primp and preen and be ready when Bob came home.  Going out dancing would call for a club outfit, while dinner would call for something more ‘dressy’—even a movie would have been fine, not minding ‘dressing down;’ however, Bob not even given her hints, so she was clueless as to what to prepare for.

	 

	Yet there were some things she could do beforehand.  For starters, she took a long soak in the tub, paying special attention at shaving her legs and more private areas for the end of the night.  In addition, she could do her nails and start with her makeup, applying at the very least foundation and eye liner, holding off on the final applications of color depending on what she wore.

	 

	Not needing to get dressed after her long bubble-bath, Katie simply put on one of her favorite ‘lounging’ outfits—one of Bob’s old dress shirts.  The fabric was so worn as to be see-through, and it was missing all but one button, but the shirt was so comfortable she had refused to let Bob throw it out, abscond it as a night-shirt the first night she and Bob had slept together.  

	 

	As almost an afterthought, she slipped on a lacey thong.

	 

	She was putting on a clear coat of nail polish—having chosen a light neutral pink undercoating which could go with anything she might wear—when the doorbell rang.

	 

	Katie felt her heart skip a beat, her first thought wondering if it might be Chaz or Mike—showing how stressed and what a hyped up state she was in.  She flushed as she realized she would be hard pressed to deny them anything they asked of her if they had suddenly showed up; however, glancing out the window, Katie saw the familiar brown delivery truck.

	 

	This time her hear skipped for another reason, wondering what was being delivered.  What other threats could the guys make, she wondered?

	 

	She had thought about the flyer all week, and although she had not gotten much done otherwise, the one thing she had decided upon was not to let them get to her any longer.  In fact, as Bob already knew of her previous occupation, she had decided if they continued their threats, she would tell them Bob already knew simply to end the façade.

	 

	As the doorbell did not ring again, Katie knew the package had probably been left on their doorstep—if a signature was required the doorbell would have run at least another time.  As such, she got up to get whatever it was.

	 

	Opening the door, Katie jerked her head up in surprise, her eyes widening as she saw the deliveryman—the same one from the other day—standing on the porch directly in front of her, holding an envelope.

	 

	Upon seeing her, the man’s face broke in to a large smile, and Katie immediately understood what he was seeing, her standing in front of him wearing nothing but a tissue-thin men’s dress shirt—buttoned only above her navel and revealing most of her body—as well as her lace panties.

	 

	Not too long ago, Katie would have been embarrassed, a perfectly natural reaction for being caught in such revealing clothing; however, the weeks’ worth of pent up sexual frustration and her exhibitionistic tendencies—a leftover from her stripper days—got the better of her.

	 

	She made no attempt at hiding her bareness, instead, instinctively she rose up on the balls of her feet, bending one knee as she cocked her hip, actually posing for the delivery man.

	 

	His appreciation was noticeable, and Katie immediately felt her breasts tighten, her nipples hardening in arousal, while a sudden warmth developed between her legs as her body welcomed the man’s lecherous gaze.

	 

	In her stance, one side of her unbuttoned shirt opened, revealing most of her breast, and if it were not for her hardened nipples, the shirt probably would have opened completely, the material catching on the hardened nub like a coat hanger.

	 

	“Mrs. Hanes?” the deliveryman asked after staring at her for several moments.

	 

	Without a moment’s hesitation, Katie corrected him.  “Miss,” she said, her pulse speeding up at the man’s smile.

	 

	“Miss Hanes,” the good looking man corrected, his roaming eyes causing the crotch of Katie’s panties to heat up, her arousal leaking out of her aroused slit.  “I have a package for you requiring a signature,” he said, although his eyes never left Katie’s torso.

	 

	Katie took the proffered computer tablet, signing her name with her finger—knowing full well her breasts were jiggling from the motion—before handing it back to the man in exchange for the envelope.

	 

	“Thank you,” she said in a husky voice, as the man’s eyes rose up to meet her face for the first time.

	 

	She smiled at his widened eyes, having seen the same reaction dozens of times—men were so engrossed in her body they never realized she had a face as beautiful to match.

	 

	Giving the man another smile, she turned around, knowing he was getting a perfect view of her partially exposed ass before slowly closing the door.

	 

	Katie leaned back against the door and closed her eyes.  Jesus Christ she was horny, she thought.  Even the comfy shirt she was wearing seemed to be straining against her breasts which felt like they were ready to explode.  She had gotten wet at the mere look of another man, and as she leaned against the door, Katie debated going directly to the bedroom and taking the edge off her arousal with her vibrator.  

	 

	Taking a deep breath, she turned her attention to the envelope in her hand, her curiosity getting the better of her, even over her body’s need.

	 

	Taking the envelope to the kitchen, Katie sat down at the table and immediately opened it.

	 

	Like the last envelope, this one had another envelope within, and Katie quickly pulled it out and started opening it when the address on the label caught her attention.  It was the address of her parents!

	 

	What the fuck?

	 

	Did the guys mean to threaten her with the knowledge of her parent’s home?  Hell, a two-minute search on Google could have told them that, so she did not feel threatened at all.  Or was the threat exposure of her past to them, them no longer believing telling just Bob was severe enough?

	 

	Finishing opening the inner envelope, she realized it was empty, wondering what it could mean.

	 

	Confused, Katie was about to throw the envelope away when something fell to the floor.  Looking down, Katie realized the envelope had not been empty after all, having missed the small USB drive enclosed.

	 

	Once again, curiosity getting the best of her, Katie got the laptop from the counter and brought it out of sleep mode, plugging the USB device into the port.

	 

	After the virus scan completed, she opened up the file explorer to see there was a single file on the device, wp4000534932.mp4.

	 

	With growing concern, she double-clicked the file.

	 

	Immediately the video program opened up, initially showing nothing but a blank dark screen.  Suddenly muffled sound came out of the speakers, slowly sharpening up until Katie heard a large crowd in the background from her laptop speakers.

	 

	Then Katie heard a loud muffled voice came over the speakers.  “So this is the fuckingest hottest chick at the club.  I’m recording this for posterity,” the voice intoned.  “Once I’m married, this will be the only record of the best fucking blowjob I have ever had in my life!” the voice stated.

	 

	Katie felt her heart quicken as the darkened camera view shifted around, and her heart immediately stopped.  Although the view was hazy—a mixture of neon red and purple lights and cigarette smoke saturating the atmosphere and creating a preternatural fog—Katie immediately recognized the setting.  

	 

	Without looking, she knew the exact dimensions of the large stage, the placement of the stripper poles on each end—all recognizable in the fuzzy video.  And how could she not recognize them, having danced upon that very stage for several years.  With growing trepidation, Katie realized the video was taken at the club she had danced at—The Scarlet Riders, a play on words from the school’s mascots.

	 

	With growing uneasiness, Katie recognized the DJ’s voice coming across the laptop’s speakers and her fears were confirmed.  

	 

	“Gentlemen!  I proudly introduce the main attraction here at Riders—our very own Kitty!” Sam announced.

	 

	Katie stared in disbelief as the laptop speakers filled with applause, accompanied by the music from the Red Hot Chili Peppers’ ‘Snow (Hey Oh).’  As the drum accompaniment began, Katie watched as a figure stepped out on stage dressed in a sexy red cheerleader costume, knowing before the camera auto-focused on her face that it was her.  She recognized this had been recorded sometime during the playoffs, as her outfit was worn in commemoration to her team’s upcoming bowl game.

	 

	The recording was one row behind center stage—not close enough for the guy recording to have been caught, but close enough for her features to be easily distinguishable.  

	 

	Part of her surprise was knowing and recording in the club was cause for immediate removal and banning from the club—not to mention the destruction of the offender’s phone—so the guy recording her was definitely taking a risk.

	 

	As the words of the song began, Anthony Kiedis’ distinctive voice recognizable even over the poor audio quality of the phone, Katie watched herself pirouette around the main pole, her skirt flaring up and exposing her matching red thong and ass.  Suddenly she rose up on the pole, performing a classic fireman maneuver, with her body held up on the pole and her knees bent, slowly sinking to the ground in a crouch.

	 

	Even after all these years, Katie remembered each move, watching as she performed sensual maneuver after maneuver to the song.

	 

	As the song ended she slowly slid to the floor in the splits.  Before the next song even began Katie knew it would be Cassie’s ‘Me & U,’ watching as her younger self crawled seductively across the stage, stopping at various guys who slid dollar bills down her blouse or waistband.

	 

	Reaching the front edge of the stage, Katie watched as she raised herself on her knees and begin undulating like a cobra to a snake charmer, moving sensuously to the song with her hands over her head.  Even though she knew each movement by heart, she could not take her eyes off the laptop screen as she watched herself slowly lower her hands and, to the cheer of the crowd, began to raise her blouse up, up, and up—slowly exposing her bare breasts.  The crowd continued to cheer wildly as she threw her blouse to the back of the stage, where Katie knew one of the other girls would pick it up.

	 

	Getting to her feet, she began to dance seductively until the next song—‘Take Me to the River’ by The Talking Heads—came on, whereby she strutted back and forth across the stage as the dollar bills flew towards her, gathering on the stage.

	 

	Halfway in to the seductive song, making one more round across the stage, Katie stopped and slowly bent over, her ass to the audience.  Continuing to stare at the laptop, Katie knew what would happen next as her image reached up to the waistband of the small skirt.  As the song came to a crescendo she ripped off the Velcro attached skirt, tossing it the way of the blouse.

	 

	The crowd again went wild as she began to dance seductively, now wearing nothing but high heeled shoes and a red thong, her breasts swaying seductively with her body.

	 

	Katie slowly slid to the floor of the stage in the splits, humping the ground as the song played, while her hands fondled her breasts, raising and lowering them to the beat of the song.  At the very end she leaned back, laying on the stage and continuing her movement, raising her legs and hips up over her body and performing an inverted split in the air, slowly scissoring her legs to the cheer of the crowd as the song ended.

	 

	The final song was a classic, and Katie smiled as ‘Crazy Bitch’ by Buckcherry began to play.

	 

	She watched as her younger self rolled over and slowly stood up, parading again across the stage and stopping at the center pole, grabbing it and twirling around it.  Moving seductively, she reached down, grabbing her crouch as she began thrusting her hips back and forth, while the crowd continued to cheering.

	 

	As the music interlude began, Katie grabbed the straps to her thong and the noise of the crowd got louder in anticipation as she bent over and began lowering her thong down her thighs, her ass and pussy directly towards the camera recording her.

	 

	The crowd went wild as Katie stepped out of her thong, dancing to the rest of the song completely naked except for her high heeled stripper shoes, while dollar bills rained upon the stage.

	 

	As the song ended, the crowd was going wild, filling the laptop speakers and drowning out the ending of the song as the younger Katie picked up the dollar bills and exited.

	 

	The laptop screen went black after that.

	 

	Katie stared at the black screen for several moments.  Her first thoughts were wondering where the guys had found the video.  How had such a bootlegged video lasted this long, she wondered?

	 

	She was not ashamed of the video, or of having done exotic dancing.  Even the few times she had performed ‘special’ lap dances—something she had only done for selective clients, performing a hand job or in even fewer cases a blow job in the VIP room—she was not ashamed about.  

	 

	Except for that one time…

	 

	Katie pushed the though away.  There was no sense dwelling on the past, and until Chaz or Mike revealed what their ‘end game’ was to her and Bob, there was no sense dwelling upon such things as she pushed the laptop away, lost in thought, and continued primping for her night out with Bob.

	 

	********************

	 

	By the time her second coat of nail polish was dry, Bob came home, Katie greeting him with a deep kiss.

	 

	“Wow, you greet me like that more often and I’ll take you straight to the bedroom—no need to go out!” he said.

	 

	Katie laughed, a part of her actually wanting him to take her to bed and fuck her, but she had been cooped up in the house for too long.

	 

	“Oh no you don’t,” she told him good-naturedly, “you promised me a night out, and I intend for you to keep that promise!” she told him.  “So what do you have planned?” she asked, “Dinner?  A movie?  What?” she inquired, looking at him anxiously.

	 

	Bob had been right, it had been too long since they had gone out, not even having done so much as go to dinner at a fast food place since they had gone to the club with Chaz and Mike—the night she had fucked both men.

	 

	Thinking back to that night, Katie felt a mixture of feelings—and the following morning’s events.  She would not lie to herself, she had cum more powerfully and more often than any time in her life, but at what cost?  At least there had been one positive outcome, Bob had been more attentive to her this past month than the entire five years they had been together—at least not counting this past week, she thought.

	 

	But to have had sex with three men…

	 

	Suddenly the doorbell rang and Katie looked at Bob expectantly.

	 

	Bob smiled and said, “That would be the pizza I ordered,” he told her.  “I don’t suppose you mind answering the door like that?” he said with a grin, looking at her expectantly as he pulled out his wallet and grabbed some money.

	 

	“I guess dinner’s not on for tonight,” Katie stated, both disappointed and a little mad.

	 

	If Bob’s idea of treating her to a night out was ordering pizza and watching a movie, they were definitely going to have a talk.

	 

	Grabbing the money out of his hand, Katie turned and walked to the door, looking over her shoulder and saying, “Why not answer the door?” she asked.  “It won’t be the first person I’ve answered the door today dressed like this,” she spat, leaving Bob’s surprised face and sputtering inquiries behind her.

	 

	Katie smiled widened as she opened the door, seeing the older gentleman’s surprised face at her scantily clad presences.  And he continued to stare at her, speechless as he held the pizza box, while Katie asked what the total was.

	 

	Shaking his head as if trying to break a spell, he answered her quickly, and Katie handed him two twenties, asking for a ten back.  The man barely acknowledged her comments as he took the money and handed her back a ten dollar bill, his eyes never leaving her, and Katie smiled knowing he was not even aware of the seven dollar tip she had given him, his eyes focused completely on her body.

	 

	A thrill ran through her body at his attention, even though he was old enough to be her grandfather—she always enjoyed other men looking at her.  It was a good thing too, she thought absently, as it made Bob’s fixation on her showing herself off more palatable.

	 

	Closing the door, she once again became upset at them not going out to dinner, carrying the pizza into the kitchen where Bob had already pulled out two beers and some plates.

	 

	“So since you ordered a pizza, are we even going out?” she asked, immediately regretting her words.

	 

	Bob had pulled a full week’s worth of ten to twelve hour days at work, and here she was being petty at not going out when it was obvious he needed to rest.  Yet before she could apologize to her boyfriend smiled and answered her.  

	 

	“Yes, we’re going out,” he told her.  “You’re disappointed we aren’t going out to dinner, aren’t you?” he asked, not giving her time to speak.  “Well, I figured we could eat quickly so you had more time to get ready, and it gives us more time to spend out.  I didn’t want to waste half the night waiting for waiters and food and such,” he explained.

	 

	Katie felt like an ass for being petty, and could not argue with her boyfriend’s reasoning.  Then his works hit her, wanting to spend more time out and immediately her face lit back up as she looked at him expectantly, seeing Bob smiled.

	 

	“I figured you deserved a night of dancing,” he told her, Katie’s face lighting up in excitement even more.

	 

	Katie loved to dance, and it warmed her heart to know her boyfriend was thinking about her.  Dancing was one of the reasons she had not minded stripping—if you could get over the fact you were taking off your clothes, you were simply getting paid to dance.

	 

	And she was good at it.  Whether dancing alone on stage or with somebody at a club, her body seemingly made for dancing, be it to rock, jazz, hip-hop, or anything else.  When Katie got in to the ‘zone’ as Bob liked to call it, she became completely absorbed in the music, not caring about anything else around her.

	 

	Bob smiled at her reaction as he continued, saying, “I think I can find that club the guys took us to last month,” he told her.  “How’s that sound?” he asked, looking at her expectantly.

	 

	Katie was overjoyed.  She had really liked the club the guys had found.  It had only recently opened so was clean and ‘fresh’ looking, and they had played an amazing set of songs all night.  Other than her boyfriend pushing her off to other men to dance with, she had thoroughly enjoyed herself.  Hell, if truth be told, even dancing with other men had been fun, she admitted, not even minding their hands all over her most of the night.

	 

	“I love you!” Katie shouted, getting up and giving him a big hug and kiss.

	 

	It was rare for Bob to take her dancing, as he hated it—and for good reason she thought, as Bob was a bad dancer.  Unlike her, his body did not look natural when he tried to dance.  Katie had tried several times to teach him some moves since they had first started dating; however, it seemed his body just was not made for it.  They had both joked that it was as if all the dancing genes had been given to her in the relationship.  As natural as Katie moved to music, Bob was completely on the opposite spectrum, so for him to take her out and do one of the few things she enjoyed and he hated was a testament to how much he cared for her.

	 

	After they ate, they went to their bedroom to get dressed, Katie absently removing the oversized dress shirt she was wearing.

	 

	As she turned back around to ask Bob what to wear, her words immediately stopped dead in in her throat.

	 

	Bob was staring at her naked boy with a heat she had not seen for a long time.  It was a surprise, as ever since she had slept with the other guys Bob had been insatiable, fucking her almost every night—not simply once, but usually twice, or more.  Yet now he looked at her like a starving lion looks at a gazelle.

	 

	It had only been this week things had been quiet in regards to their intimacy—and that was mostly Bob’s fault, having to work late all week—so his look towards her was unexpected. 

	 

	Katie’s crotch immediately heated up, her pussy yearning with desire as she looked back at her boyfriend’s intense gaze.

	 

	“You know,” she said in a husky voice.  “Maybe we could have a little sending off before we go out,” she said seductively, lifting her hands to her breasts and caressing them before him.  “Just to take the edge off,” she teased.  “I’ve been horny all week, so why don’t we curb some of that pent up lust right now,” she said, looking at him expectantly.

	 

	Based upon the look Bob was giving her, Katie fully expected him to suddenly pounce upon her, throwing her to the bed and ravishing her to her heart’s content; therefore, she was surprised when he shook his head.

	 

	“No, I want you begging for it by the end of the night,” he laughed.

	 

	“I’m already there!” Katie said, walking up to him and leaning her naked body against him.  “I’ve been wet all week,” she gasped as she lowered her hand in to her panties and slid her finger along her slit, raising it up sliding her wet finger on Bob’s lips.

	 

	Once more she anticipated Bob throwing her to the bed and giving her the fucking she needed, but other than licking his lips and her finger, he remained where he was, shaking his head.

	 

	“Then I expect you to be completely drenched by the end of the night,” he chuckled evilly.

	 

	Katie felt another wave of lust flow through her, at least getting confirmation her boyfriend would be satisfying her.  “Mmmm,” she said in anticipation.  

	 

	Backing away from her boyfriend, she changed the subject.  “So since this is your soiree, what would you like me to wear?” she asked.

	 

	She was still horny, and when Bob grinned at her lasciviously, Katie felt her nipples harden.

	 

	Good God, she thought.  If she was getting this worked up at simply a look from her boyfriend, she was going to be on her knees begging for it by the end of the night—not that such a position would be a bad thing, she thought with a smile to herself.

	 

	“As little as possible,” Bob answered her in reply, giving her another wicked grin as he continued.  “I want every guy in the club lapping at your heels the moment you walk in,” he told her.

	 

	Katie felt her crotch heat up once more, although now for an entirely different reason than Bob’s presence.  He knew she enjoyed showing herself off, something he had completely exploited in getting her to fuck Chaz and Mike a month ago.  She was at true exhibitionist, which also explained her stripping in college—but it was rare she dress all out.  In fact, last month had been the first time since her stripping days she had worn something so provocative.

	 

	Thinking about last month and the outfit the guys had picked for her, Katie remembered some of the other clothes they had bought.

	 

	Chaz and Mike had taken her out shopping last month when they had helped her and Bob move in to the new house.  Both men had offered to take her shopping for new clothes as a ‘house-warming’ gift, both of the knowing they had her at their mercy for threatening to expose her stripper days to Bob, whom she had not told before then.  Bob had not minded, not only because he wanted her to ‘spend time’ with the guys, but because he felt guilty in not treating her right, and knowing new clothes for a girl always made them happy.

	 

	Katie had expected Bob to follow them to the mall, and although she never saw him, had assumed he was watching them.  As such, like the previous days when he had watched her, she had allowed the men to hit on her, not spurning their advances even when they joined her in the dressing room—where she had made out with each of them, wearing nothing more what she was wearing now, her panties and high heeled shoes.

	 

	It had not been until afterwards she had discovered Bob had not followed them to the mall, Katie having gotten all worked up for nothing—or so she thought until he had told her to fuck the two men that evening.

	 

	“I know the perfect thing!” she exclaimed, pleased to see her boyfriend’s smile, not bothering to explain the outfit had been bought by another man—or men, she corrected to herself.  

	 

	Bob grabbed his clothes and left the room, telling her to take her time and he would change in the living room, both of them knowing it would take her much longer to be ready.

	 

	After he left, Kate turned to her closet excitedly.  Her anticipation for the night had only been hampered by not knowing what or how she should dress, so now her excitement was unbridled.

	 

	********************

	 

	Bob waited expectantly in the living room, drinking another beer as he waited for his hot girlfriend to come out.

	 

	It had taken all his power not to take Katie right there on the floor of their bedroom when she had touched herself and spread her pussy juice upon his lips, but his plans called for Katie not to be satiated—yet.  He wanted her to be so worked up, that by the end of the night she would be begging to be fucked—by anybody.

	 

	He felt somewhat guilty at having set Katie up by denying her sex all week, but such was his desire to watch her with other men that his craving overwhelmed even his own satisfaction of being with her.

	 

	Almost every night since she had fucked his buddies and the other guy Mike had invited, Bob had watched the surveillance footage of them fucking Katie.  He had never seen her so aroused, or cum so much, in all the years he had dated her.  Although she would not admit it to him, he knew it had been the most incredible sexual experience she had ever been a part of, and Bob wanted her to feel that again, as much as a gift to her, as to himself.

	 

	Things would be different if he did not also get off on his girlfriend fucking—or more to the point, getting fucked—by other guys.  It had been the most amazing thing in his life to see his girl completely debase herself, to be used as nothing more than a repository for each man’s lust, knowing whatever happened, she would still be his.

	 

	It was a power trip to his ego, knowing that not only was his girlfriend desired by other men, but that he could let her please herself, knowing she would return to him.  Although he did not try to understand his—and in fact had kept them buried for so long—that they were now out and in the open between them, he no longer had to defend such feelings, as Katie not only understood, but had been willing to do it to please him.

	 

	Katie had stated after fucking the three men she would never do such a thing again, but Bob knew otherwise.  He had painstakingly planned tonight out, knowing if he had his girlfriend aroused to a point where she had been with Chaz and Mike, she might consider doing it again.  At the very least, he would end up fucking his girlfriend after a week’s worth of forced abstinence, knowing Katie had been getting hornier and hornier each consecutive day he had denied her release.

	 

	Bob was so lost in his reverie he was not even aware of Katie entering the room until the ‘clomp-clomp-clomp’ of her heels hit the hardwood floor next to him.

	 

	Looking up, he was amazed.  She looked amazing!

	 

	The dress she was wearing was difficult to described, being many things at once.  The first thing he noticed were Katie’s breasts, which literally hung out of the dress, begging to be fondled.  The basic design of the dress was a deep ‘V’ in the front, opening completely down to Katie’s stomach, revealing most of the front of her body from her neck to her navel.  The opened ‘V’ section had four buckles preventing it from opening and exposing her completely—a bright neon pink-colored one near her neck, a bright neon orange one across her breasts, a bright green one beneath her breasts, and a bright aqua blue one across her mid-drift.  In fact, the entire dress matched that scheme, alternating between fluorescent yellows, pinks, oranges, greens, and blues.

	 

	The dress started off yellow, then in a rainbow of changes merged to pink, then orange, then blue, with the V-shaped neckline trimmed in green.

	 

	The next thing he noticed about the dress was Katie’s body completely exposed, the dress being composed of a mesh material.  Beneath it, Katie was completely naked except for a matching fluorescent pink thong with yellow bands.  

	 

	In a club setting, under dim or even black lights, Bob knew Katie’s body would not be as apparent; however, beneath the regular lighting of the living room it was difficult to ignore how revealing the dress was.

	 

	“You like?” Katie asked, striking a sexy pose as Bob continued to stare, at a complete loss of words.

	 

	He noticed she was also wearing a pair of matching fingerless ‘gloves,’ the same fluorescent colors as the dress--the tops being multiple bands of neon aqua, with the undersides and main part of the gloves neon pink with yellow trim.  The accessories were more like sleeves to the dress than gloves, but left her entire upper arm and shoulders bare.

	 

	Finally looking down, Bob observed Katie was also wearing a pair of matching high-heeled shoes, neon pink with yellow trim, which also matched her dress.

	 

	He continued to stare at his girlfriend as she smiled, happy with his response.

	 

	And then she turned around.

	 

	Bob’s mouth literally fell open as he stared.  Whereas the front of the dress was a meshed material, the entire back was composed of nothing more than quarter-inch strips of material, of alternating colors as the rest of the dress, separated by nothing but a quarter inch or more of flesh, exposing Katie’s body, to perfection.  The thong she was wearing was completely lost between the crack of her ass, showing it beneath the dress to his complete amazement.

	 

	“Too much, you think?” Katie asked with mock innocence as she hitched her hip, making her ass look even more enticing.  “You said you wanted me to dress provocatively,” she said.

	 

	It took Bob a few moments to speak a coherent sentence, and then the only thing he could get past his lips for a few more moments was “Wow!”

	 

	Katie smiled, having hoped for exactly that response from her boyfriend.

	 

	“You said I should wear something that will have every guy lapping at my heels,” she chuckled.  “I think this probably qualifies,” she said.

	 

	Bob could not believe how hot his girlfriend looked.  In many respects, the outfit was more revealing than what she had worn the first time they had gone to the club—and then almost her whole breast had been bared, covered only by a pasty.  Now her whole body was revealed if one looked close enough—breasts, ass, everything!  If it were not for the small thong panty, she might as well walk around naked.

	
“It’s fantastic, exactly what I was hoping for!” Bob finally said, still amazed his girlfriend was willing to go out dressed in such a revealing outfit.  The outfit was beyond even his wildest expectations.

	 

	At that point he wanted nothing more than to bend his gorgeous girlfriend over the table and take her right then and there, but once again he held back, knowing he had bigger plans for the evening.  He almost laughed at the irony of his plans not including fucking Katie—at least initially.  

	 

	Pushing his dark thoughts from his mind, Bob quickly ushered her out of the house before he had a change in mind, continuing to compliment Katie on her outfit.  As excited as he was seeing Katie dressed in such a revealing outfit, it was going to be exponentially greater when she was in public and revealed to other men.  He also did not want her to develop a change of heart about wearing such an outfit in public—Katie did not mind wearing sexy clothing, but this definitely took things to a new level!

	 

	Once more Bob felt some remorse for not being completely honest with Katie.  He had been truthful in wanting to take her out tonight, but if he told her exactly what he was expecting, he knew she would push back and they would probably end up in a fight.  This way he could slowly coax her in to the idea; therefore, he kept his ulterior motives to himself.  

	 

	In the month since he had confessed his twisted fantasies to her, Katie had been supportive, telling and retelling him everything she had felt when she had been fucked by the other men; however, at that time it had taken almost a week for her to give in and allow it to happen.  Although Katie would enjoy the attention of other men at the club, it had taken a lot of other factors to come into play for her to finally sleep with his two college buddies.

	 

	Going out to the club, dancing and drinking, had been one of the pivotal events which had pushed Katie over the edge, compounded by the week’s teasing and being hit on by Chaz and Mike.  Her feelings had built to a crescendo, to the point where she had become so aroused she had not only made out with them on the dancefloor, but a group of strangers as well, ultimately succumbing to her desires and stripping and fucking first Chaz, then Mike, as well as agreeing to let them have her the following day.

	 

	Katie had told him the experience had been one of the most intense sexual experience she had ever had, and he wanted her to feel that way again.  She deserved to be satisfied, and he knew her sexual appetite need more than simply him to satisfy.  

	 

	He had planned this whole night for weeks, purposely scheduling to work late and leaving his girlfriend pining for him.  Bob knew not being intimate all week would frustrate Katie, who was extremely sexual.  Each night he promised he would satisfy her, but ended up pretending he was too tired.  And he knew the week of abstinence had done what he expected —Katie would never wear something so revealing under normal circumstances.

	 

	Bob knew he was playing with fire—once again putting their relationship on the line, but he had been unable to think of anything else for the last few weeks, envisioning Katie being fucked by other men over and over in his mind.  The first week after her encounter with the guys had been fantastic between him and Katie, each reliving the events in their minds when they had been together.  Just thinking back to watching her with them had kept him hard enough to fuck her two—and sometimes even three—times a night.

	 

	Unfortunately, as with many thing in their relationship, just as moving had been a motive in refueling something ‘new’ in their relationship, his passions needed a refueling to keep things going as well.  As much as he loved his girlfriend and planned on spending the rest of his life with her, Bob believed Katie needed more than him to satisfy her.  He hoped someday Katie would reach a point where she would suggest the type of evening he had planned, fulfilling both their desires.  Tonight was as much for her as for himself—or so he convinced himself.

	 

	But for now, he had to initiate things, slowly coaxing Katie in to it like feeding a while animal.  In time, he hoped she would come to him herself to be ‘fed.’

	 

	Meanwhile Katie was smiling broadly, pleased with Bob’s reaction to her outfit.  She had been leery about dressing so provocatively, but her boyfriend’s response had been more than she could have dreamed.  For the last week she had felt unwanted.  Granted Bob had been working late all week and had been too tired to want to do anything except go to bed early, but now her body tingled with excitement at the thought of going out and teasing him all night until he ravished her when they returned home.  Heck, if they were too anxious, they might even get a hotel room and not waste the time driving home!

	 

	Katie knew was completely exposed in the revealing dress; however, for an exhibitionist such as herself, it was something she thrived upon, although she had not been able to act upon her inner desires since quitting stripping.  When Chaz and Mike had picked the outfit and had her try it on, she had never imagined wearing it, but since Bob’s revelation at wanting to show her off—among other things—as soon as he had suggested her wearing something sexy, this outfit had immediately popped in to Katie’s mind.

	 

	A part of her was ashamed to know some of the thrill running through her body was anticipation of other men seeing her exposed in such an outfit.  Bob’s recent fantasies for her to ‘show off’ more had been like adding gasoline to a five alarm fire for an exhibitionist such as herself.  Katie had often dressed in as little as possible when she had worked as a stripper, but had suppressed those tendencies since meeting Bob.  

	 

	But tonight was about Bob, she reiterated to herself, making a feeble attempt in her mind to convince herself the thrill of other men noticing her was more for Bob’s enjoyment than her own.

	 

	“So you didn’t say who was at the door when you answered in nothing but my old shirt,” Bob said, breaking her out of her reverie as they walked out of the house.

	 

	“Hunh?” she asked as Bob repeated the question, opening the door for her as she got in to the car.

	 

	Katie smiled, waiting until he got in the car and they pulled out of the driveway before telling him about the delivery man—and his reaction, although she left out the part about her instantaneous arousal when the delivery man had stared at her.  

	 

	“So what was he delivering?” Bob asked.

	 

	Suddenly she remembered the USB drive.  

	 

	“Shit, I forgot to tell you.  Apparently Chaz and Mike are at it again,” she told him.  Seeing her boyfriend’s questioning gaze, she continued, “They sent a USB drive with a video of me stripping at the club years ago,” she explained.

	 

	Bob’s eyes grew wide as he turned to look at her in surprise as she continued, saying, “I don’t know how the hell they got a hold of it—I mean, it was years ago.  Not to mention how it got recorded,” she said.  “The bouncers were pretty good at preventing that sort of thing from happening—it only took a one or two cell phones to be smashed in the parking lot to discourage anybody else from taking pictures in the club, but apparently this one snuck by,” she explained.  

	 

	Bob’s mind was obviously more on the video than on the road, and Katie laughed, telling him, “Don’t worry.  You can watch it when we get home,” she promised.  Then looking at him out of the corner of her eye she said seductively, “That is after you make up for a week’s worth of lost time with me,” she laughed.  “Why watch a six-year old recording when you can have the real thing!” she said to him, jiggling her breasts with her hands and distracting Bob’s attention back to her and not the video.

	 

	They drove in silence for a while, then Bob turned towards her again and gave her a lecherous grin.  “I can’t wait to see all the guys hitting on you in the club wearing that outfit!” he said excitedly.  “I’ll be you’ll have a hundred hands feel your ass before the night is over,” he laughed, the anxiousness in his voice obvious.

	 

	Katie looked at him in exasperation, not wanting him to know she had thought the same thing.  

	 

	“I dressed this way for you,” she said, looking at him pointedly.

	 

	Bob smiled, saying, “Yes, and you look fantastic!” he told her.  “And it is for me,” he explained.  “You know how much I like to see you get hit on,” he told her.  “That’s for me too, isn’t it?” he asked.

	 

	Katie did not know what to think about her boyfriend’s logic.  Yes, dressing in such a revealing outfit had been at Bob’s request, and she had worn the dress for him.  But her mind began to wonder which he found more exciting—her wearing the revealing outfit and seeing her body, or because other men could see her body as well.

	 

	Whereas most men would not want other men looking and hitting one their women with such blatantly sexual intentions, feeling a strong sense of jealousy and possession, Bob wanted to share her with the world, not only showing her off and teasing them, but actually wanting her to sleep with them.

	 

	Her thoughts remained troubled as they drove to the club, arriving sooner than she thought with her mind focused on her boyfriend’s recent obsession. 

	 

	Not familiar with the area, nor wanting to waste time parking, Bob used the valet service, grinning broadly at the man in the white shirt’s reaction when he opened Katie’s door, staring boldly at his gorgeous girlfriend as she got out.

	 

	Bob saw there was a line at the door to the club going all the way down the block.  Then his face broke in to a huge smile—although a few guys whistled at Katie’s appearance, Bob was happy to hear a sudden hush fall upon the crowd, the men in line in awe at Katie’s appearance—and her seductive outfit.

	 

	Walking around the car to his girlfriend, he took a moment to bask in the congratulatory nods of several men in line for being with Katie.  Even the bouncer at the door—a large bald black guy—was looking at her intently, his eyes taking in every curve and slope of her body, his gaze paying particular attention to her exposed breasts.

	 

	“There’s a line,” Katie stated obviously, her face pouting.

	 

	Suddenly Bob remembered the last time they were here with Mike and Chaz.  There had been a line then as well; however, the bouncer had let them in due to how Katie was dressed.  Now was as good a time as any to put his plan into motion as he told Katie, “Why don’t you go ask the bouncer what it will take for us to get in?” he asked.  “And maybe you could sweeten the deal a little by giving him a close and personal look at you,” he said with a chuckle.

	 

	Katie looked at him wide-eyed as Bob grinned even further.

	 

	“What?” he asked.  “Can’t I enjoy tonight a little too?” he asked, winking at her.

	 

	“Seriously?” Katie asked in exasperation.  “You want to play that game tonight?” she asked.

	 

	Bob grinned and shrugged his shoulders.  “C’mon, it’s just a little innocent flirting,” he told her.  “What’s the harm?” he asked.  “Besides, maybe it’ll get you in the mood,” he told her with another wink.

	 

	Katie rolled her eyes and sighed.  “I’m already ‘in the mood,’” she answered, “For you.”

	 

	“Aw, give me a little something,” Bob whined.  “I’ve worked sixty hours this week.  The least you could do is give me a little something for all that hard earned money we’ll be getting,” he intoned.

	 

	Katie rolled her eyes.  She had been looking forward to a night with her boyfriend all week, and now he wanted to pull this shit?  She felt her anger built up inside her as she looked at Bob, realizing he had been setting her up the entire time.  She had given in to his fantasies that one weekend a month ago, and although it seemed to have been for the better—their love live having never been more intense—Bob had not suggested it happen again.  As such, she had assumed his fantasy had been a passing thing, one of those ‘let’s do this once to spice things up’ type deals never to happen again.  She was obviously mistaken.

	 

	Although Katie had dressed up provocatively, it had been strictly for Bob.  He had said he wanted every guy at the club ‘lapping at her heels,’ and she had thought he had meant it as a consequence of dressing up for him.  Now she was not so certain.  Yes she enjoyed the attention of other men, but so did her boyfriend, and now it appeared that was a greater desire than actually being with her.

	 

	She thought about some of his earlier comments, wondering if he wanted her to be hit on by strangers all night.  Was he no longer interested in her as herself, instead needing the feelings of jealousy or whatever fueled his fantasy to want her?  What more was he expecting of her?

	 

	Katie did not know the answer to any of those questions, nor did she feel like exploring them, her anger suddenly getting the better of her.

	 

	Glanced at the bouncer several feet away, she felt an unexpected thrill run through her body as she noted his penetrating gaze still upon her body.  She had never been with a black guy before, and the taboo—even these days—gave her a sense of apprehension.  She also knew the absence of intimacy with Bob working late all week was taking toll on her physiology, and between the two, she was feeling randy.  

	 

	It did not help matters being the bouncer was good looking.

	 

	Maybe a little flirting would curb Bob’s fantasy and turn his attention more on her, she thought, not the guys paying attention to her.

	 

	As Katie looked at the bouncer, Bob smiled.  He knew he was playing with proverbial fire, recognizing his girlfriend’s anger, hoping his plans for the evening would redirect that energy.  It had been the same anger which had caused her to sleep with Chaz and Mike, and Bob was purposely toying with his girlfriend’s feelings to mimic that night.

	 

	As much as Katie loved to dance, he hoped once they got in to the club she would get in a better mood—and if other guys continued to hit on her when she was mad at him, who knew what she might decide to do, he thought!

	 

	But now he knew his excitement had gotten the better of him.  He had ‘jumped the gun’ so to speak, pushing Katie too quickly.  Instead of waiting until she had gotten in a better mood from the music and drinks, his anxiousness at watching her get hit on by other guys had gotten the better of him and he his suggestion she flirt with the bouncer might backfire, he realized.

	 

	Suddenly Katie turned to him, looking at him intently before she said, “Fine,” and began walking towards the door and the bouncer as he stared in surprise and anticipation.

	 

	“I don’t suppose you would mind letting me and my date in without waiting in line?” Katie asked as she walked up to the large handsome black man.

	 

	Katie felt her breasts tighten against her chest as the man blatantly stared at her, his eyes practically devouring her.  Her stomach was doing flip-slops like she was on a roller coaster as she stood before him, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

	 

	Her senses were completely overwhelmed.  The man obviously worked out—a lot—and he towered above her, his very presence overpowering her confidence.  Without realizing it, she lowered her gaze from his, feeling humbled.

	 

	Then her eyes grew wide as she saw the bulge in his pants, a large long outline going to the side and down the inside of his right thigh.

	 

	Good God, she thought, he’s hung like a horse!

	 

	Immediately Katie felt her crotch warm, her desire getting the better of her.

	 

	“Sorry little lady,” the bouncer said in a deep voice, reminding her of Michael Clarke Duncan or James Earl Jones.  His deep voice drew her gaze back to his face, and he grinned at her knowingly, aware of where she had been looking.  “You and your boyfriend will have to wait like all the other couples,” he stated.

	 

	Although she had been prepared for a rebuttal and was planning to turn around and go back to Bob, something in the man’s words made her pause.

	 

	Without knowing where the words came from, she suddenly said, “Oh, he’s not my boyfriend,” she answered, moving closer to the bouncer.  “He’s just my date until I can find something better,” she said seductively, pressing her body up against the bouncer, feeling the firm tube of his cock pressing against her hip.  “And I think I already have,” she said, looking up at the dark man with a seductive smile, adding, “Care to give a sample of what you have to offer?”

	 

	Katie did not know where the words came from, and she squealed in surprise when the bouncer suddenly wrapped his arm around her waist.  

	 

	The next thing she knew, his mouth was upon hers and without thinking she opened her own, giving his tongue free passage.  Katie groaned as the bouncer’s tongue invaded her mouth, his other hand dropping down to her ass as he squeezed her left cheek.

	 

	Katie felt her crotch immediately flood with desire, the scant panty doing little to hold back the flood of lust overwhelming her.

	 

	Suddenly she was let go, and Bob stared as Katie stood wobbly before the bouncer.

	 

	Bob’s cock was rock hard at seeing his girlfriend kiss the black bouncer so intimately, and he almost missed the bouncer’s next words, his mind so overcome with excitement at his girlfriend.

	 

	“Go on in, and take your date too.  I think you may have already found what you’re looking for,” he said, smiling down at Katie’s blushing face.

	 

	Katie continued standing before the large man, her chest rising and falling exaggeratedly.  It was obvious she had enjoyed the kiss, but Bob wanted more, so before anything else was said, he walked up and led Katie by the waist into the club, her barely paying attention as if she were in a trance.

	 

	Immediately they were hit by a wall of music, their insides thrumming with the deep bass beat of the song.

	 

	Glancing to Katie, Bob was pleased to note his earlier assumption was correct—although in the living room and under the street lamps Katie’s dress was practically see-though, in the dim light and black lights of the club, it took on a whole different aspect.  Her ass was still blatantly visible from behind, but he was thankful the front mess material stood out more than her body beneath.  She was still revealed close up, but at least from a far it had a tamer presentation.

	 

	He was also pleased to see Katie’s hips moving to the beat of the music.  As he anticipated, she could not help but get in a good mood to dance once they stepped into the club as she moved to the beat of Kanye’s ‘Stronger.’

	 

	Looking at her, Bob wondered how he was going to implement his plan when Katie turned to him and said, “Let’s get a drink.”

	 

	He smiled to himself, thinking sometimes events just fell in to place.

	 

	“Sounds like a plan,” he said.  “I’ll just have a beer since I drove and want to take it easy,” he said.  “I’ll join you in a moment,” he added with a smile.

	 

	Katie looked at him in surprise.  “Aren’t you coming with me?  What are you doing?” she asked.

	 

	He smiled back at her, replying, “I want to watch everybody’s reaction to you in that outfit when you walk up to the bar,” he laughed.

	 

	Katie suddenly realized the night was not going to be about them, her original anger returning in full force.  “Is that all tonight’s going to be?”  She asked.  “You pushing me towards other men?  I thought we were going to have a date night?” she said angrily.

	 

	“You know how much I like to dance,” Bob said sarcastically.  “I want tonight to be for both of us, so let’s each enjoy what we like.  You enjoy dancing.  I’m sure there are more guys than you can count wanting to take you out on the dance floor,” he said.  “And I know you enjoy teasing other men, so this is your chance to do so with my complete blessing,” he told her in explanation.  “You know how much it turns me on watching other men hitting on you, so I get to enjoy what I like while you enjoy what you like.  Is that so wrong?” he asked.

	 

	On the surface, Katie could not dispute her boyfriend’s frank logic, but deep inside she knew what he was suggesting was wrong.  She was about to argue the point when Bob continued, interrupting her before she opened her mouth.

	 

	“Look at it this way.  I can be with you all night, but you know I’m only going to get upset that you are forcing me to dance when I don’t want to.  You’ll get pissed because I’m not having a good time and we’ll get in to an argument.  We’ll drive home both angry, and by the time we get home neither one of us will want to do anything remotely intimate.  Then we’ll spend the rest of the weekend arguing.  This avoids all of that drama.  You have fun, I have fun, we both get turned on, and go home and spend the rest of the night making love,” he told her.

	 

	Again, on the surface what Bob stated was true, but Katie could not argue his point—he described almost every date they had gone out to dance at.  In fact, the only time they had not truly argued was last month when they had gone out with Mike and Chaz—and she had not danced with Bob a single song.

	 

	Bob could see he was making headway with Katie’s indecision.  “How about this, give it two hours.  If you are not having fun by ten, I’ll dance the rest of the night with you and we can eve close the damn club if you want, deal?” he said.

	 

	Katie realized she was not going to make much headway in her boyfriend’s decision without getting both of them pissed off.  Although it was not exactly what she had in mind, Bob’s proposal was at least reasonable to avoid a large fight between them.

	 

	“One hour,” she said in retaliation, finally giving in.

	 

	Bob’s face broke into a smile.  “An hour and a half,” he countered.

	 

	Katie looked at him and finally sighed, lowering her shoulders in defeat.  “Fine,” she said as Bob bent over and kissed her.  As he pulled away, she said, “But I am only dancing with them, any ideas you have of me screwing around with a stranger is off the table right here and now,” she said.

	 

	“Well, just so we are clear,” Bob said with another smile, “You have my permission to do so if you want,” he laughed, seeing Katie rolling her eyes.  Before she could say anything more, he waved towards the bar, “Now go, my love.  Have fun shopping, and select only the finest cuts of beef, as you deserve the very best!” he laughed.

	 

	Katie sighed once more and turned and left her boyfriend standing there, knowing he was staring at her ass as she walked away—as were at least a hundred other guys.

	 

	She was apprehensive at Bob’s newly discovered fetish.  Sleeping around while in a committed relationship was wrong, she knew, and yet she could not deny since she had done so a month ago with his friends, their relationship seemed stronger than ever.

	 

	“And how fucked up is that?” she said to herself.

	 

	“If you’re looking to get fucked up,” a man said next to her at the bar, “let me buy you a drink and start you on your way,” he laughed.

	 

	Startled, Katie realized she had said the last sentence out loud.

	 

	Looking up, she saw the man—an attractive guy in his thirties—staring down at her, or more to the point, her breasts.  Instead of contempt, she immediately felt a thrill run through her at the man’s gaze.

	 

	Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Bob staring at her eagerly and sighed before turning back to the man.

	 

	“Sure, why not” she said.

	 

	Of course, what else was she going to do, she thought, as the outfit left little room to place money or a credit card.

	 

	“I’ll take another gin and tonic,” the man told the bartender, who had come up to them as soon as Katie had walked over.  “And the lady will have…” he said, looking at her expectantly.

	 

	“Vodka,” she answered back.  “On the rocks.”

	 

	“You heard the lady,” the man told the bartender, who was noticeably staring at Katie’s exposed breasts.  “Grey Goose on the rocks, tall,” he said.

	 

	Katie looked at the man and smiled.  Although she was not a connoisseur drinker, she knew top shelf liquor.  The man immediately scored ‘points’ with her by ordering.

	 

	She also appreciated the man did not give her any lines or small talk while they waited for their drinks, instead both of them watching the crowd, the man apparently checking out the next woman he would hit on if Katie spurned him, and her, staring longingly at the dance floor.

	 

	When their drinks arrived, Katie was surprised to see hers in a tall glass, filled all the way up with vodka and ice.  The last time she had been here, her drinks had been in small tumblers and it had taken forever for her to get a buzz.

	 

	Quickly she gulped down the drink, downing half the glass—what she estimated to be three or four shots—in one pull.

	 

	“Rough night?” the man smiled down at her.

	 

	She appreciated he was letting her lead the conversation, again scoring ‘points’ in her ‘picking up men’ list from back in her single days.  Who knew it would come in handy now that she was off the market, she thought ironically.

	 

	“You could say that,” she answered.  “Got in to a fight with my date,” she explained.  The key to lying when you were going to get buzzed was keep it close to the truth, she thought to herself.

	 

	“Oh, if you are here with somebody else, I can leave you alone,” the man said.

	 

	And there was the trifecta, Katie thought!  When she had been single, if a man scored three points in her mind, he deserved some attention.

	 

	“Not anymore,” she said with a smile.  Taking a long pull from her drink, welcoming the cold liquid and alcoholic burn, she said, “Care to dance?

	 

	She felt her body flush as the man wrapped his arm around her—in a gentlemanly way, not making any passes—and led her to the dance floor.

	 

	Bob watched Katie get escorted by the older man, feeling his pulse increase as they went out to the dance floor.  He had watched the exchange between the two since Katie had left him, not knowing what to expect, but had been pleased when she had begun talking to the man and gotten a drink from them.

	 

	Moving closer to the dance floor, Bob watched them dance.  Katie looked spectacular as always—her body simply became one with the music, and she would have drawn glances her way regardless of what she was wearing; however, in the revealing bright outfit, there was not one man who did not stare at her.

	 

	The older guy danced no better than Bob, although it was apparent he considered himself to be much better.  Then again, he could have simply been happy to be with such a sexy woman as Katie.

	 

	He was not the sort of guy Bob had imagined Katie being with, so he was not surprised when after the first song ended, he watched as Katie said something to the man and walked back to the bar alone.

	 

	Bob glanced at the man staring at Katie’s ass until she was swallowed up by the crowd, then he simply shrugged his shoulders and started talking to the nearest woman standing by the dancefloor as Bob turned and made his way back to the bar.

	 

	Due to Katie’s fluorescent dress, it was easy to find her again at the bar, and Bob was surprised to see her laughing with two men, both about their age, maybe a little younger.

	 

	Unlike the older guy she had just left, these two guys were hitting on her in full force.  Bob watched in amusement as Katie kept pivoting her body, first to the right and then to the left in order to avoid both men’s hands, which seemed to be on her ass, hips, legs, arms, or shoulders—often at the same time.  As she moved away from one of the guys’ gropes, the other was already on her, and Bob laughed at his girlfriend’s predicament.

	 

	He was surprised when Katie apparently accepted a drink from them, getting another tall glass from the bartender.  Although Bob knew Katie drank vodka, he could not believe the tall glasses she was getting were pure liquor—idly wondering if Katie was actually getting water.  Seeing her chug down half the glass, he assumed the latter to be true.

	 

	While the dark-haired Hispanic guy took her drink, he watched as the other man—a tall blonde—wrap his arm around Katie, this time without her moving away, and escorted her towards the dance floor.  Meanwhile the other man took their drinks to one of the tall tables near the dance floor.

	 

	Bob followed Katie and her second pick-up, watching as the man slid his hand downwards, slipping it between the straps of Katie’s dress and clutching her bare ass cheek.  Surprisingly, this time she did not move out of the way, as she walked out to the dance floor and turned around, starting to dance.

	 

	 

	





 

	There was this one fraternity party she had been hired to dance at where things had gone a bit too far.  Being in the same town as the university, many of the girls performed at various frat parties.  Katie had done three previously herself, so had thought nothing out of the ordinary when she had agreed to do a pledge initiation night.

	 

	One of the bouncers or DJ’s from the club always went as chaperone when the girls had such gigs—nothing was worse than a bunch of drunken horny college guys and a naked girl in the same room together to make for a bad evening.  

	 

	John had offered to go with Katie to the Phi Upsilon Kappa house for the pledge initiation.  Katie had gone on a few dates with him, and although things had not worked out romantically, they had remained friends.  He was one of the most protective bouncers the club had, and she was looking forward to the extra cash, twenty-five percent which she gave to John.  For him, it was a quick three hundred, and he got free drinks to boot!

	 

	As she was driving to the fraternity she got a telephone call, but could not answer it until she pulled in to the fraternity row parking.  It had been John, calling to tell her his girlfriend had food poisoning or the flu or something and that he had to take a raincheck, stating Sam would meet her at the fraternity in about an hour.

	 

	Sam was a decent DJ, so Katie was not worried, and grabbing her bag out of the car, made her way across the commons area towards the Phi Up house.  Even though she had ‘dressed down’ for the event, her costume in her bag, Katie received several wolf whistles and cat calls as she made her way to the fraternity house in her sneakers, sports bra, and Lycra yoga pants.

	 

	Katie did not mind the attention, waving playfully at the guys she passed them.

	 

	At the Phi Up house, she simply walked in—most frat houses had an open door policy, the houses being more like apartment complexes with locked rooms and various common areas than an actual ‘house.’

	 

	“There’s our guest of honor,” a familiar voice said, a cute jock-like guy smiling widely and coming to greet her.

	 

	Katie had known Christian for almost a year now, both of them having been in the same English 101 class.  He had become almost a regular at the club now, and Katie had been surprised when he asked if she would mind dancing for the pledge initiation.  He had never shown even a moderate interest in her—not even ever asking for a lap dance—but he as a familiar face, so had agreed.  She had been to plenty of bachelor parties and such where she had not known anybody, but it was always nice to see a familiar face.

	 

	“Wow, you look fantastic, you going for a sports theme?” he asked.

	 

	Katie looked down at herself and laughed, replying, “No, I have my outfit in my bag, so will need someplace to change,” she said, blushing at the man’s obvious attention.

	 

	Although he was always reclusive at the club—whether he came alone or with friends—tonight his gaze was penetrating, and she felt a cheap thrill at the man’s gaze.  It had been almost a month since she had gotten laid, and as frisky as she was feeling, if he played his cards right, he might get a special dance from her later—on the house!

	 

	“Sure, we can go to my room,” he said, waving his arm for her to go before him towards the stairs.  “My room’s on the second floor,” he told her as they began climbing the stairs.  “The pledges won’t be here for another half hour or so, and then the guys need to haze them a bit,” he laughed, “so you have about an hour,” he told her.

	 

	Reaching the second floor, Katie saw a row of doors and Christian indicated the fourth one down was his room, opening the door for her and waving her in.

	 

	Entering the room, Katie had been impressed—it was one of the larger fraternity house rooms she had seen, and was very neat and tidy.  A large waterbed dominated the center of the room, and a small dry bar was on one side, a desk on another, and some dressers and such by the closet.

	 

	“Would you like a drink?” Christian asked, and Katie asked what he had available.  “We have a specialty of the house,” he told her.  “It’s sort of like a blue lemonade, only watermelon-y,” he told her turning towards the bar.

	 

	Although Katie did not need liquid courage to dance, it never hurt, and she gratefully accepted the cold drink, taking a tentative sip from her glass.

	 

	“Oh wow, this tastes great!” she said, taking a larger sip.

	 

	As Christian stated, it had a heavy watermelon flavor, but with a hint of tartness like lemonade, Katie not tasting any alcohol in it.

	 

	“What’s in it?” she asked.

	 

	Christian smiled, saying, “House secret—a little bit of this, a little bit of that,” he laughed.  “To tonight’s festivities!” he toasted, raising his glass.

	 

	Katie smiled and followed suit, taking a drink from her glass, and as Christian began chugging his, Katie felt obligated to finish hers as well, finishing the glass and accepting a refill—although she planned on taking it easy with the next drink.  Having a bit of liquid courage to strip before a bunch of strangers helped, but it was disastrous when drunk and in seven-inch platform heels!

	 

	They sat and talked for a few minutes.  Katie was surprised he did not ask the usual questions:  Why do you strip?  What is it like taking your clothes off in front of strangers?  Did you have an abusive family?  Katie had heard them all, and it was refreshing to talk to somebody who treated her as a person and not a stripper, the man instead asking about classes, her major, and other school-related stuff.

	 

	Before long there was a knock on the door, a muffled male voice stating the pledges had arrived.

	 

	“Great,” Christian answered.  Looking at Katie, he said, “This is our pledge initiation.  We give them a little treat, like dangling a carrot before them, to show how ‘caring’ we are,” he laughed.  “It’s all bullshit, but it wins over some of those on the fence about committing,” he told her.  “I don’t want to put you on the spot, but if pay a little more attention to the full members, it might cause enough of them to think they’ll get the same treatment if they pledge, so…” his voice trailed off.

	 

	Katie had danced for several fraternities before, so knew the routine, answering, “I don’t mind, but other than you, I don’t know who are members and who are not,” she said.  “Would it help if I just paid more attention to you?” she asked.

	 

	Christian smiled, saying, “That would be great!” he said.  “I’ll even have the guys thrown in a few extra bucks for your effort,” he said, as Katie smiled.

	 

	This was a customer-oriented service after all, she thought, so making the customer happy was always number one.

	 

	Christian had been such a gentleman, Katie again considered cozying up to him, and this gave her an excuse, she thought, her libido seeming to be on full throttle suddenly.

	 

	Getting up, Katie pulled out her outfit—a sexly Little Red Riding Hood costume—and kicked off her shoes.

	 

	Looking flustered, Christian said, “I’ll leave so you can have some privacy,” he told her.

	 

	Katie laughed, saying, “No, stay.  Hell, you’ve seen me naked enough times that there isn’t anything new,” she told him, pulling up her sports bra as emphasis.

	 

	Although Christian stared at her in surprise, she felt a thrill between her legs noting his eyes remained focused upon her breasts.  And well they should, she thought, having spent a good portion of her earnings towards them!

	 

	Christian watched her intently as she changed, and Katie began to feel more aroused, having to hide her obviously wet thong she had worn over, to replace it with a red one, for her costume.  Having spare underwear was common, most of the girls changing their thongs three of four times a night due to sweat and such, wanting to always appear fresh on the floor.

	 

	Damn, it had been a while since she had been laid, Katie thought as she put on the final touches to her outfit.

	 

	Although she had on a red hood, it only extended halfway down her torso, revealing a black and red bustier, a short frilly white skirt, with black garters and thigh-high stockings.  Finishing off the outfit were a pair of seven-inched heel black platform shoes.

	 

	Her routine was twice as long as usual, planning on dancing for thirty minutes, ending the night wearing the red hood, stockings, and shoes.  Katie figured she could take an item of clothing off during every other song.

	 

	Announcing she was ready, Christian said he would go first to announce her as well as put on her CD of songs she had brought into the player.

	 

	As with every time before a performance, Katie felt a thrill run through her.  The very idea of dancing sensually before a group of men and turning them on was the ultimate power trip, and she looked forward to the next thirty minutes—or more if things with Christian worked out.

	 

	“Maggots!” she heard over the basement speakers, standing in the stairwell out of sight of everybody.  “Tonight we want you to experience what it’s like to be a Phi Upsilon Kappa member.  Tonight you get to see one of the perks of being a good FUK,” the voice intoned.

	 

	Katie suddenly realized the Greek letters phonetically spelled out the word ‘fuck,’ laughing to herself at the acronym.

	 

	“Tonight you get to partake one of the many pleasures involved with being a member of Phi Up!” the announcer said.

	 

	The room filled with Katie’s first song, ‘Make It Nasty’ by Tyga, and Katie strutted out the door as it began to play.  The crowd of guys were facing away from her, the front of the ‘stage’ being further ahead, but there was an aisle between the seats and Kate strutted her way through.

	 

	It was like Moses parting the Red Sea, only in reverse as Katie made her way past each row of chairs and young men, the guys rising to their feet and cheering, filling up all available room behind her.
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Prologue 3

	 

	Katie grunted as the large cock slammed into her pussy, stretching the walls of her vagina as thin as a circus balloon.  Her grunt turned in to a groan of pleasure as her muscles relaxed.  The biker behind her cared little for her discomfort as his hips slammed in to her ass roughly, pumping his cock in and out of her.

	 

	Katie would have yelled had it not been for the other large cock shoved all the way into her mouth, the mushroom-shaped head slamming repeatedly against the back of her throat.

	 

	The room filled with the sound of “Gnaacht!  Glurch! Glump!” accompanied by the slapping noises of the biker’s body hitting her bare ass.

	 

	But the noises of the bar, the sounds of her defilement, even the harsh words of the bikers were lost upon Katie as she focused on breathing around the ten-inches of hard cock sliding in and out of her mouth.

	 

	She moaned again as her breasts were grabbed roughly, knowing it was TJ, whose cock was slamming into her pussy.  Of course, she could not see whose hands it was, only knowing it to be TJ because Torro’s hands were gripping head like a bowling ball as he face-fucked her on the table.

	 

	Her arms were stretched out, holding on to the edges of the desk as she experienced her fifth or sixth orgasm.  At this point she was simply enjoying the ride—both men had things well under control.  

	 

	Orgasms continued to wash through her body as she was consumed by a cloud of ecstasy flowing through her.

	 

	The steady ‘Slap-Slap-Slap-Slap’ of TJ slamming into her sped up, and Katie also heard a faint ‘snish-snish-snish’ as his cock entered and exited her, soaked by the wetness of her pussy—her own arousal mixed with the huge load of cum Torro had already released inside her.

	 

	Then her gags and slurps around Torro’s cock also took on an urgent pace.  Even though he had blown a huge load of cum fucking her several minutes ago, it was not long before her mouth flooded with warm thick fluid as the hairy biker came a second time.  And just as she had done with TJ’s first load, she opened her throat, swallowing the salty bitter fluid, even as she continued to suck the spurting cock her lips were wrapped around.

	 

	Suddenly the room filled with a gurgling sound as cum bubbled out of Katie’s mouth and nose as she came, her body erupting in an unbelievable orgasm causing her to momentarily forget about swallowing.  This orgasm was the most intense yet, and TJ slammed into her one last time, his fat cock slamming against her cervix as spurt after spurt of hot cum washed across it as the bald biker came inside her.

	 

	Attempting to not to drown in cum, Katie wrapped her lips tighter around Torro’s cock and again opened her throat, sucking the last thick strands of cum out of the now deflating cock.  Her pussy continued to spasm around TJ’s cock, accomplishing the same job as her mouth—draining the cock inside her of every drop of sperm possible.

	 

	Slowly coming down from her intense orgasm, Katie glanced across the room, seeing her purse—and the hidden camera attached to it—undisturbed.  She could not help but smile around Torro’s cock, thinking about how turned on her boyfriend would be seeing her used by the two bikers.

	 

	As if on cue, both men abruptly pulled out of her, and with barely an acknowledging nod in her direction, pulled up their leather pants and left the dingy office, leaving her alone.

	 

	Katie remained bent over, lying upon the desk as her tits smashed against the chipped Formica, naked except for the clear, seven-inched platform heels—classic stripper shoes—she was wearing.  She was in no hurry to get up, knowing nobody would bother her in the office, particularly the two men who had just used her, it not being the first time she had been fucked by them.

	 

	The insides of her thighs tickled as two loads of cum slowly leaked out of her slit, forming a milky pool on the desk before finding its way slowly down her thighs.

	 

	Once more she looked at her purse, or more to the point, the video camera on it, as her mind turned to the last six months, and how her life had changed.

	 

	 

	Chapter 01

	At this time this is all we have – lunaXs.com


 

	 

	Outlines

	 


Outline 1

	Katie “Kitty” Hanes

	
		25-years-old

		Blondish brunette

		Supermodel figure

		Perfect fake breasts

		Club - Riders



	Robert/Bob “Bobby” Taylor

	
		Normal guy

		Software support person at law firm

		The geek



	 

	Mike McKinney

	Charles “Chaz/Chad” Garner

	 

	Bikers

	(Head)Banger – leader

	Brass Knuckle

	Sting

	Hound Dog

	Hazzard

	Power Train

	Torro

	Wrecker

	TJ

	Scorpion

	Hatchet

	Bomber

	Razor

	Menace

	Roadkill

	Sledgehammer

	 

	 

	Dated for the last 5 years

	Things growing stale

	Met after college

	 

	Mike is best friend from college

	Mike is an average, run of the mill, type friend who is more of a follower than a leader

	Always settles on whatever anybody else decides

	 

	Katie is a “supermodel” beauty

	Was a bit wild

	Preferred “bad boy” types, the type that expected her to like them and do what they want, and then get dumped

	Met Bob and realized what she was missing, the good guys are the best

	 

	Katie and Robert decided to move in together, to spice up their life and see if they were ready for the final step

	Asked best friend from college to help move (Mike).

	Mike brings Chaz…

	 

	 

	Scenes:

	Day 1

	
		While moving, Chas calls her “Kitty” and Katie drops boxes, shattering whatever is inside

		Bob asks what’s wrong, seeing Katie visibly shaken

		Katie says nothing

		Bob tells Chas Katie hates nicknames

		Chas looks at Katie with a knowing smile.



	 

	
		While moving Chas starts to talk out loud about the best stripper he’s ever seen

		Katie becomes more and more agitated

		Chas mentioned as comfortable as Katie is with her body, she could be a stripper

		Again Katie is visibly shaken, dropping another box

		Chas continues to talk about the stripper, trying to ‘remember’ her name, stating she had the best fake tits money could buy and how she would do ‘special’ VIP dances, having the softest lips his cock had ever felt and able to suck better than a vacuum.



	 

	
		Bob catches Chas talking to Katie by themselves several times



	 

	
		Katie is again visibly upset



	 

	
		Late into night, they decided to order pizza’s

		Katie hands Chas credit card and tells Bob she needs to talk to him

		While Chas and Mike order dinner, Katie confesses to Bob she used to be a stripper in college

		Bob is aroused, finding it ‘hot’ to be dating a stripper

		Katie tells him she wasn’t proud of what she did, but it paid for school

		Bob asks how far she went (pasties, G-string, etc.) and Katie says “It was Texas, we don’t do anything half-assed” stating it was full nude, even performing live sex shows with vibrators and other such toys!

		Bob asks if she ever did specials

		Katie tells him it was a part of her life she wants to forget

		Bob presses and Katie finds out he is aroused!

		She confesses to sucking off VIP’s and even a few bachelor parties 

		Katie confesses Chas knows of her past, and probably was a previous customer!

		Katie suggests she stop teasing the guys, but Bob urges her on, telling her how turned on he is and she has his permission to do whatever she wants!



	 

	
		Pizza’s arrive

		Chas continues to talk about strippers, asking Katie’s opinion on girls who do such things

		Katie states she could understand how some girls could be comfortable enough with their body to use it to make money



	
		If a girl enjoys sex, why not make money doing it?  There are plenty of girls who put out for free, at least a stripper is entrepreneur enough to make a living as well!



	 

	
		Bob has television and DVD/Blu-ray set up, so they decided to watch a movie and relax.

		Katie complains about sore muscles and again Chas mentions he is a masseuse

		Bob urges her to let Chas give her a massage

		Katie moves between Chas legs and he starts giving a massage

		The group starts watching the movie…suddenly Bob’s attention is drawn to Katie and Chas as he hears her gasp

		Sees Chas’ hands beneath Katie’s loose muscle shirt, obviously kneading her bare breasts!

		Bob notes Katie isn’t moving, merely asking Chas what he is doing.

		Chas tells her a proper masseuse loosens all muscles, not just small areas, telling her she’ll thank him in the morning

		Katie looks at Bob, who is excited seeing another man fondle his girlfriend and gives her a small nod, telling her to continue.

		Bob never sees the end of the movie, watching Chas feel up Katie for the next half hour.



	 

	
		Finally time to clean up and shower before bed

		Everybody is too tired to move any more furniture around, so guys elect to simply leave mattresses on floor and sleep on them

		As they discuss sleeping arrangements, Bob notices Katie’s nipples trying to poke through the top, his girlfriend obviously aroused.



	 

	
		Guys tell Katie she can shower first, stating she needs the hot water more based upon her headlights

		Bob and Chas know it’s not the cold affecting her, but Chas’ massage

		Cannot find her clothes box

		Everybody spends next hour trying to find box and in frustration, Katie asks they continue to look while she showers

		Guys get distracted up setting up Xbox

		Bob notices Chas disappear for a bit, returning with beers and something else in his hands.  After handing out the beers, he leaves the room stating he’ll be right back



	 

	
		Guys start playing Xbox

		Katie yells for Bob to come to bedroom immediately!

		One of Katie’s intimate baby doll teddies is on the bed

		Katie asks if this is his idea of a joke, asking where the clothes box is, not comfortable to wear something so revealing in front of the guys

		Bob does not know, remembering Chas leaving earlier, but says nothing.

		Bob tells Katie since she was teasing the guys with her tits all day, she should wear the nightie.  He reminds her she used to dance naked in front of guys all the time as a stripper, so why not now?

		Too tired, Katie relents



	 

	
		While Katie gets ready, Bob confronts Chas, who pleads ignorance.

		Their argument is interrupted as Katie enters the room in the sexy lingerie



	 

	 

	Timeline:

	
		Saturday – Move



	
		Tease, Slight Groping

		Babydoll Teddy



	
		Sunday – Unpack



	
		Tease, more blatant groping

		Guys go out, come home drunk, fondle



	
		Monday – Beach



	
		Bikini, Topless, Nude



	
		Tuesday – Relax



	
		Shower kiss leading to blowjob

		Bra and Panties

		Sex



	
		Wednesday – leave



	
		Shower sex



	 

	 

	Book 02 (from Katie’s perspective)

	 

	
		For months Katie has been receiving photos in the mail of her past stripper life, each one becoming more graphic

		Bob and her suspect Mike and Chaz are sending the photos, but there are no notes, no return addresses, nothing to implicate them

		Katie receives an e-mail with a link to a video of a bachelor party she had done and had ended fucking the groom.  She hides it from Bob

		Katie receives another e-mail stating “You are mine!” and nothing else, wondering what it means.

		Katie receives another e-mail with a link to a video showing her jacking off a room full of guys, remember the pledge party she had been paid to do.  She realizes now it was one of the chapters of Bob’s fraternity, strengthening her suspicions it is Chaz sending the items.

		She receives another e-mail with a date, telling her to make sure she is free and not to tell Bob “or else.”

		She receives another e-mail with a list of names and addresses, realizing it contains every one of her’s and Bob’s family members.

		Another e-mail states once again “You are mine!” stating if she does not abide by every instruction, all the photos and videos will be sent to every address in the previous e-mail.  Again she is told not to tell Bob.

		Receives another e-mail with images of various farm girls and biker girls, telling her to be dressed in something similar and to drive to the mall and wait at 8pm

		Katie tells Bob she’s going out with girlfriends and does as she is told

		Surprised when Mike meets her.

		Biker bar



	 

	Bar:

	
		Hispanic guy suck 1/fuck 2/anal 1 (Mateo)

		Blonde guy suck 2/fuck 2/anal 1 (Ronny)

		Black Bouncer suck 3/fuck 2/anal 1 Terrell)

		Jock guy suck 1/fuck 2/anal 1 (Jamie)



	 

	Order of events:

	 

	
		Kiss Mateo, Ronny

		Sucks Terrell, then Jamie joins in and she sucks him.

		Terrell cums in her mouth

		Jamie cums in her mouth

		Laid on bed and eaten by Terrell, then fucked by Terrell, cums inside her

		Turns around and Sucks Mateo on bed on hands and knees

		Ronny moves behind her and fucks her while she sucks Mateo

		Mateo cums in her mouth

		Ronny fucks her until he cums, then Katie climbs on Mateo on bed and fucks him cowgirl

		Jamie moves behind for anal

		While both men fuck her, Ronny climbs on bed and Katie begins to suck him, getting him hard.

		Terrell takes Ronny's place and she sucks him until he's hard

		Mateo and Jamie cum inside her pussy and ass

		Jamie pulled her off bed and slams her into closet door and fucks her from behind standing up while Bob plays with her nipples

		Terrell pushes her towards bed and she climbs up on her hands and knees.

		Plowed from behind by Terrell as she hands in front of him by her arms behind her.

		Ronny climbs on bed and sticks his dick in her mouth as she is sucked/fucked in face by Ronny

		Terrell lets go of her as she drops face-forward on the bed and cums across her back and ass

		Mateo climbs on her and fucks her in ass

		Ronny climbs on her and fucks her in the ass

		Crawls to Terrell and sucks him hard again and he lays on bed where she reverse-cowgirl's him in the ass

		While riding Terrell, she is fucked by Jamie

		Jamie cums on stomach

		She is then fucked by Mateo while still impaled on Terrell's cock in her ass

		Mateo cums on face

		Still impaled on Terrell's cock in her ass, she is then fucked by Ronny

		Ronny cums on her tits

		Terrell flips her over and drills her ass, cumming inside her



	 

	 

	Chapter 03

	 

	Spring Break

	 

	 

	 

	Outline 2

	 

	 

	Katie “Kitty” Hanes

	
		25-years-old

		Blondish brunette

		Supermodel figure

		Perfect fake breasts

		Club - Riders



	Robert/Bob “Bobby” Taylor

	
		Normal guy

		Software support person at law firm

		The geek



	 

	Mike McKinney

	Charles “Chaz/Chad” Garner

	 

	 

	Dated for the last 5 years

	Things growing stale

	Met after college

	 

	Mike is best friend from college

	Mike is an average, run of the mill, type friend who is more of a follower than a leader

	Always settles on whatever anybody else decides

	 

	Katie is a “supermodel” beauty

	Was a bit wild

	Preferred “bad boy” types, the type that expected her to like them and do what they want, and then get dumped

	Met Bob and realized what she was missing, the good guys are the best

	 

	Katie and Robert decided to move in together, to spice up their life and see if they were ready for the final step

	Asked best friend from college to help move (Mike).

	Mike brings Chaz…

	 

	 

	Scenes:

	Day 1

	
		While moving, Chas calls her “Kitty” and Katie drops boxes, shattering whatever is inside

		Bob asks what’s wrong, seeing Katie visibly shaken

		Katie says nothing

		Bob tells Chas Katie hates nicknames

		Chas looks at Katie with a knowing smile.



	 

	
		While moving Chas starts to talk out loud about the best stripper he’s ever seen

		Katie becomes more and more agitated

		Chas mentioned as comfortable as Katie is with her body, she could be a stripper

		Again Katie is visibly shaken, dropping another box

		Chas continues to talk about the stripper, trying to ‘remember’ her name, stating she had the best fake tits money could buy and how she would do ‘special’ VIP dances, having the softest lips his cock had ever felt and able to suck better than a vacuum.



	 

	
		Bob catches Chas talking to Katie by themselves several times



	 

	
		Katie is again visibly upset



	 

	
		Late into night, they decided to order pizza’s

		Katie hands Chas credit card and tells Bob she needs to talk to him

		While Chas and Mike order dinner, Katie confesses to Bob she used to be a stripper in college

		Bob is aroused, finding it ‘hot’ to be dating a stripper

		Katie tells him she wasn’t proud of what she did, but it paid for school

		Bob asks how far she went (pasties, G-string, etc.) and Katie says “It was Texas, we don’t do anything half-assed” stating it was full nude, even performing live sex shows with vibrators and other such toys!

		Bob asks if she ever did specials

		Katie tells him it was a part of her life she wants to forget

		Bob presses and Katie finds out he is aroused!

		She confesses to sucking off VIP’s and even a few bachelor parties 

		Katie confesses Chas knows of her past, and probably was a previous customer!

		Katie suggests she stop teasing the guys, but Bob urges her on, telling her how turned on he is and she has his permission to do whatever she wants!



	 

	
		Pizza’s arrive

		Chas continues to talk about strippers, asking Katie’s opinion on girls who do such things

		Katie states she could understand how some girls could be comfortable enough with their body to use it to make money



	
		If a girl enjoys sex, why not make money doing it?  There are plenty of girls who put out for free, at least a stripper is entrepreneur enough to make a living as well!



	 

	
		Bob has television and DVD/Blu-ray set up, so they decided to watch a movie and relax.

		Katie complains about sore muscles and again Chas mentions he is a masseuse

		Bob urges her to let Chas give her a massage

		Katie moves between Chas legs and he starts giving a massage

		The group starts watching the movie…suddenly Bob’s attention is drawn to Katie and Chas as he hears her gasp

		Sees Chas’ hands beneath Katie’s loose muscle shirt, obviously kneading her bare breasts!

		Bob notes Katie isn’t moving, merely asking Chas what he is doing.

		Chas tells her a proper masseuse loosens all muscles, not just small areas, telling her she’ll thank him in the morning

		Katie looks at Bob, who is excited seeing another man fondle his girlfriend and gives her a small nod, telling her to continue.

		Bob never sees the end of the movie, watching Chas feel up Katie for the next half hour.



	 

	
		Finally time to clean up and shower before bed

		Everybody is too tired to move any more furniture around, so guys elect to simply leave mattresses on floor and sleep on them

		As they discuss sleeping arrangements, Bob notices Katie’s nipples trying to poke through the top, his girlfriend obviously aroused.



	 

	
		Guys tell Katie she can shower first, stating she needs the hot water more based upon her headlights

		Bob and Chas know it’s not the cold affecting her, but Chas’ massage

		Cannot find her clothes box

		Everybody spends next hour trying to find box and in frustration, Katie asks they continue to look while she showers

		Guys get distracted up setting up Xbox

		Bob notices Chas disappear for a bit, returning with beers and something else in his hands.  After handing out the beers, he leaves the room stating he’ll be right back



	 

	
		Guys start playing Xbox

		Katie yells for Bob to come to bedroom immediately!

		One of Katie’s intimate baby doll teddies is on the bed

		Katie asks if this is his idea of a joke, asking where the clothes box is, not comfortable to wear something so revealing in front of the guys

		Bob does not know, remembering Chas leaving earlier, but says nothing.

		Bob tells Katie since she was teasing the guys with her tits all day, she should wear the nightie.  He reminds her she used to dance naked in front of guys all the time as a stripper, so why not now?

		Too tired, Katie relents



	 

	
		While Katie gets ready, Bob confronts Chas, who pleads ignorance.

		Their argument is interrupted as Katie enters the room in the sexy lingerie



	 

	 

	Timeline:

	
		Saturday – Move



	
		Tease, Slight Groping

		Babydoll Teddy



	
		Sunday – Unpack



	
		Tease, more blatant groping

		Guys go out, come home drunk, fondle



	
		Monday – Beach



	
		Bikini, Topless, Nude



	
		Tuesday – Relax



	
		Shower kiss leading to blowjob

		Bra and Panties

		Sex



	
		Wednesday – leave



	
		Shower sex



	 

	 

	Book 02 (from Katie’s perspective)

	 

	
		For months Katie has been receiving photos in the mail of her past stripper life, each one becoming more graphic

		Bob and her suspect Mike and Chaz are sending the photos, but there are no notes, no return addresses, nothing to implicate them

		Katie receives an e-mail with a link to a video of a bachelor party she had done and had ended fucking the groom.  She hides it from Bob

		Katie receives another e-mail stating “You are mine!” and nothing else, wondering what it means.

		Katie receives another e-mail with a link to a video showing her jacking off a room full of guys, remember the pledge party she had been paid to do.  She realizes now it was one of the chapters of Bob’s fraternity, strengthening her suspicions it is Chaz sending the items.

		She receives another e-mail with a date, telling her to make sure she is free and not to tell Bob “or else.”

		She receives another e-mail with a list of names and addresses, realizing it contains every one of her’s and Bob’s family members.

		Another e-mail states once again “You are mine!” stating if she does not abide by every instruction, all the photos and videos will be sent to every address in the previous e-mail.  Again she is told not to tell Bob.

		Receives another e-mail with images of various farm girls and biker girls, telling her to be dressed in something similar and to drive to the mall and wait at 8pm

		Katie tells Bob she’s going out with girlfriends and does as she is told

		Surprised when Mike meets her.

		Biker bar



	 

	 

	Chapter 03

	 

	Spring Break
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