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      I wrote ‘A Lockdown Affair’ last year as the COVID-19 pandemic raged around the world, and like many countries, Britain attempted to combat the spread of the disease by putting in place a national lockdown from March 23, 2020.

      At the time, I said I only had two options for writing erotic fiction because of the extent to which normal life changed during the pandemic—either set the story during the pandemic, reflecting what was going on in real life within the story, or else set the story in a certain year before the pandemic happened. That latter option would be, essentially, historical fiction.

      I couldn’t bring myself to write erotic stories that imagined life continuing as it had before, as though the pandemic had never hit. And as for imagining a future world in which the pandemic was over—well, I’m not in the predictions game. I didn’t feel comfortable imagining how society will be like once the pandemic is over. Is everything normal, and we simply get COVID shots every year, like flu shots? Or do we continue social distancing in some form forever more? Do we wear masks for the rest of our lives, or is it a precaution that will be relegated to distant memory?

      It turns out that writing a story about wife-sharing or other non-monogamous relationships set during national lockdowns can be quite challenging. During a lockdown, people aren’t allowed to mix with strangers indoors.

      In fact, for most of the past year in the UK, people haven’t been allowed in the same room as somebody that they do not live with.

      For single people, or even those in relationships who do not live with their partners, the first part of the UK’s lockdown, from March 2020 to early June 2020, sex was basically illegal.

      After that, the government allowed people living on their own to form a ‘support bubble’ with another household, to help combat loneliness. But if you didn’t live on your own, you couldn’t form a support bubble with another household, sex remained illegal.

      This is the situation we find ourselves in during the story that you now have in your hands.

      The lockdown rules detailed within ‘A Girlfriend For Us Both’ are genuinely what happened in the UK. Jacob and Ryan’s arrangement so that they could both enjoy the comforts of a real sexual partner again was one possible solution to the problem for guys who lived with roommates rather than their partners.

      As I’m now ready to publish this story, the situation in the UK has moved on, from a summer of relaxed lockdown rules to an autumn in which a second wave of COVID infections led to Lockdown 2 and Lockdown 3.

      And so, after A Girlfriend For Us Both, this story will continue as a series, charting how these characters continue to deal with the changing situation.

      I’m hoping that at some stage, they will enjoy a world where the pandemic is beaten, and some form of normality can be restored. As I write this, having been through COVID myself, I’m hopeful that the vaccines now being administered will help defeat this awful virus, and so this possibility will be realized.

      Hopefully by the time I come to write the volume I want to deal with a return to a normal world, the world will have returned to normal. Otherwise, I’ll have to wait to write that final part of this series.

      Anyway, thank you so much for picking up this book, your support means a huge amount to me. I really hope that you enjoy the story, and that it provides you some distraction from whatever you’re going through right now.

      Take care,

      

      Max

      London, March 4, 2021
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      June 2020. The global pandemic was still underway, but in the UK the number of new daily cases of the virus, COVID-19, had decreased significantly from the peak seen in April 2020. The British government began to relax some of the UK’s lockdown rules, which had been in place since March 2020 to try to prevent the spread of infection by forbidding people from mixing with anyone they did not live with inside a single household.

      The new lockdown rules were these: starting June 13, adults who lived alone would now be allowed to form an exclusive ‘support bubble’ with one other household.

      The move recognized that people living on their own had been suffering depression, anxiety and other mental health issues from being effectively prevented from any human contact at all. Now, people within a ‘support bubble’ would be treated as though they were all in one household, so that social distancing would not apply. However, single adults could not change their ‘support bubble’ once it was established, and switch to visiting a different household.

      The government guidance stated: ‘It remains the case—even inside someone’s home—that you should socially distance from anyone not in your household or bubble. Those who have been able to form a support bubble (which is those in single adult households) can continue to have close contact as if they live with the other people in their bubble. This should be exclusive and should not change.’
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        * * *

      

      For roommates, like Jacob Wilson and me, the new lockdown rules meant that only one of us would be able to invite his girlfriend in for a visit.

      Only one of us would get to have sex again.

      After 11 weeks of complete lockdown, where we weren’t allowed to see anyone outside our own apartment, this would be a wonderful thing for one of us. But it seemed brutally unfair that only one of us would get to have sex. For the other one, lockdown boredom and isolation would continue. Release would come only through masturbation. There would be no physical contact with another human being.

      It wasn’t just the sex that we had missed during the first phase of lockdown—it was also the smaller things, such as hugging someone, cuddling up with someone, holding someone as we went to sleep. Human contact might not be an essential for life to continue, but it seemed important to our mental health, particularly after nine weeks of isolation.

      And Jacob and I were not exactly the kind of roommates who could hug each other. We were friendly—friends, even, although we’d originally met as friends-of-friends-of-friends when Jacob had the spare room available in his flat, and I needed a room to rent—but at that stage we weren’t close enough for much more than a high-five or a pat on the back.

      We lived in the middle of Leeds, in the north of England, having both gone to university here, before staying in town after graduation. I hadn’t known Jacob while we were both students—he was two years older than me, and majored in social studies or something like that, while I was an English Literature major. But it turned out we had plenty of friends in common, and even before we were introduced—because I needed a room and Jacob needed someone to rent his spare room—I had seen him around at various parties involving Leeds University graduates.

      Out of the two of us, the lockdown seemed to have hit Jacob the most. Jacob was a salesman—a traveling salesman, you might call him. Ordinarily, he spent most of his life out on the road, trying to sell retailers some kind of stock-taking software system that allowed them to develop an online delivery business alongside their existing bricks-and-mortar operations. He was used to spending most of his time out on the road, sleeping in hotels, and only really coming back to our apartment a couple of nights each week all year round. In lockdown, he seemed like a caged tiger, pacing his zoo enclosure, desperate to escape to the wide-open spaces outside, eager for a change of scene.

      Jacob was a good-looking guy, and found it as easy to attract women as to breathe. He did have a girlfriend—Keira—but they had always seemed to have a fairly loose arrangement, which hadn’t prevented him from seeing plenty of other women before lockdown had hit.

      I, on the other hand, had always been a bit of a nerd, not too upset by being cooped up inside with Netflix and Amazon Prime and a PlayStation 4. The only thing for me was that in our apartment—Jacob’s apartment, really—I only had a tiny little box room, that didn’t even have a window, and a bed that was so small it could barely be called a double. Jacob had a huge bedroom, but then he owned the flat. The status quo hadn’t been so bad when he’d been traveling most days of the week, and I basically had the place to myself much of the time. But in lockdown, it seemed cramped.

      When the government announced that lockdown rules were going to be eased slightly, because COVID infection rates had fallen in the UK, both Jacob and I scoured the various news websites and government pages to figure out what we would be allowed to do.

      At the top of our list: Would we get to sleep with our girlfriends?

      The first time I read through the changes to the rules, I felt really hopeful. It seemed that from June 13, people who lived on their own would, indeed, be allowed to visit one other household—effectively joining that household in what was being called a ‘support bubble’.

      The whole thing was supposed to help those who lived alone counter loneliness and boost their mental health.

      The first time I read those new rules, I thought Lizzie would be able to come and visit me, and we’d be able to fuck like bunny rabbits until the virus was gone and lockdown ended completely. I even got a hard-on thinking about what it would be like. I mean, both my girlfriend and Jacob’s girlfriend—Keira—did live on their own.

      Then Jacob pointed out that only a single one-person household was allowed to join with another household to form a support bubble, which meant we’d have to decide whether it would be Lizzie, Keira, or neither who came to visit us.

      I groaned. One of us would get to have sex. One of us would not.

      And who knew how long this latest phase of the lockdown would last? Although infection rates had fallen in the UK, the virus was still stubbornly persisting around the world. And there were rumors that things would get worse again in the fall when outdoor temperatures started to drop again.

      ‘So what do we do?’ I asked him after we’d been through the new government guidance three times, trying to look for loopholes. ‘Flip a coin?’

      He sighed, and rubbed his chin, thinking.

      I was expecting him to find some perfectly reasonable justification why his girlfriend should get to visit us, and not my girlfriend. I even assumed he’d find some way to explain why he needed proper sex more than I did. That was the lifelong nerd in me, thinking and making assumptions about the lifelong alpha Jacob. I assumed that as with most things in life, Jacob was more likely to come up trumps than I was. Also: since he owned the flat, and merely rented me a room, I thought he could pull rank at any moment.

      But then he looked at me quite earnestly, and gave me a huge surprise.

      He said, speaking carefully, with quite considered words: ‘We have to decide which of Lizzie or Keira gets to visit us. And then whichever one comes will have to have sex with both of us.’

      Cue the gasp, the wide eyes, the jaw falling to the floor.

      He shrugged, but I could see he wasn’t kidding.

      ‘It’s the only fair way, Ryan,’ he insisted.

      And perhaps the bigger surprise to me was that I felt excited about the idea—whether it was Keira or Lizzie who ended up being the one.
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      I know, we should have been able to go a few months without having sex. But in our defense, nobody knew how long this pandemic was going to last. The nation had been in lockdown for ten or eleven weeks, and although the number of new cases arising each day had been going down recently, there were fears of a ‘second wave’ hitting in the fall, particularly if lockdown restrictions were eased too early.

      Like everybody in Britain, Jacob and I had been confined to our home since the last week of March.

      We weren’t allowed to visit our friends.

      We weren’t allowed to visit our family.

      We certainly weren’t allowed to visit our girlfriends.

      We weren’t allowed out of our apartment except to take essential exercise once a day, or buy essential groceries, or obtain necessary medication. No office work, no pub, no gym, no nights out, nothing.

      It was a lockdown intended to stop the virus in its tracks—to stop people mixing, and therefore to stop people spreading COVID-19. People were supposed to work from home if they could. The government funded a furlough scheme, paying up to 80% of staff salaries if companies could not operate with their employees working from home, so that their staff could stay home without technically being unemployed.

      I had been told to work from home by my boss, although since I worked for a company providing after dinner speakers for black-tie events, there was hardly much work to do from home. Nobody was allowed to attend black-tie events. Dinners were canceled. I was tasked with clocking in my working hours each day, but then all I could do was work on sourcing possible leads for new speakers, or new industry events that might need speakers. And that was hardly a nine-to-five, particularly when nobody was in to field calls.

      Jacob had been furloughed from his job as a sales executive. It meant he was on 70% salary, which he wasn’t too happy about, and he lost any opportunity to get commissions. It wasn’t like he was anywhere near the poverty line, but Jacob needed the adrenaline of his sales role to keep himself upbeat. The lockdown was getting to him.

      And on top of all that, the sex thing was getting to him more than anything.

      It was so frustrating. Things started out weirdly interesting, like a hundred dystopian novels threatening to come to life—but life in lockdown got pretty tedious, pretty quickly. And we were in our mid-twenties. This was supposed to be the time of our lives, when we were going out and partying all the time, and getting laid.

      Okay, so I wasn’t exactly the kind of guy who would normally spend the whole time going out and partying and getting laid. I could count my previous girlfriends on one hand—and I’d had more dry spells than not since my dating history had begun with my first year in college seven years before. But I had a girlfriend when lockdown started back in March—Lizzie and I had been going out for six months, and the vibrant lust of our new relationship had not faded one iota until the government suddenly decided we were no longer allowed to see one another in person. It seemed brutally unfair that I wasn’t allowed to be with her.

      Jacob was even worse than me. He had a gorgeous girlfriend—Keira—who he had been seeing on and off for some years; but they had a somewhat unusual relationship, in which she appeared to turn a blind eye any time he was out on the road and happened to end up in bed with someone else.

      And Jacob did often seem to end up in bed with someone else. And he liked to tell me about it all when he got home from his travels.

      During the lockdown, he had not been able to see Keira, and there had been no wild encounters with anyone else.

      But it wasn’t just the lack of sex that hit us both quite hard. We didn’t get to socialize with anyone else. We didn’t get the distraction of working a proper job, with real colleagues. We didn’t get to do stuff at the weekend. We didn’t really get to go outside much, and we weren’t supposed to leave our local environs when we did take our daily exercise. This was house arrest.

      At least we had girlfriends, though neither of us could touch them, or even be in the same building. Plenty of lonely people out there were in worse shape than us.

      In the beginning, I talked to Lizzie a couple of times a day on Zoom or FaceTime, and we had date nights a couple of times each week, where we’d have dinner together via our laptops, cooking and eating the same thing as each other, or getting takeaway delivered, and then watching a movie together. And the sex… well, at first Lizzie wasn’t even comfortable stripping off in front of her webcam. After a while, things got better, though I usually had to make do with occasional suggestive selfies from her, or late-night strip shows that didn’t quite go the distance. It seemed to me that Lizzie didn’t even really like to masturbate, and the thought of doing it in front of a webcam was horrifying to her, even when it was purely for the enjoyment of her boyfriend. She’d always been the type of girl who preferred to have sex only when the lights were off.

      I had pornography to get me through, but that was hardly comparable to a real live girlfriend. As lockdown stretched on and on, Lizzie did manage to break her discomfort at getting naked with me, but it still wasn’t exactly taking care of either of our sexual needs.

      Jacob told me that his girlfriend, Keira, was much more forward when it came to fooling around with him on Zoom or FaceTime. He even revealed that he had some kind of remote-control vibrator he and Keira had been using, so he could control the vibrations when they were having some private time via webcam.

      But I got the feeling that he was actually faring worse than me in lockdown. Jacob was more vocal than I was in complaining about our lack of real sex. He had always been more of an alpha type than me—and he needed physical sex. He was the kind of guy who hadn’t gone more than two weeks without proper sex, practically since adolescence.

      Of course, we read that many couples in Britain had simply moved in with each other—even some who had only been dating a matter of days. Anything to ensure they could have proper sex. But our situations were not so clear-cut.

      I had only been dating Lizzie for six months before lockdown had happened, and while things had been going wonderfully, we simply weren’t ready to move in together when the lockdown began. Our choice was made for us, more or less, by the fact that Lizzie’s parents were fairly religious Catholics, or at least religious enough to believe that she shouldn’t live with a boyfriend at least until I’d gone down on one knee and put a ring on her finger. So Lizzie had continued to live in the little one bedroom flat not too far away in Headingley, a suburb of Leeds just to the north of us, while I remained living with Jacob.

      Jacob and Keira had been dating for years but had never even considered moving in together. I suspected that part of it was because of the on-again, off-again nature of their relationship. Sometimes, they seemed to be boyfriend-and-girlfriend, and sometimes not. Though I didn’t like to pry into Jacob’s personal life if he wasn’t bringing it up himself, it seemed to me that both of them seemed to accept that was how it was going to be for them, for the foreseeable future. They wouldn’t live together because they weren’t necessarily going to be together the whole time.

      Having met Keira plenty of times, as nice as she was, I also got the impression that she was the kind of alpha personality who might find it difficult living in perpetual close proximity to an alpha boyfriend. They needed their space. Keira was the first and only woman who had managed to keep Jacob sexually interested for longer than six months, but the two of them often argued, and when they did, it tended to be explosive.

      Anyway. I was perfectly okay with being on my own for a few months, but I did worry that this lockdown could continue for much, much longer. Some experts were saying that the pandemic would keep going for many, many months. That there wouldn’t even be a vaccine for 18 months, if we were lucky. Some medical types in the media were talking about this thing lasting years, that perhaps there would be some form of social distancing for the rest of our lives. I didn’t like that idea at all.

      And then came June 1st, when the government decided to ease lockdown rules slightly, as an attempt to get the economy going a little, and provide people a little more freedom now that the daily case numbers of the virus were falling.

      We single adults were allowed a ‘support bubble’. Members of another household could visit ours—but only one household.

      Lizzie or Keira.

      Not both.
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      I tried to be optimistic. If lockdown rules were easing a little now, maybe in a few weeks they’d be eased even more. Perhaps support bubbles could be extended to more than one household.

      ‘I’m not waiting a few weeks,’ Jacob said.

      He looked adamant.

      I wondered if this was all a play to make me back down. So that I would say, ‘It’s okay, Jacob, you can have Keira over. Lizzie and I can wait a few more weeks. Or another month or so.’ Only, I didn’t feel like backing down. I wanted sex, too.

      And so I took his suggestion seriously, that we would both sleep with whichever girlfriend moved in.

      I said, ‘You’d really be okay with me sleeping with Keira, if she started visiting us?’

      Jacob just shrugged—he surprised me by just how blasé he was about it. Saying, ‘Sure, why not? As long as I get to have sex again. Proper sex.’

      I tried not to stare at him, because it would have been obviously awkward. But in the glance I did give him, he seemed genuine, he seemed on the level. He wasn’t pulling a prank. He wasn’t going to wait until I got excited about the possibility of sleeping with Keira and then tell me I was a loser for thinking he’d let me do such a crazy thing.

      He genuinely didn’t seem to mind the idea of me sleeping with her—so long as he got to sleep with her as well.

      I turned my attention back to the TV for a while but didn’t stop thinking about it. I figured that for Jacob, his possessiveness with Keira came secondary to his need to have real, physical sex. Perhaps he just didn’t feel possessive about Keira. He didn’t see their relationship as particularly long-term, he didn’t love her, so why should he be threatened by the possibility of losing her to his flatmate? Or else, of course, he just didn’t see me as any kind of threat when it came to women.

      We watched TV. I found it interesting that he hadn’t come straight back and asked me if I would be okay with him sleeping with Lizzie, if we decided she would be the one to visit us.

      But after a little while, he did ask: ‘Do you think Lizzie would let you sleep with Keira, if she came ‘round here?’

      Well, that would probably be the issue, wouldn’t it? It didn’t matter if we men decided that Keira should be the one to visit our apartment and fuck the two of us, if Lizzie vetoed the idea. And because he asked that question, it made me think that Jacob believed Keira would at least tolerate the thought of both of us men sleeping with Lizzie, if that was the only acceptable option all round.

      It did strike me that Jacob and Keira were probably a little more relaxed about that sort of thing. The two of them had split up and gotten back together again so many times I’d lost count.

      But Lizzie… she was a little conservative when it came to sex and relationships.

      When we’d first met, on Bumble, she asked me if I had any dates lined up with other women. At the time, I hadn’t, but I quickly saw that no other answer would have been acceptable anyway. During our third date, she asked me if I’d closed down my Bumble account. It struck me as a little possessive, but then I did like her. And I was fairly sure that she’d go to bed with me before the fifth date, and at the time I was having no luck with other women.

      ‘I… don’t think Lizzie would be happy about the idea of me sleeping with anyone else,’ I told Jacob honestly.

      He nodded.

      Then he said, slowly, so there was absolutely no possibility of misunderstanding: ‘So you’ll have to tell her the only option is that she comes to visit us. And that she sleeps with both of us.’
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      We had Chinese food delivered for supper—like we were celebrating something. Celebrating the fact that one of us, probably Jacob, would soon get to have sex with his girlfriend again.

      I tried to seem upbeat.

      Inside, I was gloomy.

      I was assuming, at this point, that Lizzie would think it an insane idea for her to visit our flat and have sex with both me and Jacob. Of course, she’d say ‘no’. Then Jacob would, quite reasonably I suppose, say that since Keira was willing to come here and sleep with both of us, and Lizzie wasn’t, that it was my girlfriend preventing us both from getting to have sex. And therefore, Keira should be the one to come here—and if I wasn’t allowed to have sex with her because Lizzie wouldn’t countenance it, then that was my problem.

      Maybe he’d even suggest I cheat on Lizzie with Keira while she visited us. Have sex with her, and not say anything to Lizzie.

      There was an hour of Netflix between supper and my next appointed video chat with Lizzie. Was there even any point in asking her whether she’d want to visit us and fuck Jacob as well as me? My concern was that, once I’d explained Jacob’s entire plan, and Lizzie refused every option of it, and Keira came over just to sleep with Jacob, Lizzie would still suspect I was cheating on her with Keira. Maybe I should just tell Jacob he could have Keira over, and I’d wait until lockdown was eased further until I had actual sex with Lizzie.

      I felt annoyed. Jacob had essentially won the debate of who got to have sex under the new ‘bubble’ regime, purely by having the more slutty girlfriend. Had it all been a double-bluff? He wouldn’t actually ever allow me to sleep with his girlfriend, he’d just made a fake offer because he knew Lizzie would never allow anything like that, and it would all end up with me backing down because my girlfriend was the impediment to the whole thing.

      But I looked over at Jacob and it just didn’t seem like him to be that manipulative. It didn’t seem like him to craft that kind of devious ploy. And I couldn’t say Keira was that kind of person, either.

      Would he really allow his girlfriend to sleep with someone else?

      What if it was me?

      What if Lizzie said ‘yes’ to sleeping with the both of us, and my girlfriend had to go have sex with Jacob? How would I feel about that? Would I be jealous? Perhaps I wouldn’t want to see her again after she’d been with Jacob.

      I remember feeling jealous in high school when my then-girlfriend, Millie Lloyd, had briefly split up with me. She’d said she just didn’t think we were right for each other. And then the day after, I saw her in the company of Tony Duke. That was jealousy. Seething, burning, steaming jealousy. Millie had asked me to take her back two days after that, and had insisted she’d never actually done anything with Tony Duke, but the memory stuck with me for years.

      I didn’t feel like that, now.

      Maybe I’d matured. I’d been out with a few women since then, and in this age of Tinder, Bumble and the like, I was more secure in the knowledge that if this relationship didn’t work, I’d meet other women, I didn’t have to worry that I’d never find someone decent again.

      With half an hour to go before my call with Lizzie, I started imagining how it might feel for my girlfriend to arrive in this little flat, wave me a quick ‘hello’, then disappear into Jacob’s bedroom to do her duty and have sex with another man. Would Jacob want to go first? I would imagine he would, as the alpha male of the household.

      I’d probably hear them having sex—the walls were hardly very thick in this place, even if it was a nice flat for Leeds.

      And then, after, what, fifteen minutes? Ten? Half an hour? Lizzie would emerge from Jacob’s room, flushed and coy and damp with sweat and other emissions—clutching a heap of her clothes. She’d insist on a shower before even coming to talk to me, let alone having sex with me. Would I want sex with her by then? I smiled—maybe I’d be so disgusted with her that I’d tell her to just leave. And then Jacob would have fucked my girlfriend, and I wouldn’t get to fuck anybody.

      But sitting there thinking about Lizzie visiting, I was hard as a rock.

      Jesus, was I that desperate for sex?

      Apparently.

      I guessed I’d probably be able to ignore the fact that she’d just cheated on me, so that I would get to have real sex myself. Was that what Jacob was thinking it would be like if Keira visited and I was allowed to sleep with her? We’d just tolerate the incidents of cheating, because we were so desperate. It would be consensual, at least. So not real cheating.

      Extraordinary circumstances and all that.

      And Jacob and I knew each other well enough to know that we weren’t a threat to each other. Not really. If sex happened with the other one’s girlfriend, the girlfriend wasn’t likely to want to run off with the other man.

      Anyway. These were slightly weird thoughts running around my brain. But the upshot of it all was that I did resolve to at least put the idea to Lizzie. She could shoot it down, and then it would be her fault we weren’t able to get together for real sex, I’d be in the clear, blame wise.

      I shot Jacob a glance as I got up to head into my room—he returned it, acknowledging my tip-off that I was about to talk to Lizzie, I was about to ask her the question. I didn’t need to do that, but somehow it forced me to take courage, to do what I was supposed to. It would prevent me from chickening out.
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      ‘Hey, how’s it going?’

      ‘Oh, you know, the usual.’

      Same old, same old from Lizzie Everett. She gave me a run-down of her day, even though I knew her routine well enough by now, I could probably tell her myself what had happened to her so far today, without her even opening her mouth. She went for her morning run, she did some more studying for her bar exam, she went online to order her next week’s worth of groceries, it being Wednesday.

      ‘They’ve finally got some decent pasta available,’ she was saying.

      I admit I was only half listening to her.

      Bad boyfriend.

      Meanwhile, I was running my eyes all over her, trying to imagine what Jacob would think about sleeping with her. Would he even agree to it?

      I had to think she’d put a little more effort into her appearance if she agreed to come visit us on the pretext of sleeping with us both. This evening, as ever these days, she hadn’t put on makeup, she hadn’t put on anything much more sexy than a loose, long-sleeved top—although at least her nipples were vaguely detectable through it. She wasn’t really the glamorous type, with the librarian bangs, the horn-rimmed glasses, the alabaster skin, the dowdy clothing. She wasn’t skinny, like the women Jacob dated. What if Jacob decided she wasn’t enough of his type?

      After all, she was nothing like the blonde bombshell that Keira was.

      I actually found myself worried that Jacob would say ‘no’ to her, when she actually arrived.

      But wait—he’d seen Lizzie often enough before. Before lockdown, she’d been over here plenty of times. And Jacob certainly knew her well enough to consider having her be the one to visit us and sleep with us both.

      ‘…hey, did you see that new haunted house series on Netflix?’

      ‘Uh… no, not yet,’ I said, just about being able to follow her monologue enough to respond to her.

      ‘Dammit, I was hoping you’d be able to tell me if it’s any good—apparently it’s the big thing at the moment. I just think that last one was so boring…’

      What if Jacob was so desperate, he’d consider sleeping with a girl he really didn’t find attractive? And then he’d quickly get bored with her when she actually did come over here to sleep with us?

      I thought about that possibility, and it felt strangely disappointing that Jacob might not be attracted to my girlfriend. I guessed it was some kind of ego thing, I craved validation for my choice of girlfriend. I told myself that if Jacob slept with her, and then decided he didn’t want to sleep with her again, that I would have won—because I would get to continue seeing her, and he would no longer have someone to sleep with.

      I felt bad, thinking so little of my own girlfriend, but you have to realize that Lizzie and I were not really of Jacob and Keira’s caliber. We were not the types to top the social hierarchy, we were comfortably lower-tier, we knew where we were with each other, two fairly introverted peas in a pod.

      But what if Jacob slept with Lizzie, and then afterward, he started thinking I was a loser for having a girlfriend like her?

      I felt guilty about denigrating her, even mentally. But I didn’t want her exposed to Jacob’s rejection, and I didn’t want myself exposed to his humiliation.

      I almost changed my mind, almost kept Jacob’s offer secret from her, so I could quietly lie to my roommate and say she’d simply declined the idea.

      But then after telling me all about her day, she completely surprised me by saying: ‘So did you talk to Jacob about the whole support bubble thing?’
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      I was momentarily confused why she’d assume I’d talked to Jacob about the ‘support bubble’ thing, and even for a second or two jumped to the conclusion that she might have talked to Jacob, behind my back, about the possibility of us both getting to sleep with either her or Keira.

      Then I realized she had simply heard about the government’s announcement, and she was thinking there was a small possibility that she might be able to come visit us to sleep with me—if Keira wasn’t insisting on visiting Jacob, of course.

      I said, trying to act as casually as I could, ‘Yeah, we were talking about it over supper.

      ‘And did he say it should be Keira that gets to be in your support bubble? Or maybe I should?’

      I assumed she was still talking about a monogamous plan, here. But it was hot to me that she seemed hopeful at the possibility of sex with me. There was a glint in her eye that I hadn’t seen before, and she seemed to arch her back, which pushed out her ample breasts, and made her nipples even more obvious through her thin top—and damn it, she looked flirty and even sexy, even without makeup or fancy clothes, like I’d definitely never known her to be before.

      I supposed she had to be horny AF as well, desperate for some real physical attention.

      I liked that.

      ‘I suppose since he owns your flat, he’d probably get priority…’ she said, highlighting a concern I’d had previously. But Jacob hadn’t pulled rank as the flat’s owner. He had come straight out with the girlfriend-sharing plan.

      I actually thought Lizzie wasn’t being fair to Jacob, assuming that he would pull rank on me. I wanted her to know that he was a good enough guy to try and come up with the fairest arrangement, even if it did, apparently, break the norms of modern dating.

      I decided to completely divulge Jacob’s whole insane idea.

      I said, ‘He said that since we both want our girlfriends to visit, and sleep with us, but only one other household can be in our support bubble, it would only be genuinely fair if…’

      ‘Yes?’

      I gulped. I couldn’t back away from it now. I said, ‘Whoever visits us would have to sleep with both of us.’

      I heard her catch her breath. I saw her blush.

      I braced, expecting her to get angry.

      But she didn’t—she remained completely calm, saying in response to Jacob’s plan: ‘I suppose the fairest thing for the both of you would be either both of you get sex, or neither of you.’

      I nodded and felt my heart sink. Here it was, as I had expected: she was going to decide that the only decent approach all round would be to continue on as before. No one got to have sex.

      ‘It’s insane,’ she said, and I assumed she meant Jacob’s plan, but then she said, ‘I always said the government has no idea what it’s doing with lockdown. I mean, really, you should be in my support bubble, and Jacob should be in Keira’s…’

      ‘But that would mean two households joining our bubble,’ I pointed out.

      She sighed. ‘I guess Jacob and Keira must be pretty desperate, too…’

      ‘Yeah.’

      ‘I just thought… you know… because Jacob and Keira always seem to be breaking up…’

      I nodded, assuming we were drifting toward the idea that it was probably noble for us to let Keira visit Jacob, and just be done with it. I mean, she was right that it was Jacob’s flat.

      We were quiet for a moment or two. It was almost mournful.

      Then Lizzie asked me, ‘So what did you say to Jacob about his idea?’

      I felt a little startled by her question. She’d gone and bloody lawyered me. And with no notice at all!  I felt like Jack Nicholson in that Tom Cruise movie, slipping up because I’d gotten all flustered by a surprise point of questioning. You Can’t Handle The Truth!

      ‘Uh… well, I said I’d talk to you about it,’ I said, entirely reasonably, I thought.

      I was confused, because she’d brought us back to Jacob’s crazy idea about Keira or her coming to sleep with both of us, and I assumed that was so crazy we’d stopped even considering it.

      But no, apparently she wasn’t completely dropping the subject.

      She raised one of her eyebrows sardonically, and asked me: ‘You didn’t tell him a straight ‘no’?’

      Uh-oh.

      It seemed to me that there was a storm brewing on the horizon, destined to come my way. I could be in trouble, here. In fact, I probably was in trouble, a lot of trouble. Because I hadn’t automatically shot down the possibility of agreeing to a plan in which Keira came over to our flat to sleep with both Jacob and me.

      I’d asked for it. I should have thought this through.

      Clutching blindly for a lifebelt in a stormy sea, I said: ‘I thought it better to talk to you before I gave him an answer.’

      She laughed.

      I heard the thunder rumbling in the distance.

      She said, ‘But you could have said to him there was no way you’d ever sleep with Keira…’

      ‘I sort of did, I think,’ I said, a little timidly. Deep down, I felt my subconscious ticking off my predictions about what Lizzie would say to all this. But why did she have to make me feel awful while she was shooting down Jacob’s plan? None of it had been my idea.

      ‘And presumably you told him there was no way you’d be happy with me sleeping with him…’ she said.

      I was a little flustered, her questions skewering me. Blasted lawyer. I’d always thought the truth was the easiest way to respond to difficult questioning. But in this instance, the truth didn’t really help me. I clammed up.

      She gasped, genuinely surprised. ‘Ryan Goddard,’ she said, as though chiding me for failing to take the bins out. ‘You didn’t tell him there was no way I was sleeping with him?’

      I felt myself blush. I probably should have told Jacob that, sure. Except… what had I been thinking? That I was so desperate for sex, I’d be willing to turn a blind eye if Lizzie did come over and sleep with Jacob first?

      ‘I don’t know…’ I said, a little whiny. ‘I guess it was the choice between nobody getting any sex at all… or… you know... I could try to be objective about this…’

      ‘But you said you’d just talk to me about it… and, what, you wanted to leave open the possibility that I’d be willing to sleep with both of you?’

      She’d really put me on the spot. I felt so embarrassed.

      She’d cornered me to the point where it seemed to me that the only way to come out of this and save face would be to argue that it wouldn’t be that bad if Lizzie had to sleep with Jacob—so that we would be allowed to sleep with each other, too.

      Much later, of course, I’d look back on this point and think, why didn’t I just say I’d made a mistake, I’d been wrong telling Jacob to wait until I’d spoken to Lizzie to completely disregard his loopy plan? But I didn’t. Like many men, my instinct isn’t to confess that I’m wrong when I get cornered in an argument.

      I said something stupid, like, ‘It would only be sex.’

      And she gasped again. ‘You’d be open to me having sex with Jacob so that I’d get to have sex with you as well?’

      I shrugged. ‘I don’t know… maybe it wouldn’t be that big a deal.’

      She said, ‘Because you know it wouldn’t just be once, don’t you?’

      ‘What?’

      ‘If I was going to be in your support bubble, that would be it for weeks—maybe months. The government said you can’t just change who is in your support bubble. It wouldn’t just be me having sex one time with Jacob, and then I’d get to sleep with you for the next few months and he’d have nothing… I can’t see Jacob being happy with having sex only once in the next few months while you get it all the time. Can you?’

      I was a little stunned. I hadn’t thought about it like that.

      ‘So I suppose we should just let Jacob sleep with Keira, and be done with it,’ I sighed, feeling really disappointed.

      ‘That’s hardly fair,’ she said, unexpectedly stubborn on this point. ‘They could just as well let you come sleep with me.’

      ‘I can’t see Jacob just letting us have all the fun,’ I said. ‘He could probably kick me out of his flat, and then the problem would be solved as far as he’s concerned.’

      We sat for a quiet moment, and I assumed she’d agree that the best possible option was to allow Jacob to visit Keira’s flat for sex—and then at least one of us would be getting it.

      She said, ‘Even if one of us agreed to sleep with both of you, one of us women would still have to go without.’

      I jumped on that point—it was face-saving genius. ‘So it’s not necessarily us objecting to this whole thing,’ I said. ‘Because, theoretically, if you came over and slept with me and Jacob, Keira would miss out on having sex. And she wouldn’t be happy with that.’

      ‘Theoretically,’ Lizzie nodded. ‘The point is, Keira might then be the one objecting to the whole arrangement—so why should Jacob get to have her visit by default?’

      My mind was spinning in circles at this point, our arguments somewhat revolving by the moment. It felt like classic Lizzie: take something fairly straightforward, apply a little clever logic to it, and turn it into the most frightfully complex mess you can’t get your head around.

      In otherwise: lawyered, again.

      In my experience, the best bet was to try and think simply. Cut through the chaff.

      ‘So… where does that leave us?’ I asked her. ‘I mean… obviously nothing happens, right? All of us feel jaded about poorly thought-out government policy.’

      ‘What happens,’ Lizzie said, ‘Is that you get Jacob to send me Keira’s number, because I don’t have it, and I talk to her about this.’

      ‘Talk to Keira? But Jacob’s talking to Keira.’

      ‘Ryan,’ she said, suddenly seeming gravely serious like I’ve never seen her before. ‘I want to have sex. I’m done messing around with fricking webcams.’

      I was confused, yet again. She was so serious. What was she planning on saying to Keira? What kind of arrangement did she have in mind?

      Bamboozled by her spinning arguments and uncertain what her ultimate solution was to getting tired of masturbation dressed up as real sex, I just said, ‘I’ll get you Keira’s number.’

      ‘Thanks.’

      And that was the end of that particular FaceTime call.
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      I waited a moment before I even moved, before I even closed the lid on my laptop. Trying to make head or tails out of what Lizzie had said.

      She wanted sex. She wanted to talk to Keira.

      I couldn’t work out what Lizzie was planning. My gut feeling was… well, I didn’t quite believe what my gut feeling was, to be honest. The insistent tone in Lizzie’s voice about having sex… her point that whatever happened, there would always be at least one person who did not get sex, either her or Keira, actually made me suspect that she was going to check with Keira if it was okay for her to visit and sleep with Jacob as well as me.

      Surely not!

      It was the most shocking thing I’d ever heard, or at least, the most shocking thing that had ever involved me. Would Lizzie really volunteer for Jacob’s crazy plan?

      Jesus.

      I couldn’t breathe. My girlfriend was going to come over here and sleep with my roommate, so that she’d get permission to sleep with me, too. Lizzie fucking Jacob.

      It’s only sex. That’s what I’d told her.

      But it was Jacob. It was Lizzie. It was Jacob having sex with Lizzie.

      My Lizzie.

      I sat there in silence for a moment, thinking about how I would feel if I knew Lizzie were here in the flat, but shut in Jacob’s room with him, having sex. How would I feel if she came into my room afterward, after having sex with Jacob? She might have gone for a shower straight after, but even then… she’d be all red-faced from the effort of having sex with someone else. Maybe Jacob would have made her come. Maybe even more than once. She’d be all satisfied, and maybe not even in the mood to have sex with me.

      Dirty.

      Used.

      Fucked.

      Presumably they would have used condoms.

      How would I feel about my girlfriend coming into my room after having sex with another guy?

      I felt a tingle between my legs. A warm pressure. Tight pants, particularly around the crotch area. Wow—my cock was rock hard. For God’s sake, what was that about? It normally took Lizzie a few minutes of stroking me, perhaps even a short blowjob to get me this hard. But right now, a few moments of just thinking about Lizzie sleeping with Jacob had me stiff as a rock.

      Jesus.

      What on Earth?

      I assumed it was just the prospect of Lizzie coming over here for actual sex that got me going. That I would get to properly fuck her. I wanted to believe that my body was overlooking the fact that it would require her to sleep with Jacob as well.

      But if I was honest with myself, wasn’t I sporting a raging hard-on because there was a possibility that Lizzie would have to sleep with Jacob, too? What was that about?

      I was confused. My body was confused. Confused by the prospect of sex.

      What if Jacob did have sex with Lizzie? Would it horrify me? Would it stop me from wanting Lizzie myself? Would it infuriate me with crazy jealousy?

      And yet, all I could think of was how much I wanted Lizzie, right now. How wild it would be if she slept with Jacob as well.

      Wild?

      If she came in here, fresh from having sex with Jacob, I wouldn’t be angry with her. I felt certain of that. It was just sex. I’d want to kiss her. Touch her. Breathe her in. Taste her. Jesus. My hard cock was throbbing, now. If Lizzie came in here, and she’d just had sex with Jacob, the first thing I’d want to do was fall to my knees and go down on her.

      Worship her.

      Wow.

      I’d never felt this strongly about Lizzie before. Dating had been fun, so far, sure. But it hadn’t been knock-out hot. She was nice, I liked her, we shared a lot in common, but the sex had never been anything like what I’d had with Millie Lloyd. It hadn’t been with anyone, though. I’d consoled myself that at least I’d got to experience sex with Millie Lloyd. And since no woman would ever quite compare to her, I’d have to be happy with a girlfriend I liked, a girlfriend I found attractive, a girlfriend offering good sex, even if she couldn’t offer great sex.

      But all of a sudden, it felt like I wanted Lizzie as badly as I’d ever wanted Millie Lloyd.

      Was the lockdown making me crazy? Turning me into a horn dog? Was it messing up my head so that I actually wanted my girlfriend to sleep with my roommate?

      Maybe it was, but I couldn’t deny the strange feeling that I wanted Lizzie to come here and sleep with both Jacob and me. It would be so weird. So out of character for her.

      So fascinating.

      So what if Jacob didn’t end up rating Lizzie as highly as Keira, or any of the other women he’d dated? So what if he only slept with Lizzie once, and then that was it?

      Somehow, it was the fact that Lizzie was open to the idea of sleeping with Jacob as well as me that got me so hard. The thought that she would be willing to do it.
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      I wandered back out into the living room, and Jacob was still slouched on the sofa, watching Netflix. He glanced up at me, nodded a quick ‘hey’, but that was it. Like, he really wasn’t expecting anything from my conversation with Lizzie.

      I assumed he thought she’d have instantly shot it down.

      I went over to sit on the other end of the couch and gazed at the TV. He was watching The Umbrella Academy.

      ‘Lizzie asked if you could send her Keira’s number,’ I said, trying to sound casual.

      ‘She wants to talk to Keira?’ he said, and I enjoyed the surprise in his tone.

      I said, ‘Yeah.’

      ‘About what?’

      ‘About… you know… your suggestion.’

      There was a moment or two’s silence, where it seemed to take time for what I’d said to really sink in for Jacob.

      Then he said, ‘Why would she want to talk to Keira about it?’

      I shrugged. I didn’t know. I didn’t really want to open up to him about my analysis of the situation, thinking that he’d just end up laughing at me.

      But he asked me, ‘You don’t really think… she might do it?’

      I was surprised—there was a measure of hope in his question.

      It made me quietly excited to think he really did want to sleep with my girlfriend.

      I shrugged again, trying to seem calm, even though my heart was thumping at two hundred beats per minute. Because Jacob’s theory only confirmed my own analysis—that Lizzie was, indeed, at the very least considering being the one to visit us and sleep with us both.

      ‘She didn’t really tell me what she wanted,’ I said.

      ‘Why would she want to call Keira?’ There was fire in his eyes.

      I actually liked that.

      The fact that Jacob, of all people, might want to sleep with my girlfriend. That felt very validating. That felt very much like the nerd being told he’s ‘cool’ by the school jock. Wow.

      ‘If she was okay about Keira coming over here and… you know… sleeping with us… she wouldn’t need to talk to Keira, would she?’ he reasoned, perfectly rationally. ‘She wouldn’t need to talk to her to give her permission to see you.’

      I was a little surprised at how open Jacob was about the possibility of his girlfriend sleeping with me. But, somehow, it only made me feel further validated—validated about not being weird to feel okay about the prospect of my girlfriend sleeping with him.

      It was only sex.

      ‘What’s her number?’ he asked me. I looked surprised at his question—he was supposed to give me Keira’s number, so I could text it to Lizzie. But I figured, what would be the difference? Jacob could text the number straight to Lizzie. I gave it to him. He made a big show of typing Keira’s number into a text message, and then tapping in Lizzie’s number to receive it. He said, ‘there,’ once it was sent, like he’d just won some great military victory.

      A moment later, there was a beep-beep from Jacob’s phone.

      ‘She said, ‘thanks’,’ he reported to me. ‘And she put a smiley face on.’

      He looked at me like he’d uncovered a great conspiracy. I’ll admit, it was strangely exciting, though I didn’t entirely understand why.

      We sat in silence again, watching The Umbrella Academy. I never liked it, even though it was supposedly popular. My focus zoned out of it. I was thinking that maybe Jacob’s assumption about how Lizzie would react to his proposal was that she would torpedo it to the point that none of us four would get to have sex. That she wouldn’t countenance me sleeping with Keira, and there was no way she would sleep with him, and it would be way unfair if Jacob just got to see Keira and she couldn’t see me. Perhaps he was just excited that he would get to have real sex at all, not necessarily that it might end up being with Lizzie.

      I don’t know. I just sat there on the couch trying to hide my hard-on, and I told myself that I was aroused mainly because of the thought that I would get to sleep with Lizzie, never mind anything else.
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      Eventually, I managed to chill out and stop thinking about it. Jacob seemed to be perfectly relaxed, watching TV, as though he’d stopped thinking about it all. Midnight came around, and I headed off to bed, and I had actually forgotten about it.

      Only when I was ready for bed, and Lizzie called, did I remember the whole thing about the arrangement and Lizzie’s plan to talk to Keira about it.

      Suddenly, my phone was buzzing and Lizzie’s name was on its screen, and I was getting nervous. Had she been pranking me about the whole thing? Pretending she was going to talk to Keira about maybe deciding which one of them would actually visit us and sleep with us both?

      But Lizzie wasn’t the type to prank anyone.

      ‘Hey,’ I said, trying to sound entirely relaxed as I answered the phone.

      ‘Okay, so I talked to Keira,’ Lizzie said, without even pausing to offer a greeting.

      Now my heart was pumping.

      ‘What did she say?’ I asked, although I kind of wanted to know what Lizzie had said to Keira, as well. Was Lizzie actually considering the possibility of being the one to visit us? To sleep with Jacob, as well as with me?

      As gorgeous—and as out-of-my-league—as Keira was, the strangest thing was that what I was most hoping for at this point was that Lizzie would be the one to visit us.

      I wanted Lizzie to be ravaged by another man.

      I wanted to sleep with her knowing that she’d been with someone else.

      ‘We had an interesting chat,’ Lizzie said, teasing me.

      ‘And?’

      ‘And she seemed pretty chilled out about it.’

      I sighed, silently, trying to contain my frustration. ‘About what? What does she think should happen?’

      ‘Well,’ Lizzie said, dragging out her answer, ‘Keira agrees with me that whatever happens, the best we can achieve is three out of the four of us getting to have sex. And whatever happens, it could only be Keira or me in that equation, not both of us.’

      ‘Oh… right,’ I said, confused, but in agreement. ‘So what does that mean?’

      ‘Well,’ Lizzie said, ‘I told her I wasn’t really comfortable with you sleeping with her. And I’d assumed she was going to be the same about me sleeping with Jacob…’

      ‘Right,’ I said, trying to sound neutral, not disappointed.

      ‘But she seems fine with it.’

      That stunned me for a moment or two. I choked on my own saliva, fell into a coughing fit.

      ‘You okay?’ Lizzie was very concerned.

      ‘Uh… yeah… sorry… what were you saying?’ I said, hoping she wasn’t going to start thinking I might have the coronavirus.

      ‘So it turns out Keira and Jacob have a fairly relaxed deal going on…’

      ‘Relaxed deal?’

      ‘Yeah… sometimes she dates other guys. Sometimes Jacob fools around with other women… they’re fairly chilled about it.’

      I was surprised about how chilled Lizzie sounded, talking about Jacob and Keira effectively having an open relationship. Was she not shocked, was she not judgmental about it? She seemed like she ought to be.

      ‘So what does that mean?’ I asked her, hoping that I wasn’t sounding like a moron.

      ‘It means,’ Lizzie said, suddenly looking at me with alluring, bedroom eyes, ‘I think I can come over and visit you—and we can sleep together.’

      She was burying the lead, of course, but my manhood was intelligent enough to figure it out—I was suddenly harder than I’d ever been. Lizzie was talking about coming over and sleeping with both Jacob and I.

      ‘You’d be sleeping with Jacob as well?’ I asked her.

      ‘Well… that would be the deal, right? The deal so that I can see you. So that we can be together.’

      ‘You’d just… sleep with him?’ I was stunned.

      She automatically took it to mean I was outraged by the idea. ‘Well, you were the one who shared the whole idea with me in the first place,’ she said, defensive.

      ‘Oh, I know, I know—I’m not saying I’m against it,’ I said, too worried about preventing her anger to really realize that I was completely revealing my hand—exposing how I felt about all this.

      ‘You’re not?’ she said, genuinely surprised.

      Now I was the one to be defensive—worried that she would think me a freak for being in favor of sharing my girlfriend. I said, ‘If it’s the only way I get to see you, the only way we can be together…’

      ‘I think it probably is,’ she said. Now I got the sense that she was trying to hide her excitement. She was thrilled at the idea that she might get to sleep with two men, but she didn’t want to offend me by making me think she was keen on cheating on me.

      ‘And, you know, it’s not as though you’re in love with Jacob or anything…’ I argued.

      ‘No, I’m definitely not,’ she agreed.

      ‘It would probably be over quite quickly, then you’d get to be with me…’

      ‘Maybe you could even go for a walk in the park, or something,’ she suggested, ‘and… you know… when you got back, it would all be over, and we could forget about it…’

      ‘Yeah,’ I agreed readily, although I was quietly remembering her warning from before:

      ‘It wouldn’t just be me having sex one time with Jacob, and then I’d get to sleep with you for the next few months and he’d have nothing… I can’t see Jacob being happy with having sex only once in the next few months while you get it all the time.’

      No, it wouldn’t be a one-time deal I could miss by a quick stroll in the park. This was something that would happen over and over again. Or else Jacob wouldn’t allow Lizzie to come over and visit me at all.

      But now I looked at Lizzie, and Lizzie looked at me, and though we couldn’t exactly admit it to each other, I’m pretty sure we were both excited about the prospect of her cheating on me with Jacob.

      Was it even technically cheating?

      I just shrugged and said, ‘It’s only sex,’ trying to be all blasé and mature about it.

      And she just nodded, casually, and said, ‘It is, isn’t it?’ Like it wasn’t a big deal at all.

      We sat in silence for a moment as the enormity of it all sank in, and I don’t think either of us really knew what to say to each other.

      ‘Well, it’s getting late,’ Lizzie said at last.

      ‘It is, isn’t it?’ I said, and realized that she might think I was trying to mimic what she’d just said before.

      ‘So… I guess you’ll talk to Jacob… and we’ll figure out… you know…’

      ‘Yeah,’ I agreed, awkwardly. ‘We’ll figure it out.’

      ‘Great. Good night.’

      ‘Good night.’

      And we ended our call there. I just sat for a few moments, my heart threatening to burst out of my chest, it was beating so hard. My girlfriend was going to sleep with another guy. Lizzie was going to come over and fuck Jacob before going to bed with me.

      I couldn’t believe it.

      I was so unbelievably turned on.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

        

      

    

    
      I was in something of a daze as I headed back out to the living room. Jacob was still there, lounging on the sofa, watching Netflix. He looked entirely relaxed, like there was nothing major going on. I suppose he’d had enough girlfriends, enough sexual partners in his time that the prospect of sleeping with Lizzie wasn’t particularly significant. Was that what he thought was going to happen? Perhaps he couldn’t believe that I would ever let him, that Lizzie would ever be willing to come over here and actually do it. That made sense.

      ‘How’s it going?’ he asked me as I went to sit down.

      ‘Good,’ I said. ‘I think.’

      ‘You think?’ he smiled.

      I shrugged. ‘Lizzie says she talked to Keira.’

      ‘Okay…’

      ‘And Keira’s okay with the whole… you know… if Lizzie wanted to be the one to come visit us…’

      Jacob looked at me and his jaw dropped. I guess he really had assumed my modest, unassuming girlfriend would scoff at the idea of sleeping with both of us because of the government’s restrictive lockdown rules.

      ‘So she’s…?’ he prompted me.

      I shrugged again, as though trying to play down the weirdness of it all. ‘I guess she’s going to come visit us…’

      Jacob let out an unexpected chuckle, with almost a kind of victorious tone to it. Then he seemed to check himself, recognizing that I might be feeling confused about this whole thing.

      ‘And you’re… okay with it…?’ he asked me, cautiously, his tone still full of disbelief that this would ever happen.

      I looked at him and took a deep breath. Well, if this was going to happen, I figured I should probably embrace it. I said, ‘Do you think it’s weird… that I’m okay with it?’

      He paused, as though he was thinking about it, though I didn’t get the impression he really was. Then he said, ‘I don’t think it’s weird. You… you know… you haven’t had sex for ages. I haven’t had sex for ages. We’ve been cooped up in this damn flat for months…’

      ‘But it’s not…’ I sighed. ‘I don’t know… It’s weird… but…’

      I felt shame about my desire for Lizzie to sleep with him, and I couldn’t bring myself to vocalize the thought.

      I braced myself for some kind of sharp judgement from him, since it was a little obvious what I was saying. I guess I had fears he would come at me like some kind of school bully, laughing at me, calling me a freak, saying I was some kind of pervert.

      But he didn’t.

      He said, quite casually and relaxed, like it wasn’t a big deal at all, ‘You just see her as more of a sexual being now, because she’s going to sleep with me, too.’

      I was surprised. I was touched by his tone, by his understanding.

      I was turned on by his confirmation that he would be sleeping with my girlfriend.

      He said, ‘You’ve been going out with her long enough… that you stopped thinking about her as just someone to have sex with.’

      I grinned. ‘I’m not sure I ever thought of her as just that.’

      He laughed. ‘Well, okay. But… you know Keira and me… I mean, we’re not always together…’

      ‘Well, no one is,’ I pointed out.

      He shook his head, ‘Even before lockdown… sometimes we see different people, too. It’s not a big deal. I never dated anyone as long as I’ve been with Keira… and I always thought… you know, it was because she’s okay about me occasionally seeing someone else. I’ve never been with anyone as chilled out as she is about that kind of deal…’

      ‘You’re pretty lucky.’

      He smiled. ‘But sometimes… when we’ve been apart… and I know she’s been with some other guy… it definitely makes me want her more. I guess it just shakes things up, right?’

      ‘Yeah… I guess maybe that’s it,’ I said, not entirely feeling that he’d nailed the exact reasons why I was turned on by the thought of Lizzie cheating on me, but feeling entirely relaxed that there was absolutely no judgement going on here.

      I was actually surprised by how mature Jacob suddenly seemed. Were we getting old?
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        * * *

      

      And then it was the morning, and somehow I’d slept a few hours, even with the crazy thoughts whirling around my head. And we had breakfast, and I received a text message from Lizzie asking what time I thought she should come round to visit.

      I texted her back saying any time. Now, if she liked.

      My heart was thumping hard.
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      She arrived after lunch, looking good and fairly relaxed; casual in a simple, mauve, long-sleeved top and blue jeans. She was wearing a little makeup—Lizzie had never been one for much—and as I greeted her with a brief kiss on the lips, while holding the door open for her, I breathed in a chestful of her usual floral scent, Chanel No.5.

      ‘Hey, I missed you.’

      ‘I missed you, too.’

      I was trembling a little as I stepped back in the hallway to let her inside. Excitement, fear, disbelief all jostled for space inside my somewhat addled brain.

      Jacob was leaning up against the doorway to his room, wearing a simple t-shirt and salmon-colored shorts—again, very casual, very relaxed. I guess we all were, trying to play down the reason for her visit by not dressing very showy, not trying to appear particularly glam. I could smell Jacob’s cologne, but I hadn’t put on mine.

      ‘Hey,’ Jacob said to her, friendly, trying to be fairly nonchalant.

      ‘Hey,’ Lizzie replied, and seemed unable to resist a slight smile. I noticed a little glint in her eyes, even through her glasses, which seemed to acknowledge her hidden excitement at the prospect of sleeping with Jacob.

      I felt my stomach churn. Was I jealous?

      And yet my heart was racing with excitement, my veins tingled with adrenalin, my manhood sat thick in my jeans. It was thrilling to have Lizzie there in person, thrilling like I’d never known it with her, even when we started dating.

      Were we really going to do this?

      ‘I feel like a social worker,’ Lizzie joked, as she stepped past me, and wandered through into the living room.

      I glanced at Jacob, and he gave me a little smile, which seemed unexpectedly warm and reassuring. His gray eyes told me, don’t sweat it, everything’s fine. It’s no big deal, really.

      I nodded and followed them both into the living room.

      ‘So how do you guys… want to do this?’ Lizzie said, drifting to the window as though she suddenly needed to check out the view over the street.

      ‘I don’t know…’ I glanced at Jacob again, but he seemed too busy checking out Lizzie’s ass to notice my questioning look.

      ‘Who’s… first?’ Lizzie said, an odd little lilt in her voice that hinted at her hidden excitement. She turned around to look us over, leaning back to perch against the windowsill, a position that seemed to emphasize her cleavage, which suddenly made her seem so incredibly alluring, even though her top was hardly very revealing or tight.

      Jacob looked to me, and politely made it clear that it was my choice. I appreciated his courtesy.

      ‘Uh… he is, I guess,’ I said, feeling my hard cock throb between my legs at the sense that I was giving my girlfriend to Jacob.

      Lizzie gazed at me and offered a little smile and a gentle nod, as though mulling over my decision briefly, perhaps a little surprised at my choice.

      ‘Okay…’ she said, glancing at Jacob as her cheeks flushed gentle pink, before her eyes returned to me, her expression serious. ‘So… how do you want to do this?’ she asked softly.

      I felt suddenly a little lost, and afraid, giddy as though I’d sleepwalked out onto a dangerous ledge and suddenly awoken to find myself staring down into an abyss.

      I hadn’t thought any of this through. I felt woefully underprepared. How did I want to do this?

      ‘Do you want… to go out for a while…?’ Lizzie prompted me, and I felt gently grateful for her suggestion. ‘I mean… you could go for a walk in the park… or something…?’

      I was so hard. It felt really awkward in there, and yet somehow that awkwardness only fueled my quiet excitement. This was so strange, but so incredibly hot.

      My girlfriend was going to sleep with another man. Right here in our apartment.

      ‘I… guess I should head out to the park,’ I agreed, trying to act calm, collected. An idea popped into my head, and I said, ‘I could… go for a run, I guess.’

      Lizzie nodded. ‘Uh-huh.’

      She turned to Jacob, and I saw a look pass between them that made my insides palpitate. It was a look between two people who knew they were about to have sex.

      Jacob said, ‘Sounds good,’ as though I’d just suggested we dial out for pizza for supper. I knew he was just trying to keep things relaxed, to make all of this sound like no big deal.

      And then there was a moment where my mind was reeling, as though I’d had too much to drink—because it had been decided. I was going to go out, and Lizzie was going to have sex with Jacob.

      I hesitated, at least long enough to feel a touch foolish. Then I said, ‘Uh… I’ll just… I’ll need to change…’

      ‘That’s okay,’ Lizzie agreed, remaining where she was by the window as though to indicate that there was really no rush at all.

      I glanced at them both, took a deep breath, and then nodded, as though giving my final approval to the whole deal. Then I slipped out to my little room, feeling so strange, my world buzzing and vibrating around me as though all the walls and the floor and the ceiling were ablaze.

      I pulled off my shirt and my jeans, I found a pair of running shorts and a t-shirt. I considered how my substantial erection looked in my running shorts, and changed into a looser, black pair that would conceal the bulge.

      Then I was sitting on the edge of my bed, pulling on a pair of old Reeboks, already thinking that Lizzie was now with Jacob. I was leaving her alone with him.

      Alone to fuck him.

      When I was ready, I came out of my room only to hear Lizzie laughing at something Jacob had said. God. It already felt as though the two of them had formed a connection. A bond. The bond between two lovers. The two of them were in the kitchen, making tea.

      I paused in the doorway, and they didn’t know I was there.

      I watched Jacob move from the other side of the kitchen to stand right next to Lizzie so that he could reach the sugar for her from the top of the cupboard.

      I saw her quite obviously react to his sudden proximity, closing her eyes for a moment as she breathed in his cologne, before opening them again to gaze up at him with clear lust in her eyes.

      Wow.

      I was so turned on—and yet so nervous.

      Yes, I was afraid. Afraid that she would like Jacob more than me—that she’d want to be with him, and not me, that I would be rejected.

      I saw Jacob hand the sugar to Lizzie, and he was gazing down at her in an odd way—a way that guys shouldn’t do to other people’s girlfriends. He was staring down at her, and she’d adjusted her top so that he could get a glimpse of cleavage from that angle—she was already positioning herself for seduction, even if she wasn’t all that experienced in it.

      It didn’t take much to get us men going, though, when we’d been isolated for nine weeks.

      I stood there, rooted to the spot, unable to move, unable to open my mouth to make a sound, as Lizzie looked up at him, and Jacob looked down at her, their faces just an inch or two apart, both of them adorned with that serious expression that said they were going to kiss, and both of them knew it.

      I caught my breath.

      Jacob leaned in slightly, just a tiny move, but enough to touch his nose gently against her forehead as he gazed into her eyes. Lizzie glanced down, demurely, trying to contain her lust, but clearly wanting him badly. She lifted her head slightly, a subtle but obvious signal of consent, and then Jacob brought his hand up to gently hold the back of her head as his lips closed in on hers.

      I stifled a gasp as I watched them kiss, both of them screwing their eyes tightly shut, tilting their heads and interlocking their lips as they pressed their mouths together.

      Jesus.

      My heart was hammering, fit to burst.

      What were they doing? Lizzie was kissing Jacob. She wanted him. She was going to fuck him.

      I felt like all the oxygen had been sucked out of the room.

      When their kiss was finally over, they pulled apart, looking a touch breathless, startled at the power of that kiss, smiling flirtatiously at each other, as new lovers would.

      Oh God.

      It was shocking. And yet I was so hard, I was so aroused, turned on like never before. And seeing her kiss him made me want Lizzie like I’d never wanted anyone before. More, even, than Milly Fucking Lloyd.

      As Lizzie detangled herself from Jacob’s clutches, I cleared my throat a touch awkwardly. The two of them turned to find me there in the doorway, ready to head out for my run. I saw the question in their eyes: did I just see that, or had they been lucky? I saw them glance briefly at each other, blushing faintly at  the strong possibility that I’d caught them red-handed, and then they were looking back at me, trying to seem as though nothing was going on between them at all—that Jacob had simply been handing the sugar to Lizzie.

      ‘I’ll… uh… head out, then,’ I said, a frog in my throat.

      ‘Great,’ Jacob said, offing me a somewhat sheepish smile.

      ‘Okay,’ Lizzie nodded, trying to act all innocent even while her blush deepened.

      I nodded, and breathed, and after taking in the sight of them one more time, I turned to walk away.

      As I was opening the front door, I heard Lizzie say, ‘Hey…’

      I looked back, and she was standing in the kitchen doorway, concern on her face. ‘You’re… sure about this?’ she asked.

      I felt reassurance from her concern.

      I smiled, trying to act like none of this was a big deal, even if it seemed like the biggest deal ever. ‘I’m sure,’ I said, and took a step out of the front door.

      ‘You want me to… text you…?’ she said behind me, then when I turned for one last look at her, she added, ‘…you know… when it’s safe… to come back…’

      I took in the sight of her. She’d never seemed more attractive, even though she hadn’t put on any special clothes, she hadn’t done anything much to glam up for the occasion.

      ‘Sure,’ I said calmly, ‘that would be great.’

      I blew her a kiss, and she smiled warmly.

      Then just as I was closing the door between us, I saw Jacob step behind her, and the last glimpse I got was of two people who looked very much like a couple.
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      God. Was Lizzie really doing it?

      It seemed totally insane. My girlfriend was fucking my roommate, right at that moment. And when all was said and done, and the idea had settled, I had wanted her to do it.

      I had a massive hard-on as I ran around our nearest park—Hanover Square—which was probably a first for me. I could not stop thinking about what Lizzie and Jacob must be up to. Was there a possibility that she wouldn’t go ‘all the way’ with him, since it would be their first time together?

      It had seemed awfully quick between the moment Jacob had first suggested the whole idea, and when Lizzie had arrived in our flat. Maybe she would say she wasn’t ready for full sex with him, not until she’d had a chance to get her head around it all.

      But as I ran, the memory of watching them kiss in our kitchen seemed to dispel any possibility that Lizzie would refrain from full sex.

      I remembered that both Lizzie and Jacob were desperate for it.

      The whole point of her visit was to have sex.

      There was no chance she wasn’t already naked in his bed, either sucking his cock, or bouncing on it.

      God, I felt so conflicted. I was so turned on, the adrenalin raging around my blood vessels took away any pain from my run. I felt so alive! And yet at the same time there was this constant, underlying unease—with a faint edge of nausea—and the perpetual worry that I’d done the wrong thing, that I’d undermined my own status as Lizzie’s boyfriend for the promise of some quick, easy sex.

      Had I risked my whole relationship with Lizzie?

      Jesus, I’d been so hasty, so reckless. I’d taken her for granted because I’d no longer felt the urgency, the lust of a new relationship. And ironically, now that she was with Jacob, I did feel the urgency and lust—perhaps not of a new relationship, but certainly of a rekindled one.

      My desire for her had been re-ignited by the thought of someone else having her.

      I ran ten times around the park—it wasn’t the biggest of parks, but it was set on a slope, so it gave me a decent enough workout. I probably looked at my watch twice a minute, but I wasn’t interested at all in what kind of times I was setting in running around the park. My every thought was about what Jacob was doing with Lizzie, my imagination taking forward the intimacy I’d seen develop between them in that kiss—to picture their hands roaming all over each other, pulling off each other’s clothes while they continued making out, stumbling into Jacob’s bedroom before Lizzie dropped to her knees, pulling out Jacob’s mighty cock and then stretching her lips around it.

      Would there be much foreplay? I thought, perhaps, there wouldn’t be, since they were both so desperate to scratch that itch that had built up over the past nine weeks. Lizzie desperate for a real man to slide his hard cock deep inside her, Jacob desperate to plunge his manhood within a real woman’s sex.

      Was I hoping there wouldn’t be much foreplay? That it would all be over quickly, so I could get back there and take Lizzie myself? Did I want Lizzie to come away from it feeling unsatisfied, having failed to come, so that she would jump my bones the moment I returned to the flat?

      Strangely, as I considered what I most wanted, in an ideal world, it seemed that I actually wanted Lizzie to have a good time with Jacob. I wanted her to have incredible sex, I wanted her to be really dirty with him.

      It just seemed hotter that way.

      I wanted her to enjoy her experience—I wanted her to want to fuck Jacob again, and again, and again.

      I wanted my Lizzie to have the time of her life, and then give herself back to me. I’m not sure why I felt so unthreatened by the prospect that Jacob would be much better than me in bed, that she would prefer her time with him than her time with me. It seemed to go against all good sense.

      But I couldn’t deny it: I was turned on by the thought of her having sex with another man, and the better the sex, the more the thought of it turned me on.

      I ran another two times around the park, examining my feelings and my motivations all the way. Why did I want Lizzie to sleep with Jacob? The closest I could come to a theory was that I subconsciously hoped that sleeping with Jacob would, somehow, build Lizzie’s confidence and even her skills, and perhaps he would even motivate her to shrug off her rather sober, plain sense of style and become more of the type of woman Jacob normally dated—glamorous, bold, sexy.

      And yet I thought about the likelihood that she would stick to her usual sense of librarian-chic fashion and her generally shy, conservative attitude, and it didn’t seem to matter to me—the fact that she’d slept with another man just stoked my desire for her like crazy.

      After 12 times around the park, I stopped, feeling my legs turning a little wobbly—it wasn’t a huge park, but I wasn’t exactly an athlete. I collapsed on the grass by the little astroturf five-aside football pitch in the middle of the park, a little concerned that I might have burned myself out, that when Lizzie finally did text me to call me back, I’d have nothing left in the tank with which to sleep with her myself.

      I lay there a while, gazing up into the wide, blue sky, getting my breath back, and I felt fine.

      But what the hell was Lizzie up to? I mean, I realized I wasn’t exactly a porn star myself, but how long were the two of them going to spend having sex before it was my turn? It seemed like hours since I’d left them to it. Only half an hour, according to my watch, but it still felt like hours.

      Half an hour.

      She must have fucked him by now. At the very least, he’s put his dick in her mouth.

      No, he must have fucked her by now, I was thinking. It took them no time at all to start making out, there was no way they were going to slow down as soon as I left the flat, no way either of them would bring things to a halt so they could have a little chat, to get to know each other.

      And anyway, they don’t really need to get to know each other. They know each other well enough to get straight on with the fucking.

      I quivered with nervous energy, and yet my loins were throbbing with arousal. I sat on the grass, legs outstretched, and a female runner went by and gave me a funny look. It took me a moment to realize she must have noticed the bulge in my crotch.

      Well, she shouldn’t have been looking at my crotch, I thought, with a smile.

      After that, I was getting increasingly restless.

      Come on. What are you guys doing?

      I mean, sure, I did want Lizzie to have an amazing time with Jacob, but the longer I waited for that text message telling me to return, the longer I had to get used to the idea that my girlfriend was having sex with someone else, and the less shocking it seemed—and that had the effect of calming me down, dissipating the adrenaline and cooling my arousal.

      And that only opened the door to fear and paranoia.

      God, was I an idiot for letting all this happen?

      I started coming up with conspiracy theories. What if Lizzie and Jacob had been fooling around behind my back, and now they had conspired to engineer this new arrangement in which they could cheat on me completely openly, even persuading me to vacate the apartment so they could fuck in privacy? They might have gotten bored during the lockdown and started some kind of virtual relationship, stripping off for each other online while they waited for the chance to get together in real life. Or maybe they’d even been cheating on me before lockdown, actually fucking behind my back, before the lockdown had brought their whole affair to a screeching halt?

      I had to talk myself down from the ledge.

      I told myself that Lizzie wasn’t even Jacob’s type, not only was she nothing like the women he’d always dated, she wasn’t even the kind of woman he would have noticed in everyday life. He wasn’t a bad guy, I just don’t think, when we were on a night out, his attention was ever drawn by someone a little more curvy, like Lizzie.

      I told myself that even if Lizzie had gotten bored enough to respond to Jacob reaching out on Facebook, or wherever, that she wasn’t the type to have turned communications between them into something sexual. She just wasn’t comfortable doing that.

      I told myself that if Lizzie and Jacob had been having an affair, why bother talking about a plan in which either Keira or Lizzie could have ended up visiting us, with the intention of sleeping with us both? Why hadn’t Jacob simply offered me the chance to invite Lizzie over, and then when she visited to see me, he could find a quiet moment, some time, to sleep with her himself?

      Perhaps they might have thought I would be able to tell if they were sleeping with each other behind my back? Perhaps they thought I was so soft that if they suggested that allowing Lizzie to come over and fuck us both would be the only way I’d get any real sex in this semi-lockdown situation, I would go for it straight away—and they would have plenty of time, and privacy, to continue their affair under the guise of my consent?

      The thought that Lizzie would ever deceive me like that—and even Jacob, too—felt like a dagger being pushed through my ribs and up into my heart.

      Surely, she wouldn’t do that to me?

      I’d never done anything to deserve something like that.

      If Lizzie had been itching to get with another man so much, why didn’t she just find someone else on Tinder, or wherever? She could have found some other guy to be in her ‘support bubble’, and not have to worry about continuing an affair with a boyfriend still in the picture.

      After a while thinking it out, the fears did calm down. Logic seemed to point toward both Lizzie and Jacob being on the level, and to the arrangement we three had all agreed being legit.

      I noticed the same female runner, who had noticed my erection through my shorts earlier, had come around the park again, apparently not scared off by what she’d seen. In fact, as I tried to make it seem like I hadn’t noticed her, and certainly wasn’t watching her now as she approached me again, I saw that she was subtly trying to get another look at me, another look at what I was stowing between my legs.

      She was attractive—very pretty, actually, with fiery ginger hair tied back in a tight ponytail and lots of freckles—and it actually made me feel good about myself that someone like her would want to grab another eyeful of my hard-on. But then, maybe her standards had fallen, seeing as how restricted life was under the lockdown. Maybe she would have shown interest in any guy accidentally sporting an erection in the middle of the park—in a similar way to how Jacob had jumped at the chance to sleep with Lizzie, even though she wasn’t his type.

      Anyway. Unfortunately for the redhead, my erection had somewhat dissipated by now, as my wait for a return home was prolonged. I was amused that she was now, apparently, trying to get another look, though. And I was amused at how disappointed she seemed when she couldn’t really detect anything much between my thighs this time.

      Well, she’d proven a welcome distraction, whoever she was, even if for just a moment or two. I guessed she was living on her own, or if not alone, then at least separated from any kind of sexual partner.

      I watched her run on, admiring her petite figure in a pair of tight blue leggings and a neon pink tank top.

      I even felt an ounce of guilt, in checking her out—but that only made me laugh out loud, considering the fact that right now, my ‘faithful’ girlfriend was currently in the middle of having sex with another man.

      Not long after that, I nearly jumped out of my skin as my phone bleeped, announcing the arrival of a text message from none other than Lizzie.

      Lizzie: Hey sweetie, are you okay?

      I felt my heart rate accelerating rapidly, and even in the sunlight, I suddenly felt cold and clammy—excited, but nervous. And yet, after giving it a moment for her message to sink in, I felt confused—she wasn’t asking me to come back. She was asking if I was ‘okay’. As touched as I was by her concern, my first thought was that this was Lizzie seeking a final go ahead, a last minute approval for her to actually have sex with Jacob. She was going to quietly ask if I was freaking out about it all, and then double check I was really okay with all this.

      Only then would she sleep with him.

      God, but it had been ages. Had they only just gotten to the point where they might go all the way?

      I felt strangely disappointed. Had they only been talking all this time? Or making out, like reluctant teenagers? I hoped at least that they’d been exploring foreplay options—I wouldn’t say I’d ever been great at foreplay, but I thought, maybe, that Jacob would be. That something must have happened in all this time.

      I replied to her:

      Ryan: Yeah, I’m absolutely fine—you been having a good time with Jacob?

      It was an attempt to reassure her, perhaps encourage her if needed, and see if I could garner any kind of testimony about what they had been up to so far.

      There was a long pause before the little dots on my text messaging app told me that Lizzie was tapping out a reply to my question. I wondered if she was working up the nerve to ask me for that final position—was I really okay with her fucking Jacob? I found myself really hoping she’d at least tell me something about what they’d been doing with each other.

      My guess was that suggesting I go to the park while they had sex was as much about letting me escape having to hear my girlfriend fucking someone else as to give them privacy for the actual act. My feeling was that, for most other guys in this position, forced to allow the girlfriend to fuck another guy, they would prefer to get away from it, perhaps even try to block it out and imagine that it hadn’t happened at all. But, actually, I wanted to know as much detail as possible about what they were doing—it was all bound up in the fact that it turned me on to think about Lizzie sleeping with someone else.

      As I waited for her reply, I even found myself regretting coming out here to the park at all. I could have pretended to leave the flat, before hiding in my room.

      I could be there right now, hearing them as Jacob fucked my girlfriend.

      Perhaps Lizzie was surprised that I was apparently asking about her being with Jacob, in a way that a ‘normal’ guy would prefer to be turning a blind eye to it.

      Then I saw that she was typing again, and I waited on tenterhooks for her reply to come through.

      Lizzie: Yeah, it was nice.

      ’Nice’. That was how you described a half-decent ice cream, or a passable romantic comedy, or a piece of abstract art that your partner liked, but which you didn’t entirely understand. That wasn’t how you described sex with your boyfriend’s roommate when your boyfriend asked.

      I felt unexpectedly deflated. Had it gone badly with Jacob? Had it proven that Lizzie wasn’t Jacob’s type after all? Had he rejected her? Or, perhaps, she had rejected him—had he been too adventurous with the sex, or too much of an alpha type, or he’d pushed her too far with suggestions that were beyond what she was able to accept?

      After all, Lizzie was hardly the kinky type. But I thought Jacob could be.

      But then, before I could even marshal my thoughts into any kind of reply to her, she tapped out another quick message to me:

      Lizzie: Are you ready to come back?

      She included a little kissing emoji, as though she was offering me a kiss to entice me to return to her. Well, that made me feel good. That reminded me that she did, ostensibly, want to have sex with me. And maybe if things had gone so badly with Jacob, that would only make it seem better with me.

      I picked myself up from the grass, and texted her a quick:

      Ryan: I’m on my way :-)

      Then I was jogging slowly back home again, feeling much more positive again, my heart rate quickening, the adrenalin fizzing around my veins again, my manhood rapidly thickening up once more in my running shorts. I was thinking, even if the sex hadn’t gone particularly well, she must have had sex with Jacob—and that fact turned me on no end.

      I desperately wanted a taste of her pussy. Was that really dirty? I wanted to wedge my face between her thighs and lap at her promiscuous, adulterous sex. I’d never had such an urge to go down on someone before, either Lizzie or anyone else. The idea just captivated me now that I was fairly certain that she had, actually, just fucked another guy.

      As I came to the park exit, I passed the redhead again, as she was running the other way around. This time, after she first caught sight of me and recognized me, I saw her eyes suddenly drop to my crotch—checking me out yet again. This time, of course, my hard-on was back with a vengeance, I was harder than ever. And as we came together on the path, there was no way for me to conceal what I had in my shorts. In that split second, I saw her take in the sight of it, and then her bright, green, shocked eyes returned to mine, her cheeks flushing pink, and I even heard her gasp.

      Poor thing, she probably hadn’t gotten any real release in months.

      I, on the other hand, felt certain I was going to have some of the best sex ever with my girlfriend.
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        * * *

      

      As I walked home, I felt a very natural air of pessimism creeping in.

      I guess I was just trying to test myself with worst-case possibilities, to prepare myself in case things hadn’t gone as well as hoped. To set myself up to avoid disappointment where possible.

      I thought about what the worst credible scenario could be and figured maybe that Lizzie and Jacob hadn’t ended up having sex. Or maybe Lizzie had realized she couldn’t have sex at all today, if her period had arrived?

      Again, I looked to the most logical possibility. I’d asked her if she’d had a good time with Jacob, and she’d said it was ‘nice’. That suggested to me that something had happened. Perhaps she’d only been downplaying it, so that I wouldn’t get worried that she’d just had the best sex of her life, heaping the pressure on me to try to attain a similar standard.

      And she’d asked me to come back with a kissing emoji—that hinted strongly that she wanted me to come back for something physical, kissing at the very least. And if she’d suddenly realized she couldn’t have sex at all today, I would have thought she’d probably have warned me in a text before I came back—it wasn’t like her to build up anyone’s expectations needlessly.

      Anyway. Here I was, in front of our front door again, nerves all jangling like crazy.
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      She was wearing one of my shirts as she opened the door for me—at first, I even thought it was one of Jacob’s, since he has one that’s very similar, and that made me catch my breath. But it was one of mine, which wasn’t quite as hot, but it made me wonder what had happened to her own shirt that she’d had to change it.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, stepping away from the door to let me in.

      She was still wearing her jeans—or at least, had put them back on. But while she hadn’t put on any makeup, and hadn’t brushed her still-damp hair or anything, for some reason she looked just sensational.

      It was partly because I was so turned on anyway, I should think. But there was a real glow about her, which, even in the dull light of the hallway, made her look just gorgeous. She’d had sex, that was what it told me instantly—good sex.

      A calm, but obviously contended smile adorned her face.

      She said, ‘Good run?’ And she took another step back, away from me, as though she was worried I’d somehow be disgusted by her, as I came to the conclusion she’d just slept with my roommate.

      ‘Yeah, good,’ I nodded, and stepped into the flat, turning to close the door behind me.

      I could smell the fresh floral scent of shampoo in the air—her shampoo, which told me she’d showered after the deed. I took it as proof that sex had happened. Breathing deeply, trying to keep my calm, I also detected another scent—musky, earthy. Sex. It made me feel giddy, excited, but also a little afraid, like I was at the top of a ski run, just about to head down a steep slope.

      My girlfriend had had sex with my roommate.

      I turned back to her. She was standing in the kitchen doorway, half in the kitchen, half in the hallway, as though she might need to escape there if everything went wrong.

      I said, as casually as I could, ‘Everything went well with Jacob?’

      She cast her eye over me, trying to quickly judge whether I was hiding something, whether I was secretly upset that she might have gone through with sleeping with Jacob. Then before she could really form a judgment about me, she said cautiously, ‘Yes, it was… fine…’

      Her response, her coolness made me chuckle. ‘’Fine’? Is that all?’

      I smiled warmly, trying to seem sincere, on the level, and clearly happy about what had happened.

      She gave me a cautious smile, ‘It was good… nice.’

      I took a step toward her, and she seemed to brace herself, as though certain I would discover her secret, and I would give her flak for it.

      ‘Tell me you enjoyed it, at least,’ I said, ‘you know… you had fun…’

      ‘I did enjoy it…’ she said, glancing away as though regretful.

      I stopped, sensing something was wrong, which worried me.

      ‘So what was the problem?’

      She glanced away again briefly, and when her eyes returned to mine, they were apologetic. She looked as though she was about to fling herself to the ground and beg forgiveness.

      ‘Did you fall out with him?’ I asked her.

      ‘No, no—no, definitely not,’ she said softly, and I saw her blush, and that was about all I needed to see from her to tell what was going on. She was embarrassed—or guilty, or both—about having really good sex with another man.

      ‘You know that I wanted you to sleep with him, don’t you?’ I said,

      She nodded, her meek eyes dipping below mine. ‘I know,’ she said, ‘that was the deal.’

      I chuckled, and now her eyes did meet mine, surprised at my amusement. I said, ‘I didn’t want you to sleep with him just because that was the only way you’d get to visit.’

      Her brow crinkled in confusion.

      I shrugged, ‘I don’t know why… I wanted you to sleep with him… because the idea just seemed… I don’t know… kinda hot.’

      ‘I don’t understand,’ she said, and it seemed very unlike Lizzie not to understand.

      I guess it wasn’t exactly the expected thing.

      ‘I don’t think I really understand it, either,’ I said, stroking a strand of her shower-dampened hair to tuck it gently behind her ear. ‘Ever since Jacob suggested some kind of ‘arrangement’… and we figured the best thing would be for you to come over… and sleep with both of us…’

      ‘Yes?’ She prompted me.

      I shrugged again. ‘I just haven’t been able to get it out of my mind. You know—you sleeping with him.’

      She gazed into my eyes, assessing whether I was really being sincere, and trying to figure out what I really meant. ‘I don’t get it,’ she said. ‘You couldn’t get it out of your mind?’

      I sighed, feeling a little ashamed of myself. ‘I… haven’t been able to stop thinking about it…’

      ‘In a good way?’

      I gave a bashful nod. ‘In a good way.’

      A surprised smile grew cautiously across her face, which seemed to be brightening up considerably. ‘And now I have slept with him,’ she said, a touch guardedly, ‘how do you feel about it?’

      I didn’t really know what to say, I didn’t really know how to describe just how turned on I was by her confirmation that she really had had sex with another man—with my roommate. I didn’t really think. I stepped forward, took her in my arms and pulled her in for a deep, deep kiss on her mouth.

      It was the kind of kiss that made me wonder if I’d been doing it all wrong before, the kind of kiss that made me wonder how long it had been since Lizzie and I had kissed properly. It was slow, sweet, tender, and yet so passionate.

      Lizzie was so stunning to hold, and she smelled so good, and her lips were so soft and sweet, and there was that glow about her, that made her seem like a true goddess. Even just kissing her, I was on fire, my blood bubbling away—and my manhood hard as granite.

      As we kissed, Lizzie moved back a little, into the kitchen, and I pressed her up against the edge of the counter. I heard her gasp as she felt my hardness pressing against her, and the fervor with which she was kissing me back intensified.

      My God. I’d never wanted her more—I’d never wanted anyone more.

      As we kissed, I eased back, and slid a hand down the front of her jeans, and cupped her mound, feeling the heat of her sex through her thin, silky panties.

      Had she really taken another man in her pussy? I was so thrilled, so hungry for her. I pulled out my hand and fumbled with her fly button.

      ‘Where’s Jacob?’ I asked her, urgency in my voice.

      ‘Gone,’ she said, breathless, her eyes wide with astonishment at how I was responding to her following her adventure with my roommate. ‘He said he should give us some space—he said he’d go for a walk, maybe go round Tesco’s on the way back.’

      I nodded, even though it wasn’t like Jacob to feel like a visit to the supermarket. Even before lockdown, he had most of his groceries delivered, and ever since the lockdown had started, we both ordered all our supplies online.

      ‘Great,’ I said, kissing her some more.

      She responded to my kisses with clear delight, but also allowed me free rein to tug open her jeans, and push them down to reveal a pair of fairly simple, white panties that seemed so very sexy in that moment, precisely because she was wearing them—my cheating girlfriend.

      ‘Mmmm… she moaned, as my hand dipped down the front of her panties, and my fingers brushed through her triangle of dark hair, skipping over her sex.

      I pressed the pads of my fingers against her pussy, and felt the unbridled heat of her flesh. She pushed her body against my fingers, willing me to slip them inside her, and when I did, I found her slippery folds already very wet.

      ‘Did he make you come?’ I asked, breaking away from our kiss again.

      She looked at me as though I’d suddenly spoken in tongues. ‘What?’ she said, as though she hadn’t believed her ears.

      ‘Did Jacob make you come?’

      ‘I… uh…’ she looked at me as though I was crazy, and there was an element of fear in her eyes, as if she feared I’d been tricking her, lulling her into a false sense of security, and now I was going to reveal my full hatred for her after she’d slept with another man. ‘Why do you want to know that?’ she said, defensively.

      I crouched down, tugging down her panties and her jeans. Then I gazed up at her, said, ‘I want to know everything.’

      ‘Everything?’ she couldn’t understand what was coming out of my mouth. But she let me pull her pants and her underwear off over her ankles and her feet, tossing them aside.

      ‘Don’t you think I deserve to know?’ I said.

      Her face was full of regret and anxiety. ‘Are you upset?’ she asked.  ‘Are you mad at me?’

      I pulled up her shirt—my shirt, that she was wearing—and revealed the pleasing patch of dark fur lodged between her upper thighs. Wow. She had really taken another man there, taken him inside her. It was breathtaking to behold.

      ‘Oh no, I’m definitely not mad,’ I said, smiling warmly.

      She smiled back at me cautiously, a trifle confused, unsure of exactly how I felt about her adultery.

      ‘Can’t you tell?’ I said. ‘I love you. And now I love you even more.’

      She gasped again, and gazed at me all wide-eyed, mouth open, shocked at what I’d said.

      Well, it probably wasn’t the most romantic place in the world to say the ‘L’ word to her for the first time, but there you go. Needs must.

      ‘I love you… too…’ she said, sounding dazed, but clearly delighted.

      We kissed again, and she felt my cock all bulging and stiff, pressing against her through my running shorts, and the fact that I was still so hard made her pull me against her even more firmly, her kiss intensifying as it was apparently confirmed that I was still massively turned on, and none of this was a trick.

      I kissed her under the ear, on her neck, breathing her in. In the close confines of our kitchen, I could detect the scent of her arousal. It fired me up even more.

      ‘Tell me how it was,’ I said. ‘I want to know.’

      ‘How it was?’

      ‘With Jacob.’

      ‘So you really want to know?’
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      With our lips still jammed together, I lifted her up onto the kitchen counter, making her squeal, though she didn’t resist. She moaned again, and pulled me close again, as though she didn’t want me to break our kiss.

      But then I kissed her neck, and that felt good, too, making her sigh softly, compliant with whatever I wanted to do.

      ‘You were in here with him when I left,’ I said, dropping down to nuzzle my face against her navel, pushing her shirt up to expose the lower half of her stomach. ‘I saw you kissing him.’

      She sighed as I kissed her stomach. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said quietly, ‘we thought you’d gone. We didn’t realize you were still changing.’

      I tasted her clean skin and thought about Jacob lying with her. Lying on her. I breathed in the thick scent of her arousal and thought about him sliding his cock inside her.

      ‘You were so into him,’ I said, calmly, without any negativity. ‘You were so excited.’

      ‘I hadn’t had sex in two, three months,’ she laughed.

      I laughed with her, and kissed her just above the dark, soft fuzz of her pubic hair. Had he kissed her here? Had he pressed his hardness up against her fur?

      ‘I wanted to see it,’ I said candidly, my lust softening the shame I felt about watching her with Jacob, about finding it arousing.

      ‘You wanted to watch?’ she sounded surprised, but not like she was revolted by me, not as though she was about to make fun of me, like I might have feared. Innocent astonishment.

      ‘It was so hot,’ I smiled up at her, ‘seeing you from another point of view.’

      ‘You weren’t jealous?’

      My gaze dipped, and I took in the sight of her pink pussy lips, framed by her dark fur.

      I said, ‘No. Why should I be?’

      And my tone almost seemed to suggest it had all been my idea, it had all been for my benefit—Lizzie had come over to fuck Jacob because it pleased me, personally.

      ‘I felt guilty,’ she said, and I heard her catch her breath as I brushed my mouth and my nose through her soft down, inhaling her bewitching scent as my top lip grazed her clit.

      ‘You don’t need to feel guilty,’ I said, glancing up at her.

      She still seemed a little dazed and bewildered as she looked back down at me.

      I said, ‘I wanted you to sleep with him. Not just because of our little arrangement.’ I eased her back on the counter, so she wasn’t perched on the edge, making her comfortable. She allowed me to position her, responded to my hands on her hips encouraging her to lean back, to tilt her exquisite sex upward a little more, though she seemed unsure as to what I was planning, and perhaps a little self-conscious.

      I smiled, ‘I had a hard-on the whole time I was running around the park.’

      Lizzie covered her mouth with four fingers and giggled, ‘How many laps did you do?’

      ‘Eleven, maybe twelve.’

      But then I touched my mouth gently to her dewy pussy lips, and her giggle turned into a quiet gasp.

      She parted her thighs further, and tilted her hips as much as she could, to open herself up to my mouth, thrilling me with her consent. I ran my tongue slowly over her sex, from bottom to top, sensing how wet she was already, breathing in that dark, wicked scent.

      I glanced up, and saw her looking down at me, uncertain, perhaps even concerned.

      ‘What are you doing?’ she asked.

      ‘What do you think I’m doing?’

      That familiar look in her eyes: you don’t have to do this. It was a look I remembered from when we’d first got together—a kind of silent, submissive suggestion that I might prefer to just skip to the part where I slide inside her, and move straight to the main course. And in the past, I seem to recall responding to that look by moving up, by pressing my hard cock to her sex, by entering her.

      This time was different. I even felt regret that I’d responded that way in the past, because since then I’d neglected this kind of foreplay, and now I felt like I’d missed out.

      I gave her a warm, reassuring smile and kissed her sex, deeply, sucking on her lips, slipping my tongue inside her, making her gasp again.

      ‘Oh… Jesus…’

      I tasted her savory wetness and moaned, expressing clear appreciation for her flavor as the tip of my tongue coursed through her folds up to her clit. She relaxed, heartened by my apparent enjoyment, and seemed to open her legs fully as she sat back on the kitchen counter, hips tilted upward as much as she could manage.

      I was so buzzed, kissing and sucking her silky slit, my arousal stirred by the knowledge that so very recently—while I was in the park—she had entertained another man here, she had taken him inside her sex. Gently, I slid a couple of fingers inside her as my tongue flicked around her clit, and was rewarded by her low moans, and by her body undulating beneath me, her hips beginning to gently gyrate, as though she was trying to hump my face.

      Thrusting my fingers inside her, I focused on carefully sucking her engorged clit, spurred on by her sighs and her groans, and by the way her body moved in response to every little thing I did.

      ‘Oh… oh… Ryan…’

      Burying my nose in her soft fur, I focused a while on her clit, my tongue dancing over her sensitive little button one moment, pressing against it the next, my mouth applying pressure, heat, and increasing suction in direct relation to the resulting volume and intensity of her moans.

      She was so wet, I’d never known her so wet. Soon enough, my entire face was slick with her juices, and every breath that I took was saturated with the thick, musky aroma of her excitement.

      ‘Oh my God….’

      She moaned long and loud, sounding surprised by the sensations she was receiving, as well as by how pleasurable it felt. Her hands moved to my head, pulling me against her, clamping my mouth to her pussy, holding on tightly as the earth shook beneath her, and she tilted her head back, eyes closed, mouth open, panting urgently for air.

      He fucked her here, he slid his hard cock inside her, here.

      I was so revved up by knowing.

      Did he come inside her? Did they use condoms?

      ‘Oh yes… yes… God that feels amazing…’

      It was just glorious, taking her to the edge of beyond, and then drawing her right on over until she was shuddering and shaking underneath me, squeezing my head between her hot thighs, jerking her hips to fuck my eager mouth as her orgasm began to bloom.

      By now, I was using my fingers inside her more than my mouth, although I continued to press my lips against her sex, sucking on her, lapping at her juices. But we’d passed to a point where she seemed to respond most to the tips of my fingers grazing against the silky wet insides of her pussy, caressing her where she seemed most receptive, most sensitive, deploying a kind of come-hither, beckoning motion that seemed to emphasize her moans and provoke gasps of joy.

      ‘Oh… Jesus… oh… fuck…’

      There was an urgency about her response—and yet I was taking my time, there was no rush. I had this strange epiphany as I relished her flavor, as I marveled at how sexy she was like this: my gorgeous, promiscuous, freshly-fucked girlfriend. It felt like the first time I was really responding, sexually, to her receiving pleasure rather than myself. It was this eye-opening moment where it seemed like the first time I really slowed down and resisted the urgent need to make myself come.

      I felt an odd sense of embarrassment, that I’d apparently been such a selfish lover in the past.

      And yet I could block out that thought and wonder at how straightforward it could be to give Lizzie the kind of pleasure that made her buck and gasp and cry out for heaven’s above.

      I got the sense that this could be how it was now, for ever more. Not just a one-off provoked by knowing that she had just had sex with another man—but each and every time. I could just wait and take my time, taking care of her needs before worrying about mine.

      I guess I should have known all this long ago. But until that moment, I’d only been a novice. And now it felt I was graduating with full honors.

      ‘My God…’ she said, breathless, panting for air, as she finally released me from her thighs, and I felt the cool air engulf my damp head. ‘How did you do that…?’

      I shrugged, smiled, and pushed myself up so I could take in the sight of her exquisite pussy.

      ‘You inspire me,’ I said.

      She was smiling so brightly, so sweetly, a real ear-to-ear deal. ‘Maybe I need to withhold sex from you every once in a while,’ she joked, ‘until you’re ready to do that some more…’

      I shrugged, ‘Or you could just sleep with my roommate…’

      That made her gasp, with genuine surprise, her eyes wide, her jaw dropped. It seemed to me, perhaps, that she’d put it out of her mind that she’d only just fucked Jacob. It seemed she expected me to be turning a blind eye to what had just happened—and instead, here I was reminding her of it, bringing it back into focus.

      She pulled herself forward, to the edge of the counter, and slipped down to stand on the floor—and now, her hand was on the bulge in my shorts.

      ‘This is because I slept with Jacob?’ she asked, quietly in awe at how brutally hard I was.

      I shrugged again, as though playing down the importance of this particular issue—although it did feel good to open up to her, to let her know how I felt. ‘I don’t know why… it just really turns me on.’

      She looked at me in wonderment.

      Then she skipped past me, grabbed my hand and practically dragged me into my bedroom.

      Inside, we both tugged off our remaining clothes, and then Lizzie pushed me back onto the bed.

      ‘Tell me what you did with him,’ I said, as she climbed onto me, her eyes, and then her hands, fixed on my throbbing erection.

      ‘You really want to know?’ she asked, and her tone made it seem like a warning—if I had only been bluffing about being turned on by the thought of her having sex with my roommate, this was my last chance to back out.

      ‘Can’t you tell?’ I smiled, placing a hand over hers as she squeezed my diamond-hard shaft.

      ‘I guess I can…’ she said, kissing my lips briefly, though they were wet with her juices, before adding, ‘… it’s just so crazy, I can hardly believe it…’

      ‘I want to know everything,’ I insisted.

      She stroked my cock, and a broad grin spread across her face. ‘You’re so kinky,’ she said, ‘and I never knew it.’

      I chuckled. ‘I don’t think I really knew it, either,’ I said, liking the term ‘kinky’, which was so much better than the kind of labels I’d feared she might attach to me to hear that I wanted her to sleep with Jacob, or whoever.

      She pulled away from the kiss, and pushed herself up onto her knees. ‘Ethically, I probably shouldn’t talk about Jacob when he’s not here…’

      I said, ‘Ethically, you probably shouldn’t have slept with another guy…’

      She laughed and leaned forward to kiss my mouth one more time. ‘My guess is,’ she said, ‘Jacob doesn’t care what I tell you.’

      ‘He probably doesn’t,’ I agreed.

      She shuffled down a little, kneeling between my shins, both hands around my stiff shaft. She said, ‘What do you want to know?’

      Then she stretched her lips around the tip of my cock, and sank onto it, engulfing it in the heat of her mouth. What was this? I couldn’t remember the last time she’d gone down on me. It felt wonderful, but she was somewhat stymied from telling me anything with my cock stuffed down her throat.

      I said, ‘I saw you with him in the kitchen. Making out with him. What happened after that?’

      She looked up at me, and slowly withdrew my manhood from her mouth—appearing almost to regret her need to do so, though recognizing that she couldn’t answer my question with her lips locked around my shaft.

      ‘We thought you’d gone out already,’ she said. ‘And then, when we heard the front door close, we realized you might have seen us making out.’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said.

      She pulled herself up, straddling me, shuffling upward so that she could sit, and press her searing-hot pussy against my shaft.

      ‘I felt guilty,’ she said, ‘I felt like I’d rushed into this—I hadn’t given you much chance to think about whether you really wanted this, whether it was a good idea—‘

      ‘I thought about it,’ I insisted, ‘and I really wanted it.’

      She smiled, ‘I just needed sex,’ she said, stirring her hips to grind her pussy against my cock, even though it wasn’t, yet, inside her. ‘If you’d decided to go first, I would have been just as desperate to get going with you.’

      ‘You don’t need to feel guilty,’ I said, and she seemed grateful for that.

      ‘I guess it was a little extra exciting,’ she admitted. ‘You know… because it was someone new.’

      It was hot, hearing her say it. I wanted her to be excited about being with somebody new.

      ‘We were both pretty desperate,’ she went on. ‘We didn’t even make it to his room at first. We were just standing out in the hallway, pulling off each other’s clothes, shoving our hands all over each other, grabbing this, groping that…’

      She brushed her long hair out of her face, back over her shoulders, and now with her hands between her thighs, maneuvered my manhood into place before settling down on me—and I felt her hot, dripping-wet pussy engulf my cock.

      ‘You like this?’ she said, looking so seductive impaled on my hard-on, her magnificent breasts so buoyant, her nipples so stiff.

      ‘Tell me… more…’ I sighed.

      She grinned, and gently stirred her hips, exploring the sensation of my hardness filling her. ‘

      ‘I remember… he was grabbing my ass while I was squeezing his hard cock through his underwear,’ she said, the x-rated language spilling from her lips seeming strange, seeming quite unlike her, and yet seriously sexy for it.

      ‘I sank to my knees in front of him,’ she said, ‘pulling down his underwear, taking his cock in my hands, in my mouth…’

      ‘How big?’ I asked her.

      ‘Huh?’

      ‘How big was he?’ I felt a little awkward, asking, but my curiosity demanded it.

      She giggled. ‘You guys are always so obsessed with size.’

      I smiled, sheepish.

      ‘He was… ohhh…’ she stopped to moan while I thrust my own manhood as deep into her as I could. ‘Actually,’ she continued, panting a little by now, ‘it was a little smaller than yours…’

      For a moment, that fact seemed disappointing to me. Then the moment was over, and I found I didn’t care. Later, I would think maybe I was surprised at hearing that about Jacob. And I suspected it might even work in my favor, although I liked the idea of my Lizzie riding a massive cock. I think, subsequently, it was a reassuring thing. It gave me one more reason to believe Lizzie wouldn’t ever leave me for Jacob.

      But anyway. I asked her, ‘Too small?’

      And she sighed and smiled as if remembering it fondly. ‘No, it was nice,’ she said. ‘I liked sucking him.’

      I felt my hardness throbbing as she said that—and she did, too. Her eyes widened, and her smile spread right across her face at recognizing my response to her words.

      ‘That what you want to hear?’ she teased me, adding, ‘I liked sucking on him. I took his dick as deep as I could in my mouth…’

      I kissed her mouth in response, reveling in the knowledge that she’d used it on him like that, that she’d had his cock there. It seemed so wrong, the kind of thought I shouldn’t have, and yet I couldn’t help but feel thrilled by connecting so intimately with her after she’d taken Jacob like that.

      She kissed me back, and bounced hard on my cock, making use of it for her own pleasure, pausing only to flick her long, dark hair back over her shoulder each time it fell forward.

      ‘You’re such a pervert,’ she joked, when at last she pulled back from our kiss, sitting up as she continued to ride my hardness.

      ‘What happened after that?’ I asked her.

      She grinned. ‘We went into the bedroom,’ she said.

      ‘Okay…’ I sat up holding her with one arm, while my other arm propped me up. I kissed her neck, making her quietly moan.

      She said, ‘He sat on the bed, and I knelt down on the floor, and he put his cock between my breasts and…’

      ‘And?’ I prompted her, since her story had paused when my kisses reached her chest, and her cleavage.

      ‘He fucked me here,’ she breathed, ‘he fucked my breasts…’

      I kissed her there, between her ample breasts, weirded out by knowing that another man’s cock had been here, jammed between her beautiful tits—though for me, weird was good. I was getting off on the whole taboo nature of it all.

      ‘After that,’ she said, ‘he had me on the bed…’

      ‘Like this?’ I asked her, holding her tight in my arm, lifting her and turning her and pulling her down onto the mattress so that she lay on her back.

      She flashed a broad grin at my lifting her, though it was the adrenalin that gave me the strength to move her like that. ‘Mmm…’ she moaned, to answer my question in the affirmative, ‘…he was on top of me and I was so wet… and he just slid inside me…’

      I pulled her legs further apart, but then ducked down, wedging my face between her thighs again, breathing in that spicy scent, opening my mouth to suck on her glistening pussy lips some more, lapping at her sex, where another man had pushed his hard cock not so long before.

      ‘Oh my God…’ she gasped and gazed down at me with the kind of wonder imprinted on her face that made it look as though she’d discovered the key to eternal life.

      ‘Did he… make you… come?’ I asked her, in between mouthfuls.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ she said, confident by now that I wanted to hear of her enjoyment with Jacob, that I wouldn’t prefer her to play down the pleasure she’d had with him. ‘He’s so… athletic,’ she said, panting a little as I devoured her, seemingly obsessed by this adulterous pussy of hers.

      ‘I guess it was so long since I had a real man inside me…’

      I slid two fingers since her pussy, as though to remind her how it must have felt with Jacob.

      She said, ‘He was fucking me so hard… it felt so good…’

      Spurred on by her words, I lay beside her, and she turned to lie on her side, lifting a leg, placing her foot on my thigh as I lined up behind her, directing my cock to her soaking-wet entrance.

      I pushed inside her, kind of spooning up against her now, my hand pressing against her clit as I thrust into her, feeling her pussy so hot and wet—and tight—around my hard cock. She gasped as I filled her up, and I found myself reveling in the knowledge that mine was the larger of the two cocks she’d had inside her today.

      ‘You liked it?’ I asked her. ‘Was it good, fucking him?’

      ‘Oh yeah…’ she sighed, smiling as my thrusting accelerated, and my need for her devilish cunt drove me back on top of her, pushing apart her thighs as I drove my throbbing cock deep inside her unfaithful sex.

      ‘I loved fucking him…’ she said as I pounded her, the joy on her face seeming to stem at least in part from feeling that her words could spur me on, that she could push me into fucking her harder than I ever had before by uttering reminders that she’d been with another man before me.

      ‘His cock felt so good inside me…’

      ‘He was so hard when he fucked me…’

      ‘After that he took me from behind, he was like an animal, pounding his big dick into me…’

      Of course, I had to have her like that, too. I pulled up, maneuvered her, and she was happy to turn over and get on all fours, telling me how big he’d felt when he was inside her like that, how hard he’d made her come from pounding her like I was.

      And she did come like that, feeding me an image of my roommate doing so before me as I ground my hardness into her again and again, filling her entirely before withdrawing almost to the point where my cock slipped out of her—before powering back into her each time.

      I asked her how he came, and she said he’d pulled out just in time, that she’d pushed him onto the bed, taking his cock inside her mouth again, clamping her lips around his shaft just in time to receive his thick torrent of come.

      I moaned and had her turn so I could kiss her mouth, sucking on her lips as my own orgasm approached, keeping her from saying any more, but glorying in the fact that she’d swallowed as he’d shot his load in her mouth.

      And then I was coming inside her pussy, deep within her, and I swear, it had never, ever felt as good as that before.

      We were left breathless, gasping for air, gazing into each other’s eyes, and even laughing at how ridiculously good it had been, fucking like that so soon after she’d fucked another man.

      She gazed at me, and blasphemed like her soul was going to hell, and I saw in her eyes the sexiest glimmer of a thought, that seemed to me like she was thinking how we could have sex as good as this any time, she simply had to fuck someone else first.

      And I couldn’t wait for that next time.
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      Afterwards, we both lay on the bed, gasping for breath, and then cuddled up, enjoying the warmth of our bodies, the comforting feeling of skin on skin, and I couldn’t believe how powerful the sense of wellbeing was within me.

      I almost drifted off to sleep, it felt so good, so relaxing.

      She said, ‘You still love me?’

      She was reminding me that I’d used that word on her for the first time, and that she’d said it back to me. I hadn’t used it with anyone since Millie Lloyd, back in high school, since I’d felt so foolish deploying it on her, and then she’d broken my heart. But now, after lockdown had kept us apart, and we’d gotten back together—

      And she’d slept with my roommate—

      I’d uttered it to Lizzie Everett, and it had felt like the right thing to say. I had no regrets whatsoever. I didn’t have any worries that my heart would be broken again.

      ‘I love you like crazy,’ I said, and felt my inner glow swell as she smiled brightly in response, gazing into my eyes, clearly taken aback that we’d said it to each other.

      ‘Even though I slept with someone else?’ she said, quietly, mulling over the words as they left her mouth, as though she had to remind herself that it had really happened—she’d had sex with Jacob, and then me, within the space of an hour.

      I chuckled, ‘Even though you slept with someone else.’

      There was a pause, and there was a moment where I might, actually have been asleep for a second or two, before I felt her hand gliding over my chest, and she turned to lie on her side, and gaze at me as though I was a new car she was considering buying.

      ‘Do you think all these restrictions will end soon?’ she asked me.

      I sighed. ‘No,’ I said, ‘not soon. Not the way things have been going.’

      She nodded. ’The next time I come visit you…’ she said, and hesitated.

      ‘Uh-huh?’ I prompted her.

      ‘Jacob will… well, I’m guessing he’ll expect… you know…’

      ‘That was the deal,’ I said.

      She looked at me, and I gave her a reassuring smile. She was unsure, though, despite everything that had happened that afternoon already.

      She said, ‘So if I come back to see you, I’m going to have to--’

      I interrupted her, ‘No one’s forcing you. I mean, you don’t have to…’

      She smiled and nodded. Then she gave me a sly look, out of the corner of her eye, saying, ‘Would you… want me to…?’

      I grinned and felt myself blushing. ‘Yes, I would,’ I said, feeling a little ashamed, and yet wanting to be clear.

      ‘You’re sure?’

      ‘Only if you wanted to.’

      She glanced at me, and I sensed that she didn’t want me to give her the responsibility for making this particular choice.

      So I said, ‘I’d want you to do it. I like the thought of you… getting to enjoy more than just me.’

      ‘Seriously?’ she raised an eyebrow, her tone indicating surprise at how apparently kinky I was.

      ‘Seriously.’

      She giggled, and I could sense the excitement within her—and that felt wonderful to me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      She showered again, and when Jacob returned we ordered Indian food, all three of us eating chicken tikka masala in front of the TV as though we were just hanging out, as though nothing major had happened that afternoon, as though Lizzie hadn’t just had sex with both of us guys, one after the other.

      Chatting about whatever—the lockdown, the weather, Trump.

      I glanced at Jacob out of the corner of my eye, fearing that he might look at me differently now, that perhaps he thought less of me for letting him sleep with my girlfriend. But he didn’t act as though he thought less of me—in fact, I sensed more of a positive change in how he spoke to me, how he looked at me, as though he respected me more now.

      And then Lizzie had to disappear, since she was supposed to have a Zoom call with her friends that evening—a ‘virtual pub evening’ that involved sitting in front of a computer screen with a glass of wine trying to pretend the pubs were still open.

      We boys wished her farewell on the doorstep, and she gave both of us a kiss on the cheek, and even that much for Jacob gave me a weird little buzz, reminding me that she’d been with him now, she’d taken him to bed.

      Then it was Jacob and I, watching TV. I could smell her on me, still. There was a slight hint of sex still in the air.

      My manhood started thickening up again, just thinking about it.

      Jacob didn’t seem fazed by anything, and I found myself wondering if it had even registered on the scale of strange for him. Did he sleep with so many women that the fact he’d just had my girlfriend hardly even stuck in his memory? I started wondering if he was simply glossing over an embarrassing incident, turning his back to it, moving on. Being kind, because he now knew what kind of women I dated, compared to those he dated. Politely declining to comment.

      But then, almost as though he was waiting until enough time had passed that Lizzie might even have made it home by now, he suddenly said, ‘Jesus, that’s some girl you’ve got there, man.’

      I glanced at him, one eyebrow raised, worried I was just imagining it, that I was now hallucinating his reaction to sleeping with my girlfriend.

      ‘Lizzie?’ I prompted him.

      He smiled, warmly, and laughed. ‘Talk about a wolf in sheep’s clothing,’ he said.

      I was both heartened by his obvious admiration for my girlfriend, but also somewhat curious about what she could have done with him to impress him so much. What would a woman have to do with Jacob to make him see her as a ‘wolf’? And how had someone like Lizzie made the grade compared to the usual bombshells Jacob dated?

      ‘I take it you guys had a good time together, then?’ I said, trying to act all relaxed, as though none of it was a big deal to me.

      He chuckled, ‘You could say that. Jesus. Wow.’

      I was rock hard, now. Trying not to stare at my roommate and imagine my girlfriend bouncing on his lap, moaning loudly as she rode him.

      ‘You think this… arrangement… is going to work out, then?’ I asked him, and only when the words came out of my mouth did I realize I was essentially asking him if he wanted to go on sleeping with my girlfriend.

      ‘Oh yes,’ he said, clearly thrilled about the idea, ‘it’s going to work out just fine.’

      I grinned, trying to conceal my pride and my lust. I’d never seen Jacob like this before.

      I said, ‘Great. I was worried you guys wouldn’t get on.’

      He looked at me, and I got the funny sense that he had a newfound respect for me, even a little deference. He paused, as though he wasn’t sure he could bring himself to say what he was going to say. Then, eventually, he said, ‘Is it… always like that with her?’

      I was confused for a moment, and then when I realized he was talking about how it had been having sex with my girlfriend, I felt a momentary sense of panic—had she been terrible in bed? I don’t even know why that would bother me, but it did.

      ‘I don’t know… like what?’ I said, with a cautious smile, feeling awkward about discussing this with my roommate.

      He pondered for a beat or two, trying to find the right words, then said, ‘I don’t know… it was just… it was different with her.’

      ‘Different?’

      He laughed, but he also seemed a trifle bewildered about whatever had happened with Lizzie. ‘She’s so… I don’t know… sharp,’ he said after a while. ‘So… there.’

      ‘There?’

      He glanced at me, and I swear I saw him blush. Jacob. This guy, who usually channeled a kind of James Dean cool, was blushing about sleeping with a woman. With my girlfriend. He said, ‘Does it… bother you? Talking about it? About her?’

      I think it might have been the first time he even registered that it was unusual, that he’d slept with my girlfriend, and now we were chatting about it like we were debating the finer points of Star Wars Episode IV: A New Hope.

      ‘Uh… no,’ I said, trying to suppress the awkwardness I was feeling, ‘it doesn’t bother me.’

      I liked the way he was looking at me, like he admired me or something. Very unexpected. This was like a nerd’s dream.

      He said, ‘I’ve never been with anyone like her.’

      ‘No?’ I tried to sound neutral, containing my surprise at what he was saying. I don’t think I was surprised that he’d never been with anyone like Lizzie—I was surprised at the way he was reacting to being with someone like her. I mean, as attractive as I found Lizzie—and just then, after she’d been with another man, she was seriously attractive in my eyes—she didn’t have the kind of magazine cover model looks of some of the women Jacob dated.

      I mean, you only had to look at Keira. She’d once worked PR on a movie premiere, and there had been TV crews asking if they could interview her, they were so sure she’d been in the movie.

      I wondered if Jacob had gotten bored with dating gorgeous blondes. Maybe he just had an undiscovered penchant for busty brunettes who wore glasses. A kink for more normal-looking women. I mean, anything was possible, right? I’d just discovered a serious, previously-undiscovered fetish for my girlfriend to sleep with another man.

      Jacob seemed to take a breath, as though trying to be brave, and then he asked me, ‘Does she… talk a lot… you know… during sex?’

      I scratched my head. I had to think about that. I didn’t think she’d been particularly talkative when I’d slept with her that afternoon. I think she’d been a little surprised at how horny I was, at how much foreplay was going on, at the crazy energy between us following her adulterous liaison with Jacob. So how was she normally, when we slept together?

      ‘I guess she talks… a bit…’ I said, feeling bad that I couldn’t really bring to mind incidences of Lizzie being talkative while we had sex. Not to the degree that Jacob, apparently, found remarkable.

      ‘She… you know… tells you what to do…?’

      Well, okay. Lizzie could be bossy, sure. But as far as I remembered from before the lockdown, she was never bossy with me during sex.

      ‘I don’t know—maybe,’ I said, with a shrug; not really wanting to deny what Jacob was suggesting, I guess because I was curious to know more.

      ‘Jesus,’ Jacob said, apparently inspired. ‘There’s this energy about her. You are a lucky guy, my friend.’

      I grinned, broadly. Feeling like a lucky guy.

      ‘You know she hadn’t had sex for, like, ten weeks,’ I pointed out. ‘She was probably just a little over-excited.’

      But Jacob shook his head. ’It was like… she told me exactly what to do. And when I did it, it was… I mean… she came.’

      Okay, that made me laugh. I couldn’t quite contain myself—I had to clamp a hand over my mouth. ‘That never happened with you before?’ I said, unable to keep the question to myself.

      Jacob didn’t seem proud, he didn’t take offense. He said, ‘Girls I’ve been with… women… I don’t know… I guess they don’t usually do that.’

      There was a pause, where what he’d said sunk in.

      But, again, I couldn’t contain my curiosity.

      ‘So what do they do?’

      He shrugged. ‘They take their clothes off and… I don’t know… just kinda lie there. Let you do your thing.’

      I was a little astonished at that. Where had this guy learned about sex? And more importantly, why did he date the kind of gorgeous women who could easily end up on a magazine cover, if any of them were particularly ambitious in that respect?

      He’d never made a woman come before?
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      Lizzie got home at a reasonable hour—at least, in time for her virtual pub evening.

      I turned in at a fairly normal time, I think I wanted Jacob to believe that none of it had been a particularly big deal for me, even though I felt so completely elated by it all. When I returned to my little room, all alone, I just breathed for a moment or two, letting the feelings wash through me.

      It was almost like meditating. Only I was basking in the afterglow of the most thrilling sexual experience of my life up until that point.

      When I opened my eyes again, I looked at my gloomy little box room and all I could think about was Lizzie, lying here on my bed, freshly fucked by another guy, letting me go down on her magnificent pussy so soon after she’d had Jacob inside her. I was hard again, I just couldn’t help it.

      I resisted the temptation to just take care of my sexual desire there and then.

      I sat on the bed and tried to relax. Thinking. Had I said the ‘L’ word too soon? We’d been seeing each other for months—plenty of couples had to start using the ‘L’ word after being together for even just a few months. Had I been carried along on the current of my lust, mistaking it for love?

      But as I thought about Lizzie, I missed her. I felt empty now that she’d gone. That wasn’t simple lust. If it had been only lust, I would have been content with the day I’d had, and I’d be looking forward to seeing Lizzie again for another bout.

      I did love her.

      But at the same time, I still wanted her to sleep with Jacob as well as me. In fact, I liked the idea of her seeing whoever she wanted—as long as it was just for sex.

      Was that compatible with love?

      I sat at my little desk, fired up my laptop. Was Lizzie going to call tonight? It was our routine—but then, I’d seen her in person that afternoon, so maybe she wouldn’t feel the need. I felt like I ought to wait up and see if she called, even if I was feeling pretty tired as the adrenaline began to wear off.

      So I watched a few Ozzy Man Reviews on YouTube to try and get my mind off things.

      It didn’t work, as funny as those videos were. I couldn’t stop thinking about Lizzie, about what I’d said to her, about what might happen if I got heavily into this relationship, while wanting her to keep seeing other guys. Was there something wrong with me? It couldn’t be normal.

      I googled ‘I want to share my girlfriend with another man’.

      Among the top results was a post on a therapy website entitled ‘I Want My Girlfriend To Take A Lover. What’s Wrong with Me?’ Well, I figured that might do the trick.

      The guy was 40 years old, and had been with his girlfriend for 10 years, but his situation still struck a chord with me. He was embarrassed about his desire to share his girlfriend.

      The response appeared to come from a qualified psychotherapist, and said the situation was much more common than was often realized. His piece suggested to me that I wanted a set-up where I could have some control—in that I was allowing my girlfriend to see another guy—over an arrangement where I had no control, i.e. because when my girlfriend was with another man, it was all up to her and her partner.

      Maybe I made myself feel special, because my girlfriend would sleep with another man before coming back to me.

      Maybe there was some kind of self-punishment involved. I wasn’t sure about that one, though.

      The article said some sexual fantasies were a way of making an earlier trauma more ‘palatable’, a way to take control of painful experiences in the past. That made me think. I remembered the pain of my first girlfriend leaving me. The powerful thought I had that she was dating someone else so soon after dumping me, or even before she’d done so. That had taken months, maybe even a year for me to get over. Was this new sexual fantasy a way for my mind to reconcile all that pain?

      The therapist wondered whether going through with the sexual fantasy would bring the guy and his girlfriend closer together. In my situation, I was certain it had brought Lizzie and I closer together, even after it had happened only once.

      I’d uttered the ‘L’ word, for heaven’s sake.

      The therapist said there was nothing morally wrong with the fantasy, before asking whether the girlfriend would be genuinely happy with taking part. I don’t think I had that problem.

      I guess I felt a little better about it all. Strangely, the most reassuring thing seemed to be the sense that what I was feeling wasn’t necessarily uncommon. That made me feel less like a freak, I suppose.

      As I was thinking about it, the familiar tones of the FaceTime ring tone sounded, and here was Lizzie calling.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, smiling, but seeming almost nervous.

      ‘Hey, how’re you doing?’

      ‘Good,’ she grinned. ‘Feeling kind of… funny, I guess.’

      ‘Funny?’

      ‘In a good way,’ she said, as though worried I’d take offense. ‘I mean… it’s kind of unbelievable, right? What happened?’

      ‘I’d say so,’ I chuckled.

      ‘I mean… I know the world’s kind of gone crazy recently… but I never thought anything like this would ever happen… I mean… God…’

      I nodded but remained silent. I wasn’t entirely sure what to say. What had happened that afternoon had been the most erotic experience in my life, by a long way, and I was just buzzing. At the same time, I had that anxious, fearful feeling that there was a chance it would never happen again, if Lizzie changed her mind, or if Keira did. I was assuming Jacob wouldn’t change his mind, based on our recent conversation.

      Was Lizzie regretting what had happened?

      After a pause, she said, ‘It was pretty wild, right?’

      I nodded and attempted a reassuring smile. ‘Yeah, it was pretty wild.’

      ‘And the next time I come over to see you…’ she was acting all coy, as though she couldn’t quite connect what had happened today with Jacob and me with who she was usually. She just wasn’t the type of person to sleep around.

      Well, that just made it more erotic to me.

      I said, ‘You think you’ll want to do it again?’

      She blushed, furiously, and looked away. ‘I think… if I want to come see you… I mean, that’s the deal, right?’

      She didn’t want to own it. She didn’t want to take responsibility for wanting to sleep with both Jacob and me. She wanted to pin the blame to the situation. It was the deal. The way that Jacob and I both got to have sex even though we were in lockdown and the government had limited us in who we could see.

      I was perfectly fine about pinning the blame elsewhere.

      ‘It’s the fair way,’ I pointed out. ‘I mean, Jacob’s agreed not to see Keira…’

      ‘Right,’ she smiled. ‘So if I want to see you… I mean, I have to see him too…’

      I nodded, ‘But you’re okay with it, right?’

      She said, ‘I’m okay with it… you know… if this is how it has to be… and you’re okay with it…’

      I laughed. ‘You know I’m okay with it.’

      ‘I know, but…’

      ‘What’s up?’

      I could sense something was bugging her.

      She glanced away, as though not quite certain she could talk to me about it. Then she looked back at me, and said, ‘Did you really mean… you know… what you said…?’

      Of course I knew what she was referring to, I knew instantly.

      The ‘L’ word.

      I smiled. ‘Of course. Every word.’

      ‘Every word?’

      I paused, chuckled. And said, ‘I do love you.’

      She gave me the brightest, fullest, most ecstatic smile I’d ever seen. Made my insides all squirmy and warm, I don’t know how else to describe it. I’d never really felt like this about anyone else before.

      Trying to torpedo any potential awkwardness, I went on, ‘I know we… maybe haven’t been going out for a massively long time, and then lockdown came along…’

      ‘It’s been long enough,’ Lizzie insisted.

      ‘Yeah, it has, right?’

      She paused. Then she blushed again. Then she said, ‘You’re not going to change your mind if I… you know… see Jacob a lot more?’

      ‘Of course not,’ I said. ‘I’ve told you, haven’t I? You can see Jacob as much as you like.’

      ‘You’re just trying to be nice to him—because of the lockdown.’

      I laughed. ‘How many times do I have to say it? When you were with Jacob… when you are with him… it only makes me want you more.’

      ‘Because you’re jealous?’

      ‘Because I love you, and I love that you can go off and have sex with someone else, have a great time, and then come back to tell me all about it.’

      It felt strange, telling her this. It felt like it ought to have been my darkest secret, this bizarre thing that turned me on. Like I ought to spend the rest of my days hiding a powerful desire for my beloved Lizzie to sleep with other men, or at the very least spending years building up the courage to tell her. But here I was, telling her everything. And we hadn’t even been going out for a single year.

      Well, this was a good sign for the relationship, right? And why I felt justified in using the ‘L’ word.

      I shrugged, and said, simply, ‘What can I say? I guess it turns me on that you get to sleep with other men.’

      She smiled. ‘It’s going to take me a little while to get used to that.’
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      It was a few days later that Lizzie visited us next. Or, perhaps, I should say a few nights later, since for this second visit, she came in the evening.

      She was dressed in her usual long-sleeved top and jeans, casual, relaxed, looking lovely but not particularly glamorous—not much makeup, not much perfume. The usual, in other words.

      I didn’t think anything much of it—I was just excited that she was back, that she was going to have sex with my roommate yet again, and that it would all feed into my burgeoning sexual desire.

      But unlike the first time she’d visited us, this time she came bearing a good sized backpack.

      ‘Hey,’ she said as I opened the front door to admit her into our apartment.

      ‘Hey. How’s it going?’

      ‘Good.’

      Jacob seemed to be sealed in his bedroom this time, even though I’d told him Lizzie was on her way over. That was fine by me. It would give me the chance to greet her and appreciate her presence, a little, before giving her up to my roomie.

      Almost immediately she was in the door, I pulled her to me and kissed her mouth.

      God. I’d never enjoyed the simple act of kissing more than since Lizzie had been with Jacob. Now it was erotic in and of itself, as I thought about the fact that she would use these lips on him, that she would be taking another man’s cock inside this mouth of hers. It seemed all wrong—I mean, I wasn’t bisexual or anything, as far as I knew—and yet the fact that it felt so wrong somehow fueled my desire.

      My own manhood was already thickening up rapidly by the time our kiss came to an end, and she gave me a naughty but delighted little smile.

      ‘Come on,’ she said, leading me into my bedroom. I thought, at first, she intended to sneak a little sexy time in with me before she went in to see Jacob. But that is not what transpired.

      My eyes tracked down to the alluring curves of her hips and thighs in her tight jeans as I followed her through our little hallway and into my little box room.

      Inside, she sat primly on my bed, as I closed my door to the outside world, and she said, ‘So… I was talking to Keira last night, and she suggested maybe tonight should be… date night.’

      ‘Date night?’ I mulled over the idea, and generally feeling fairly positive about it, assuming that it meant the three of us would have dinner together, and then drink a little wine, and then maybe Lizzie would go off for a little time with Jacob before returning to me.

      But Lizzie brushed her hair back out of her face and clutched her bag, explaining: ‘Yeah. But… it would be date night for me and Jacob… and then when we’re done for the night, I can come back to see you…’

      She looked at me out of the corner of her eye as though worried I would feel horrified by the prospect. She was even, perhaps, bracing herself for my outrage. Yet for some reason, the moment the suggestion had left her mouth, I felt completely fired up. I hesitated as the idea sank in, but my manhood was rock hard as I got my head around the thought of my girlfriend dating my roommate. Somehow, it only further stirred that strange part of me that needed to share her, that got aroused by the thought of her being wicked with someone else.

      ‘It was just… you know… something that Keira said we might enjoy… you know… since it’s Friday night, and everything…’

      I felt the need to say something in order to show my approval, but my throat was so dry all of a sudden, all I could get out was a funny croak, ‘A date… with Jacob… yeah…’

      Lizzie blushed, and I knew she was still getting her head around the fact that she would be having sex with my roommate a little later on, if this whole date thing panned out.

      I cleared my throat, and tried to sound a little more normal, so she wouldn’t think I was freaked out by it at all. I said, ‘What’re you going to do on your date?’

      ‘I don’t know… I guess… some dinner… maybe some drinks…’

      ‘A movie?’ I grinned.

      She shrugged, ‘I guess we could…’

      I nodded. In for a penny, in for a pound, huh. The movie idea had been semi-joking, but actually I quite liked the idea of Lizzie snuggling up with Jacob, seeing if the two of them could get through an entire movie without being tempted to sneak off to his room to rip off each other’s clothes.

      I liked the thought of her misbehaving with him.

      ‘And you’d have dinner together… here?’ I asked, a little stupidly. I mean, it was lockdown. Restaurants were shut.

      ‘If that’s okay?’

      I paused, as if thinking about it, before saying, ‘Of course. I have something in the oven already…’

      Well, she was coming over for supper. I had believed we were going to be eating dinner together, and it was my turn to cook, so I was already in the process of preparing something. Now it would just be their date dinner. I liked the thought of helping out with their date.

      ‘I mean, it’s just something Keira said…’ Lizzie said, and I realized her apologetic demeanor was all about the fact that if Lizzie and Jacob were having date night, I would have to hide away in my room. This was lockdown—I wasn’t supposed to leave the apartment, I wasn’t supposed to go out. It wasn’t like I could go somewhere else to keep myself busy, head to the movie theater to while away a few hours. I would have to stay here.

      But I liked the idea of being close by when they had their date.

      I said, ‘I can be your waiter.’ I smiled, feeling unexpectedly warm about the idea. ‘I can serve you guys some food… and then let you get on with it…’

      ‘Okay…’ she said, surprised, but happy that I was on board. Then she said, ‘I even brought a dress to wear, can you believe it?’

      I grinned and felt my hardness throb within my pants—it was so hot to think that she would dress up for her date. She would dress to impress for Jacob, in what was basically an evening of seduction. ‘I bet you’ll look amazing.’

      She smiled, and blushed again, slightly self conscious, before trying to be bold enough to reveal, ‘I even brought… you know… some nice new underwear I got…’

      She opened her backpack as though to show me, and I considered the thought of my girlfriend dressing up in sexy underwear to sleep with another man.

      God, I nearly came in my shorts, just thinking about that.

      ‘Can I see?’ I asked.

      ‘Uh… sure…’ she said, uncertain what I meant, I think.

      I said, ‘Can I watch you get ready for your date?’

      Lizzie looked at me with what I could only describe as mild shock—and yet, delight at the same time. Her boyfriend was going to be here when she got ready to date his roommate—and then he would help out with their dinner together.

      ‘Sure,’ she said, smiling sweetly, then turning to pull some black items from her bag.

      Jesus.

      I moved over to sit in the chair at my desk to give her space—my room wasn’t exactly very large.

      ‘It’s kind of exciting, going on a date,’ she said as she pulled off her shoes—just a pair of white Nikes, her casual footwear of choice.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said, gently rubbing my hands on my thighs as though I was trying to warm up—I just didn’t know what to do with my hands. My hard-on called for some serious stroking, but it didn’t feel like the right place to just whip it out and start beating off, even with Lizzie now standing up to pull down her jeans, revealing a fairly simple pair of plain black panties beneath.

      God.

      I’m guessing the long weeks of being apart during the first part of lockdown had definitely sharpened my desire for her—but to think that she was getting changed to date another man definitely sent my desire into overdrive.

      She smiled sweetly at me as she slowly removed her top, exposing a black bra that matched her panties. There was definitely a flicker of flames in her eyes as she stripped down to her underwear—she liked to be watched, it seemed to me. I wondered where that had come from, because she hadn’t liked to be watched like this before the lockdown. She had previously liked sex under the bedsheets, or in the dark.

      Her smile broadened, and then she turned around before slipping down her panties, exposing her bare behind.

      This was a new experience for both of us—normally, I either saw her in her clothes, or else I was right on her, all over her, only given the close-up view, usually in poor lighting conditions. This time I was sitting back, taking in the full view, with lights on.

      My manhood throbbed.

      I loved her full curves, her hourglass figure. Particularly in these strange circumstances.

      She turned her head to glance at me over her shoulder, and quietly giggled at seeing how rapt my attention was. Then she reached around to unhook her bra.

      I sighed, ‘You look amazing, you know that?’

      I wasn’t usually one to swamp her with compliments, but I couldn’t hold my mouth. She responded with a delighted smile, but more unexpectedly, it seemed to give her the confidence to turn back around to face me as she slipped the straps of her bra off her shoulders and removed it completely.

      ‘Thank you,’ she beamed, standing there naked, as though posing for a picture.

      I ran my eyes down her perfectly feminine frame, taking in the startling sight of her bountiful bare breasts and narrow waist to her pleasing stomach, full hips, and the dark triangle of fur pointing the way to her sex.

      ‘I guess I’ve had a lot of spare time for working out recently,’ she said, looking cheerfully as though all her efforts had been completely worth it.

      She turned to retrieve the black item of underwear she’d pulled from her bag and gave me a glorious view from the rear.

      ‘Jacob’s a lucky man,’ I said.

      She laughed. ‘You’re a lucky man,’ she joked. ‘I mean… this is what you want, isn’t it?’

      I smiled as she faced me again, this time holding up an extravagant-looking black bodysuit—a teddy, I think some people would call it.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said.

      I didn’t mention the fact that she’d never worn lingerie that fancy for me, even the first time she’d decided to sleep with me. I wasn’t going to complain. There was actually something strangely sexy about the fact that she would wear such extravagant underwear to date another guy.

      She giggled at my obvious lust for her and her adultery, and stooped to step into the teddy.

      As she pulled it on, the tight material stretched over her curves, and I saw that much of it was quite see-through, with some luxurious black lace here and there. It had a plunging neckline that showed off her substantial cleavage to perfection. I found myself trembling to see her in this, to think that Jacob would be seeing her like this, too. And he would be peeling it off her later.

      After tweaking the teddy so that she was happy with its fit—giving me a glimpse from the rear in the process, to reveal that the lingerie covered very little of her gorgeous behind—she sank down again to perch on the edge of the bed.

      ‘So what are you cooking for Jacob and me?’ she said, and it was like she’d flicked some crazy switch in me to make my hard cock pulse and throb.

      Jacob and me.

      Just the way she said it seemed to emphasize that they were a couple, that they were dating. That they were going to be fucking each other later.

      ‘For the lady and the gentleman, I have prepared an oven-baked egg pasta with a light béchamel sauce accented with special reserve cheddar and Parmesan…’ I joked in my best maître d' voice.

      She grinned, ‘Mmm… I love mac ’n’ cheese.’

      And then she made me gasp by pulling out black silk stockings from her backpack, before proceeding to stretch one out, and roll it up to put it on.

      ‘You like a woman in stockings?’ she said as she lifted one knee to slip on the first stocking, glancing at me out of the corner of her eye to take in my shocked expression, which seemed to amuse her greatly, though she tried to hide it.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said, trying not to seem like too much of a drooling pervert.

      She beamed, stretching the stocking up over her foot, her ankle, her shin. ‘I have to admit, it was Keira’s idea,’ she said.

      ‘Keira?’

      Lizzie giggled. ‘I guess I never… you know… dressed up like this before… but she said you’d get a real kick out of it—’

      ‘Me?’ I was surprised that Keira was even thinking about lowly old me in the circumstances. I thought maybe Lizzie had meant to say that Keira had said Jacob would like to see her in stockings.

      But Lizzie said, ‘Oh, yes. She said it would probably drive you wild seeing me wearing sexy lingerie, knowing that I’d be wearing it for my date with Jacob. And then…’

      She looked up at me, but not in the slightly bashful way I expected now that she was referring to her sleeping with my roommate—it was as though the lingerie gave her a sudden burst of confidence, and now she looked up at me like a goddess reveling in the adulation of a devoted worshipper.

      ‘…and then he’ll be the next person to see me in this—and to take it off me.’

      I gulped as she pulled the black lace top of the stocking into place halfway up her thigh.

      ‘Keira said that, did she?’ I said.

      Lizzie started putting on her other stocking, and replied, ‘She said she’s dated guys like you before.’

      ‘Guys like me?’ I chuckled. It sounded as though my girlfriend had had a lengthy conversation about me with Jacob’s girlfriend.

      Lizzie shrugged, ‘I told her how into it you were—you know, me sleeping with another guy. I guess I was still pretty baffled by it, but she said it was actually a pretty common fantasy.’

      ‘Yeah?’

      ‘She was right,’ Lizzie giggled. ‘I Googled it, and it was right there among the top male sexual fantasies. Something like 58% of men fantasize about watching their partner with somebody else.’

      Now she had both her lace-topped stockings on, and her sexy lacy bodysuit, and she just looked incredible. I was sure that pornography had trained me to respond physically to the sight of a woman wearing stockings, that it had conditioned me to believe that something seriously sexy was about to happen—just like Pavlov’s dog was conditioned to salivate on hearing a metronome, because it was wired to believe the metronome meant food was coming. But I didn’t care. She looked sensational, that was the main thing. And she was dressing up like this to have sex with someone else.

      She stood again, and turned to rummage through her backpack, and I just stared at her in those stockings. It was just so sensational to see her wearing them. Almost unreal. I’d seen so many women wearing stockings in pornography, and now my girlfriend was wearing them, it was almost as though a famous celebrity was in our midst, and even though it was right in front of my eyes, it felt like I could be imagining things.

      Anyway.

      Then Lizzie held up a little black dress, which she must have folded well to keep it inside her backpack, because it had no creases in it.

      ‘You think he’ll like it?’ she asked, as if she needed to. It felt as though she was pressing my buttons again.

      It felt as though Keira had told her which buttons to press to get me going.

      ‘Oh, yes,’ I said, and she smiled, enjoying my avid attention immensely.

      At last, slowly, as though she was giving me as much time as possible to ogle her in her lingerie, she slipped on the dress. God. Even the dress was sexy, and not the kind of thing I’d ever have imagined Lizzie wearing.

      It almost looked sprayed on her body, covering so little of her legs and her cleavage that if you’d told me it was just more lingerie, I wouldn’t have questioned it.

      ‘I don’t think I’d want to go out in public wearing this,’ she said, tugging on it here and there, a little self-conscious.

      ‘You look stunning,’ I said, finding it easier to give her compliments the more the evening went on.

      She smiled, loving the adulation, and gave me a twirl as though rewarding me.

      ‘You don’t think I look too slutty?’ she asked, and I found myself wondering whether anything could be too slutty, in the circumstances.

      ‘Sexy, not slutty,’ I said, standing up myself, now; stepping up to her, placing my hands on her shoulders before sweeping them down her sides to take in the feel of that skin-tight dress on her body. The dress was soft, and oh-so thin, and I could feel the heat of her flesh through it.

      I leaned in to kiss her lips, and it was just magical.

      My girlfriend. About to be defiled by another man. Looking just exquisite.

      She seemed to enjoy our kiss as much as I did, and, somehow, that surprised me. I think I was expecting her to be impatient to get out of here, that she would be looking forward to sleeping with Jacob rather than wanting to spend time with her boring boyfriend, who she could see whenever. Instead, she closed her eyes and moaned quietly as we kissed, putting her arms around my waist, pulling me to her possessively.

      She detected how hard I was as we kissed—I know she did, because as she pulled herself against me, and my manhood was squeezed between us, her moan deepened, and then she was clamping her body even more firmly against me, crushing my hardness between us, and gently stirring her hips as she pulled it to her.

      ‘Remember, I can stop, any time you like, if you change your mind,’ she said, breathless, as we finally ended our kiss.

      ‘I didn’t change my mind the first time you slept with him,’ I pointed out, making her smirk and blush.

      It was still shocking to her—to both of us—that she had slept with Jacob. That she was about to again. It went so firmly against everything we knew about relationships.

      But now, she stepped back, and said, ‘I’m going to have to put my makeup on in the bathroom…’

      I nodded, startled that she was talking of wearing makeup. For Jacob. For her date. Even though it was totally unsurprising considering the lengths to which she’d already gone in what she was wearing.

      ‘I’d better get the food out of the oven,’ I said, though now I felt strangely reluctant to let her leave my room.

      My girlfriend.

      Mine.

      It was just last-minute doubts, paranoia, fear.

      My preconceptions telling me it wasn’t a good idea to let my beloved fall into the hands of a rival suitor.

      I just had to take a deep breath and ignore those little pangs in my chest—focus instead on the arousal that glowed white-hot in my loins.

      I stepped forward, gave her an affectionate little peck on the lips, and then led the way out of my room.

      The date was about to commence.
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      I felt so nervous as I set about the final stages of preparing the meal for Jacob and Lizzie’s date. More nervous, I think, than I had been the other day, when Lizzie had first slept with him.

      It was something to do with the way Lizzie had prepared herself for Jacob this time. She was making a real effort, she wanted to impress. It wasn’t just coming around to our flat dressed in jeans for a quick fuck with my flatmate because that was the deal.

      I told myself that it was all to do with Keira’s little suggestions—Keira was the one pulling the strings here, advising Lizzie on things that would really get me going.

      It was just a mental thing. Nothing was really any different to the first time we’d done this. It was just that Lizzie was all dressed up, and that this evening she was going to enjoy a ‘date’ with Jacob. All it was, really, was a quick dinner in our kitchen, and then watching TV on the couch. It had just been built up as something more in my mind by this point.

      I probably didn’t help myself, much, in this respect. I mean, I set the little table in our kitchen with the nicest looking of our random collection of flatware and silverware. The plates even matched. I put out some of the red napkins we had left over from a party the previous summer, and our best wine glasses—and even, for goodness’ sake, a couple of candles I’d noticed lurking in the cupboard under the sink for use if there was a power cut.

      If I switched out the kitchen lights, there was atmosphere, for God’s sake.

      I made an arugula salad to go alongside the Mac ’n’ cheese—not exactly complicated, but with a touch of olive oil and shavings of fresh Parmesan, it looked seriously classy.

      Jesus.

      I don’t know if I was trying to impress Lizzie so that she’d think of me during her date, while eating the food I had cooked for them.

      Or maybe I did just love this strange fizzy feeling in my chest at the thought of my girlfriend going on a special date with another guy, and I just wanted to ramp up those confused feelings of angst and arousal.

      I didn’t have long to think about it. Jacob came out of his room, greeting me warmly, his smile showing gratitude for my efforts at cooking as he told me how nice it was to break up the tedious routine with a date like this.

      God. He’d gotten all dressed up, too. Wearing a very nice shirt, pants, and shoes, which almost had a designer look about them. I’d seen Jacob put on the full spectacle for dates before, of course, and tonight he was really going full-on. He’d brushed his hair and had employed hair products. He positively reeked of cologne, although since it was very obviously expensive cologne, it thankfully didn’t seem to offend my sensibilities.

      Jesus. He’s dressing to impress my girlfriend.

      I had to tell myself that all this was, simply, doing something to break the monotony of lockdown. As Jacob had said. We were putting on a special night as a treat to help us get through this awful situation, being stuck at home with no real end in sight.

      The thing was, the special night would end with Jacob fucking my girlfriend. That was the weird bit. And as much as that prospect turned me on—and it still very much did—I had to admit, by that stage, that all this specialness, the dressing up, the fancy date night, was stoking the fear inside me. I was certain I wasn’t jealous, but there might have been some of that in there, too, though I didn’t want to admit it to myself.

      I poured him a glass of chilled white wine, and then Lizzie appeared—looking absolutely unbelievable.

      I know it isn’t exactly the woke thing to say women should wear makeup, but one of the reasons some of them do is because it can just emphasize their already good looks. I’d never seen Lizzie use this much makeup—normally she just wasn’t the type to worry so much about her appearance, and I guess she was confident enough that I was attracted to her not to use much more than a little lipstick here and there. I wouldn’t have said she’d gone overboard, but tonight, she walked out of that bathroom with eyeliner, deep crimson lipstick, a hint of mascara, and it all just seemed to put her good looks into incredible focus, accentuating her lips, eyes and eyelashes.

      Wow.

      ‘Hey, how you doing?’ I stood back and watched as she walked up to Jacob and greeted him with a sweet kiss on the cheek.

      God.

      ‘Great. You look amazing,’ Jacob said, and I felt pride at how impressed he was with her, and envy at how he clearly desired her—knowing that he was going to get her, as soon as their movie night was over.

      ‘Thanks,’ she grinned, batting her eyes flirtatiously.

      ‘Care for a little wine?’

      ‘Of course!’

      Oh Jesus. They were basically ignoring me. I swear. I realized they’d already slept with each other once, but I was completely taken aback by how much they were very clearly into one another.

      My heart was pounding, and nothing sexual was happening at all.

      I put every ounce of energy I had into just trying to appear calm and unfazed by any of it. Yet under the surface, I was completely blown away—shocked, a little horrified and deeply terrified of how flirty they were together, and at the same time weirdly turned on, bizarrely elated and quite stunningly thrilled by what was going on.

      Jacob glanced at me, and I knew exactly what he wanted—I stepped forward to pour Lizzie a glass of wine.

      Then I stepped back again.

      They were treating me like a damn waiter. I suppose that was my role during their date.

      ‘You look absolutely gorgeous in that dress,’ Jacob was throwing it on thickly.

      ‘Thank you! And you turned out quite nicely…’ Lizzie was lapping it up—and giving it back.

      Jeez—the way the neckline of her dress plunged down, it was like she was wearing a sexy bra, rather than a dress. So much cleavage. I knew Jacob was indulging in that view, too, even though he seemed good at maintaining razor-sharp eye contact with her.

      I could hardly focus on what they were saying to each other, I was having to put so much effort into just remaining standing while my legs started feeling like jelly and my stomach squirmed and my heart palpitated, and it felt like half of my blood supply had rushed into my almost painful erection, leaving the rest of my body short on supply.

      I pushed on, working so hard to keep cool and not reveal my confused feelings; it was like the Starship Enterprise diverting full power to its shields when a battle with the Klingons was going badly.

      I found it best to try to pretend I really was their waiter, stand back and let them enjoy a glass of wine and some flirty conversation before I turned to serve their food onto their plates, and present it to them.

      Then, it was time for me to scuttle away.

      I eventually made it to my bedroom and could hear Lizzie laughing merrily at something Jacob said, and her laughter really cut through to my very being—it was the laughter of someone who fully intended to sleep with her date that night.

      I sealed myself in my bedroom with a bowlful of Mac ’n’ cheese which I really didn’t feel like touching now, slumped down on my bed and felt absolutely exhausted.
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        * * *

      

      I managed to calm down after a while. They were, after all, only having dinner. I was able to eat my own food and watch a little Netflix on my laptop.

      I could slip out to the bathroom, every now and then and check up on them. They seemed to spend absolutely ages over dinner.

      I didn’t leave them completely alone, though—when I saw that they were finally finished with their entree, I duly appeared to clear away their plates and present them with dessert, a light strawberry cheesecake. Again, they hardly even noticed that I was there—it was just as though they were in a restaurant, and I was merely the waiter.

      Later, when they were done with their food, they transferred to our little living room, and a comfortable position on the couch and, as I cleared the dinner table, I saw Jacob with his arm around Lizzie’s shoulders while they watched Tenet, the new Christopher Nolan movie we hadn’t managed to catch at the movie theater.

      They looked so good together. So intimate, even though they were doing little more than just sit beside each other, Jacob’s arm around her. It was something about their body language, the way she seemed to curve into him, fitting together with him like yin and yang.

      It shocked me.

      It thrilled me.

      It made me quietly gasp for breath.

      I had to try to ignore it as I finished up clearing away after dinner. I wasn’t going to stay there and stack the dishwasher—leaving the plates tidily piled by the sink was as far as I was going to go, but at least it looked fairly orderly. It wouldn’t make them think this was a slum during their date.

      Then I scurried away, equally aroused and stunned at what was going on.
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      I was in my room, sealed away from it all, safely watching Netflix on my laptop, when FaceTime interrupted. My screen went black, with a message in white stating that ‘Keira Rushton would like FaceTime’.

      My brain was a little too fuzzy at first to work out what was going on, and I just froze until my gaze panned down to the red and green phone symbols at the bottom of the screen.

      Keira wanted to FaceTime?

      I noticed the lack of the word ‘to’ in the official request—Keira just wanted FaceTime. Keira did not want ‘to’ FaceTime. Grammar whore strikes. I thought Lizzie would have been proud of me.

      Keira wanted time with my face.

      I clicked on the green phone symbol, and couldn’t quite believe that it really was Keira, right there on my screen. She was on a bed, lying on her front hugging a pillow, looking magazine-cover beautiful in a little pink tank top that left her midriff exposed, and a pair of pale gray shorts that left most of her thighs exposed. Hardly the type of person I could quite believe would ever stoop to talk with the likes of me. Maybe that was a hangover of school, though, where we rigidly learned that we were not to socialize with the top rank of the social hierarchy.

      ‘Hey, Ryan, how’s it going?’

      Even the sound of my name on her lips seemed strange—though of course I knew her from when she’d been around the flat with Jacob occasionally, before the lockdown, she’d never really spoken much directly to me before.

      ‘Good,’ I said, feeling myself shiver a little.

      ‘The date’s going well?’

      I nodded. ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘Lizzie wanted me to check on you,’ Keira said with a sweet smile.

      ‘Oh, okay,’ I chuckled, trying to seem like none of this was a big deal. I added, ‘This whole date thing was your idea.’

      She grinned. ‘I thought you’d have fun with it. I thought it might make you a little crazy. I’m right, aren’t I?’

      ‘I… guess so.’

      She stirred on the bed, and I realized that those little gray shorts she was wearing were actually a pair of panties. Why would she FaceTime me in her underwear? It seemed strangely intimate.

      ‘You’re not like Jacob,’ she said, and it seemed like a compliment, somehow.

      ‘No,’ I agreed.

      ‘Jacob dates other women, that’s fine. He lets me have fun with other people, if I want. No big deal. But with you… and Lizzie… it’s a big deal, right?’

      I shrugged, but I was agreeing with her.

      She smiled, ‘I dated someone like you before, in college.’ She shifted on the bed a little, and I caught a nice little glimpse of her cleavage, and her bare stomach. Made me wonder why Jacob would ever want to date other women—particularly someone like Lizzie, who was just so normal compared with Keira. A girl-next-door, rather than a model.

      ‘Someone like me?’ It was interesting, though.

      She grinned. ‘A cuckold.’

      ‘A cuckold?’

      She nodded. ‘He lived in the apartment next to mine,’ she said. ‘We got to talking at various Freshman parties, you know? We were friends. He was so dorky. But kind of cute. Not my usual type at all. I dated various guys but would always end up talking to him at parties. I liked him. Someone ended up telling me he had a crush on me, and I didn’t really know what to do with it. I made out with various guys in front of him, to see if he would do anything—but he didn’t get involved.’

      ‘I think if I met someone like you in college,’ I laughed, ‘I would know not to get involved, too.’

      ‘But I could see him watching…’ she said, squirming a little on her bed, touching her hair almost like she was flirting—only I was the only person there, and it surprised me that she might want to flirt with me.

      ‘Watching?’ I prompted her.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ she rocked her hips a little, and I caught a glimpse of her shapely behind—oh, yes, those were definitely panties, not shorts. ‘It was intense. So I went further with the guy I was making out with… you know… touching… and so on… and he kept watching—trying to be subtle and all, but… he was enjoying it.’

      I nodded.

      She said, ‘I knew he did definitely have a crush on me by then… I was trying to make him jealous, I guess. Only he wasn’t getting jealous.’

      ‘He probably assumed you were out of his league,’ I pointed out.

      She shrugged. ‘Later that night we got to talking, and I was asking about his ideal date. And he said he wanted to date someone who would see other people, too.’

      ‘Okay.’

      ‘Only, he didn’t want an open relationship—he didn’t want to date other people as well. Just wanted a girlfriend who would.’

      I nodded again. I felt anxiety, because it felt like some kind of big step in my own self-awareness—I was, somehow, learning about myself, even though I was hearing about some guy Keira had known in college. Only with me, there was some kind of choice going on.

      Was I choosing to let Lizzie date other guys?

      I felt like I wanted that.

      ‘You actually dated him?’ I asked Keira.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ she said, shifting and squirming a little on the bed, touching her mouth as though she was thinking about sex. She laughed, ‘When it started, I was, like, trying to prove him wrong. I thought we’d sleep together… and then the next night when I went out with someone else, he’d get all mad at me and jealous, and it would make things… you know… normal again…’

      ‘But he didn’t get jealous?’

      She shook her head. ‘I went over to see him after I’d been with the other guy that night… and he was asking about what happened… and we kissed… and… you know… more…’

      I thought about how it had been with Lizzie the last time, after she’d been with Jacob. I almost envied Keira’s college friend.

      ‘It was so intense,’ Keira said, ‘I’d never been with a guy who was so into me…’

      She lifted her behind up, now, so that she was on all fours on the bed, though still hugging that pillow. Wiggling her hips, as if remembering sex from her college days.

      ‘So you dated that guy for a while?’ I asked her, assuming that she’d say that things hadn’t worked out, that the guy had just been too geeky for her, or something.

      But she said, ‘All through college. It was amazing. People thought we were just friends—even thought he might be, like, my gay best friend or something. But he didn’t care about that.’

      I nodded.

      ‘Lizzie’s seriously lucky,’ Keira said, and I suddenly had the uncomfortable realization that she might be hitting on me. As much as my ego responded to someone as attractive as Keira hitting on me, it felt a little wrong.

      ‘And she wanted you to check on me?’ I said, not quite believing that my girlfriend would want Keira talking to me on FaceTime while she was away with Jacob.

      Keira smiled, ‘She just wants to make sure you’re really okay with all this.’

      She seemed on the level, she seemed to be telling the truth.

      ‘I’m okay,’ I confirmed.

      ‘So… what are they doing right now?’

      I shrugged, ‘Snuggling up on the couch together, watching a movie.’

      ‘Maybe making out a little?’ Keira pushed me.

      ‘I guess.’

      ‘You wanna go see?’

      I looked at Keira, surprised.

      She said, ‘You want to, don’t you? Go take a little look.’

      I couldn’t help myself. I crept over to the doorway and crouched down. I opened my door slowly and heard the sounds of the movie coming from the TV. One quick glance over my shoulder told me that Keira was following my progress closely—there she was on the screen of my laptop, watching me, apparently delighted that I was sneaking a peek out at Lizzie and Jacob. In fact, she was sitting up on her bed, now, and she had a hand under her pink tank top, apparently fondling one of her breasts as she monitored what I was doing.

      It struck me that Keira was as much a voyeur as I wanted to be. And, somehow, that made me feel less bad about myself.

      I edged out of the doorway, enough to see around the corner, over toward the couple in the living room. I held my breath as I caught sight of them. They were making out, as I had expected they would be, but Jacob had his shirt completely unfastened as he sat there, legs parted, with Lizzie rubbing the bulge in his crotch with both hands as she kissed his mouth.

      As I looked more closely, I saw Jacob’s hand buried between Lizzie’s thighs, and saw the movement as he stroked her there.

      God.

      I know they’d had full sex the last time Lizzie had visited—but this seemed more dramatic. I was actually seeing them. And it seemed to me that as I watched, Jacob was actually touching my girlfriend’s sex.

      I turned to look back at Keira on my laptop again, and she was now sitting up watching me, and as she did so she had one hand lodged between her thighs, and one shoved up her top. This all seemed crazy. We’d all gotten cabin fever because of the lockdown, we’d all just turned into horny so-and-sos. I leaned back into my room, feeling conflicted over whether to witness what was going on between Lizzie and Jacob. It might be my right, as they were doing it in a communal part of the apartment, and yet it was a private act they were engaged in.

      I moved back to the desk, and to my laptop, and Keira withdrew her hand from between her thighs to ask me what I’d seen.

      ‘They’re making out,’ I said. ‘Jacob… has his hand between Lizzie’s legs…’

      Keira grinned. ‘And you don’t want to see?’

      ‘I…’ I hesitated, then said, ‘it’s… private…’

      Keira shook her head. ’Not if they’re doing it on the living room couch.’

      The blonde sat up, on the edge of her bed, and I caught a glimpse between her legs—her gray panties marked by a little dark patch. She was wet. There was something thrilling about that. And, also, something strangely comforting. It was her boyfriend, too. It felt like we were in this together.

      She said, ‘You should go watch. If they’re out there doing it, you’re allowed to watch.’

      Then, while I was still hesitating, she added, ‘Will you let me see?’

      On screen, she parted her legs, and made no apparent secret of what was going on between her thighs. The wet patch. Her hand pressing up against her pussy through her underwear. And because it was Keira, and because she was beautiful, and because she was a full alpha type, socially, it didn’t seem shameful and embarrassing. Masturbation. It just seemed like Keira responding to the fact that her boyfriend was fooling around sexually with my girlfriend.

      I nodded and picked up my laptop from the desk. Then I crept back over to the doorway again, and edged out. Oh Jesus. Lizzie had removed her dress by now. There she was, wearing only her date lingerie, leaning into him as they made out, as his fingers worked between her thighs. I held the laptop so that Keira would be able to see, the camera on top of my screen at least poking around the edge of the door, if not the screen itself.

      It went on for a while. Lizzie and Jacob were in no rush. It struck me how different this was to pornography, where things had to keep moving constantly, where one sexual act had to give way to the next within a matter of minutes, or else there would be a risk of losing the viewer.

      Keira and I watched for an age, and then we saw Lizzie sit up and peel down the top of her bodysuit.

      Were they doing this on purpose? To tease me? To test me?

      I brought the laptop back into the room, and silently closed my door. My heart was pounding.

      Keira said, ‘Too much for you?’

      I put the laptop back on the desk so I wouldn’t have to hold it.

      Keira said, ‘It’s so sexy, isn’t it?’

      I nodded.

      ‘Are you hard as a rock, watching them?’

      I shrugged, feeling a little strange that she was asking me that.

      Then she said, ‘Show me. Please?’

      I showed my surprise, but she flashed back only an expression of innocence. ‘What?’ she said. ‘I just want to know how you really feel…’

      Then she folded her arms in front of her chest, as though shielding her body from my eyes—only instead of actually hiding herself from me, suddenly she was pulling off her top, exposing her bare breasts to my gaze. As though her exposure would necessitate my own.

      I hissed, ‘What’re you doing?’

      Her breasts were very pleasing on the eye. Not as large as Lizzie’s, but nevertheless full, shapely, with stiff nipples jutting out toward me.

      She lay back down on her bed, across the view of the camera, smiling brightly as I gazed at her. ‘What’s the problem?’ she demanded. ‘My boyfriend’s having sex with your girlfriend. We’re all in this together now.’

      I felt like I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. The choice was to watch Lizzie out there with Jacob or stay in here and get tempted by Keira.

      ‘Come on… show me how hard you are,’ she was demanding, messing with the waistband of her panties, now, as though tempted to whip them off, too.

      ‘I’m not sure Lizzie would…’ I stammered.

      ‘Lizzie’s having sex with someone else…’

      She had a point. And now she did pull her panties down a little way down her thighs, and then slipped a hand between her legs. Delving. Masturbating.

      She said, ‘Right now, Jacob has his fingers inside Lizzie.’

      I was transfixed to the screen—Keira stroking her stomach, only her hand didn’t stop when it reached the bottom of her stomach, it swept further down between her legs, to sweep over her hairless mound. She gazed at me as she touched herself, offering up her bright, blue, bedroom eyes in temptation. She jostled her hips so that I could have no doubt she really was touching herself—and that her pussy really was completely shaved.

      ‘Come on… nobody needs to know…’ she said, her spare hand tugging her panties further down—or, I should say up, since her knees were raised—her thighs.

      It felt scurrilous and wrong. It felt like cheating.

      And yet it was only via a webcam. Keira wasn’t here in person.

      And, true enough, my girlfriend was currently in the process of having sex with another man.

      I unfastened my fly, and cautiously tugged open my pants. Keira paused her own masturbation to fluff up her pillow and turn a little more toward her laptop so that she could get a better view of what I was doing.

      I paused, fearful that Lizzie would, for some reason, suddenly barrel into the room—perhaps telling me she was going into Jacob’s room, that I had one last chance to stop her from fucking him. But, of course, there was nothing.

      I pulled down my pants and let my hard-on flop out into the open air.

      I heard Keira cooing, and blushed as my gaze returned to the laptop screen, to see her staring at me, her hand now buried between her thighs while she took in the sight of me standing there with my hard dick standing at full attention in front of me.

      ‘You’re so big… so hard…’ she murmured, and I watched her free hand slipping her panties off her legs entirely so that she could lie back, completely naked.

      I said, ‘What would Jacob say if he could see this?’

      Keira grinned. ‘He wouldn’t care.’

      ‘I think Lizzie might.’

      She shook her head. ‘Lizzie wanted me to keep you company. To make sure you’re all right.’

      I chuckled and took a seat in my desk chair—still letting her see my hard cock. For some strange reason, I enjoyed sharing with her how turned on I was by all this. ‘She didn’t mean this, though,’ I said.

      ‘Sure she did,’ Keira said, and tilted her whole body toward me, toward the camera, so that now I actually saw her pussy as she stroked it.

      Wow.

      Keira said, ‘We’re all in this together now, right?’

      I couldn’t believe what a man-eater Keira was, nor that I was suddenly her target. But I could hardly argue against the sense of solidarity we had going on between us. My girlfriend was dating her boyfriend. And it was consensual all around.

      I left her and the laptop on my desk and moved back over to the doorway. It felt safer over there, opening my door, edging out of it a little, trying to catch a glimpse of what was going on out in the living room. I guess it made me feel less guilty about what Keira was up to if I saw, with my own eyes, Lizzie fooling around with Jacob.

      Right now she was on the floor, kneeling between Jacob’s legs as he sat there on the couch. At first my gut feeling was that she must have been playing a game with him, perhaps begging and pleading with him to go into the bedroom with her. I’m not sure why my gut feeling was so naive, so innocent. When I saw her head bob down, repeatedly, and then the way Jacob lounged back in the couch with a blissful expression on his face, it became perfectly clear to me—crystal—what was going on.

      My girlfriend had another guy’s cock in her mouth.

      My Lizzie was going down on Jacob.

      I heard Keira from across the room whispering a question, ‘What’re they doing now?’

      The excitement in her voice made me wonder if she was really like me—that she was getting off on her boyfriend being with someone else.

      But I did her a favor, took a few steps back toward the laptop, told her, ‘Lizzie’s going down on him,’ and Keira wasn’t asking me if it looked as though she was making Jacob feel good, she wasn’t asking me if Jacob looked like he was going to come in her mouth any time soon. She wasn’t even asking me to take the laptop over there to show her Lizzie sucking on her boyfriend’s cock.

      Keira’s questions were all about me.

      ‘Does it make you so hard, seeing her doing it?’ She asked.

      And, ‘How do you feel, seeing her like that? With his cock in her mouth…?’

      Keira was excited about me having this experience, about me as a cuckold.

      ‘I feel good,’ I told her, and it felt like throwing her a bone. ‘I want her to have fun.’

      ‘Show me,’ she said, and on screen she looked like one of those webcam babes you see advertising on Pornhub sometimes, masturbating in front of the camera, trying to entice you into some kind of personal show.

      I’ll admit it was tempting. Keira was so very attractive. And if Lizzie asked me if I’d been watching her touching herself on her webcam, there was no way I could deny it at this point.

      The only credible story I could present was that Keira had demanded this—and that she had insisted this was what Lizzie wanted her to do. To keep me company. To make sure I was all right while she was with Jacob.

      I held up my hard-on to the camera, showing her what I had.

      Keira moaned, and turned full-on to the camera, showing me everything, making it, somehow, between us.

      ‘Does it make you want her more?’ She asked me, her hand tracing furious circles around her pink pussy lips. ’Seeing her with another guy’s dick in her mouth… what does it make you want to do?’

      I said, ‘It makes me want to go out there. Take her myself.’

      Keira grinned. ‘You want to kiss her, right? Suck on her dirty mouth?’

      I stroked my shaft, purposefully giving her a show. I guess I felt pity for her and her loneliness.

      I said, ‘Maybe I’d want to get on the floor, lie between her legs while she sucks on him…’

      Keira moaned, ‘I bet she’d like that… I bet she’d be so wet, sucking on him… grinding her pussy on your face…’

      I moved back to the door, standing this time as I edged out to steal a glance at my girlfriend and my roommate. This time, I let Keira watch me watching them. I let her see me stroking my cock while I took in the sight of Lizzie fucking Jacob with her throat.

      I couldn’t see much from that rear view, though from the sounds of things, there was no doubt that Lizzie was not faking.

      Were they doing this on purpose? Did they know there was a chance I would take a peek at some point? Maybe the risk of discovery got them going.

      I watched and wondered if I’d feel the same if I actually saw Jacob’s cock sinking into my girlfriend’s mouth.

      I didn’t know. I felt no signs of changing my mind about any of this.

      I started thinking that Lizzie was going to fuck Jacob on that couch soon—but then she suddenly stood up, and Jacob did, too, and the two of them walked out, around the corner, to his room.

      I felt strangely disappointed by that.

      ‘He’s fucking her now, right?’ Keira said when I wandered back over to report on what had happened.

      ‘I guess so,’ I agreed.

      ‘And you’re all right?’

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘Does it hurt? Knowing?’

      ‘No, not at all. I want her to do this,’ I said.

      Keira smiled, as though she’d been hoping I’d say that.

      ‘You know we could watch, if we wanted,’ she said. ‘We’d just have to ask.’

      I shrugged, feeling strange about it, though it was tempting to see what was going on between Lizzie and Jacob.

      ‘Maybe next time,’ she said.
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      I was actually settling down for bed, assuming that Lizzie and Jacob’s epic sex session was going to continue on and on until late into the night, when there was a light knock on the door.

      Snuggling up under the covers with my laptop—on which I had Netflix by now, rather than a naked Keira—my initial thought was that the knock might even be Jacob, rather than Lizzie, asking if it was all right if she slept with him all night.

      But here she was, all dressed up in her date lingerie, albeit somewhat ruffled and tousled from sex with another man.

      She looked absolutely gorgeous in that black teddy and back thigh-high stockings.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, looking somewhat uncertain about being here.

      ‘Hey, how are you?’ I said, feeling a little uncertain about what she expected.

      ‘Good,’ she smiled.

      I could smell her. I could smell the sex on her. Even while she was by the door, and I was in my bed, my room was so small that her presence quickly filled the tiny chamber. God. I was so turned on.

      My girlfriend had just had sex with someone else. She was still ripe with it.

      She lingered by the door, said, ‘I was going to… you know… take a quick shower…’

      I nodded, though I wasn’t really thinking about what she was saying.

      But then she added, ‘Only… Keira suggested… maybe I should see you… a bit… before I get in the shower…’

      Keira suggested.

      Why was I getting the feeling that the naughty blonde was engineering all of this, from Day One? And yet, now that Lizzie uttered those words, it made me think. Keira wanted to drop me in the deep end for the cuckold experience. If she wanted me to see Lizzie before she showered, then there was a reason for that.

      I picked myself up from the bed, pulled myself up to my feet. Lizzie took half a step back, surprised, but then as I approached her, she stood her ground.

      ‘You had fun on your date?’ I asked her, tentatively placing my hands on her shoulders. Her skin was fiery hot—and sticky. She was glistening with perspiration, all over, it seemed like she’d been in a sauna.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ she said, nodding, with a cautious smile.

      I brushed my fingers through her long, loose, dark hair, feeling how damp it was.

      I was just astounded, stunned at her. At how recently she’d just had sex with my roommate.

      I leaned into her, breathing her in—the muggy scent of sex, of sweat, of come—and she just seemed to freeze like a deer in headlamps, apparently guarding herself in case I suddenly snapped and became horrified at her gross, unwashed post-coital state.

      But as my lips closed the gap to hers, if anything I became more fascinated with her, more aroused, more attracted. My adulterous girl. She smelled of him. She had sucked on him, she had taken him inside her.

      Somehow, the experience was all the more powerful for me on this second occasion, because their date had built it all up—and because here she was, standing before me, still bearing the physical evidence of their union.

      I kissed her, inhaling that strangely intoxicating scent of sex as I tasted her salty lips, and it was almost like kissing her for the first time. Unfamiliar. These soft, full lips had stretched around another man’s cock, and now I was sucking on them. She appeared to hesitate, still waiting for me to realize what she’d just done and be horrified. But I moaned as I kissed her, and took hold of one of her hands, brought it down between my legs, touching it to my hardness—showing her how I was feeling about her. How much she turned me on.

      Then she seemed to thaw, and started kissing me back, apparently relieved that I still wanted her—and, after a beat or two, she stirred and became aroused, too.

      I kissed her cheek, and under her ear, breathing her in as I enjoyed the softness of her skin, and the sharp saltiness of the perspiration on her flesh.

      ‘Keira said she kept you company while I was with Jacob,’ Lizzie said, breathless as my hands reached her breasts, and both her hands stroked the bulge in my pants.

      ‘She did,’ I said, and now maybe it was my turn to feel uncertain, to worry that Lizzie would react to horror to what I had to report.

      But she’d been talking to Keira just before coming here, I knew. The risk of me lying about what had happened, only to be refuted by her conversation with Keira was too much. If I was going to trust Lizzie about being with Jacob, then she had to be able to trust me about being with Keira.

      ‘She was, like, more turned on by it all than even I was,’ I said, gauging her response to what I told her while I spoke.

      ‘Yeah?’

      Lizzie smiled sweetly, and sounded oddly hopeful as she said, ‘did she stay with you long?’

      I nodded. ‘She was… touching herself.’

      ‘Yeah?’ My girlfriend giggled. ‘She’s like you.’

      I felt Lizzie’s hands dip into my pajama pants, and now she was grasping my hard cock directly, and squeezing hard.

      ‘She was… showing me,’ I said, still cautious, waiting for the ball to drop, and for Lizzie to start getting jealous. ‘She… showed me everything…’

      ‘She stripped off?’ But Lizzie wasn’t getting jealous.

      ‘And she wanted to see me…’ I took another little risk. Still, my girlfriend didn’t seem even slightly threatened.

      ‘She wanted to see… this?’ She gave my hard-on a squeeze, so I knew she was referring to it.

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      I felt her hands encircle my girth, and cup my balls, exploring my manhood. She said, ‘Poor thing, all on her own… no wonder…’

      I was genuinely surprised that she wasn’t even a little cagey. She was apparently totally okay with another woman hitting on me—exposing herself to me and wanting me to expose myself to her.

      ‘I bet she loved seeing this,’ Lizzie said, pumping my hard-on as her dark eyes returned to my face.

      ‘You don’t… mind?’ I prompted her.

      She shrugged, and said, ‘we’re kind of all in this together, right?’ And I could hear Keira’s voice uttering an almost identical phrase. The two of them had been talking. The two of them clearly had some kind of arrangement of their own going on.

      Well, that was interesting. Well, at least there wasn’t any bad blood between anybody.

      I said, ‘She said she wanted to watch you and Jacob some time.’

      Lizzie kissed me again briefly on the mouth, and then said, ‘She said you wanted to watch us, too.’

      I felt my manhood throb as she said that—and she felt it, too, since she had her hands wrapped around it. It made her giggle—and I guess my feelings were now known.

      She said, ‘I’ll talk to Jacob… I don’t think he’ll have a problem with it.’

      We were all in this together. All four of us. Only, I wasn’t sure how to talk to Lizzie about what Keira had been like with me. The pretty blonde hadn’t just been getting turned on because she was waiting around for her boyfriend to finish up having sex with my girlfriend—she’d been getting aroused by me going through the cuckold experience.

      Maybe I’d been getting the wrong end of the stick. This was lockdown. Everybody was going a bit crazy.

      But that was a distraction.

      Right now, I had my woman standing in front of me, reeking of sex with another man.

      I slipped the straps of the teddy off her shoulders and peeled it down her body to expose her large breasts. The corners of her mouth curled into an alluring, seductive smile. She didn’t seem to care about what had happened with Keira. So I didn’t need to worry about it. I didn’t need to think about it. I coaxed Lizzie down onto my bed, and drank in the look of wonder in her eyes—she was still a little stunned at my wanting her so soon after she’d been with my roommate—and without waiting for her to shower, too.

      But this wasn’t about me just getting to have sex with her as well. This wasn’t just about me waiting for my turn with her.

      This was about me being powerfully turned on by the fact she had been with someone else.

      She lay down on my little bed, and I was all over her, kissing her neck, and down to her bare chest, gently pressing my face against her voluptuous breasts, breathing in the lingering scent from her damp skin—sweat, female arousal, come. Had he fucked her breasts? I was willing to put money on it. Had he come all over her breasts? Maybe. It didn’t bother me. If anything, it spurred me on—I spent more time with her tits than ever before, sucking on them, fondling them, marveling at how another man had had his way with them just before.

      There was no rush.

      I sucked on her nipples and one of my hands wandered down her stomach, then between her legs. I found her lingerie soaking wet there, sticky, just a mess.

      He’d fucked her. He’d fucked her so many times. It had been like the two of them enjoying a workout session together. A CrossFit workout session. Working out as they clung onto each other, as he thrust his hard cock inside her.

      I stroked her pussy through her underwear while nibbling on her nipples, and she parted her legs a little more, aiding my access.

      ‘Did he make you come?’ I asked her.

      ‘Oh, yes,’ she moaned, circling her hips as I stroked her pussy through her panties.

      ‘More than one time?’

      ‘Three times.’

      I smiled. ‘He’s good.’

      She smiled and stroked my hair while I continued to tease her nipples with my mouth. ‘He is.’

      I kissed her lips, and swept my hand beneath her underwear, my fingers dipping into her soaking pussy. As I began toying with her like that, it seemed to make the scent of sex in the air more intense, more heavy. It made me shiver with desire.

      ‘How did he make you come?’ I asked, now kissing my way down her neck, over her chest.

      She beamed brightly, enjoying my interest. There were flames in her dark eyes, and as she spoke, she seemed thrilled to spill over the events of sex with one man into the sex with another—with her boyfriend.

      ‘The first time,’ she said, as I kissed my way down to where her teddy lay, looking more like a pair of panties now, damp and rolled down, ‘I was on top, and we were just really going at it…’

      I moved a little to the side, and she lifted her hips to help me pull her underwear down, off her body, revealing the soaking wet patch of dark fur over her mound, and her prominent, reddened pussy lips.

      Freshly fucked pussy lips.

      She looked down at me as I removed her teddy, leaving her wearing nothing but her sexy black stockings, and I think she was waiting for me to just jump her for a quick fuck, or maybe demand she go rinse off before we got into anything.

      But I kissed her just above the knee, and said, ‘What about the second time?’ Sounding completely unhurried, completely chilled, enjoying myself.

      ‘The second time… he had me standing up, leaning over his desk…’ she said, and I felt my cock throb at the thought of Jacob doing that. Taking my woman over his desk.

      I parted her legs, revealing the full glory of her freshly fucked sex, and kissed my way along her inner thigh as she gazed down, a trifle uncertain at what my intentions were, but intrigued about what I was up to.

      The scent of sex was so strong as I neared her pussy, but it was just thrilling to me. The pure evidence of her adultery.

      ‘Hey, what are you…?’ she said, but then I silenced her by tracing my tongue along the hot, pink groove of her sex.

      ‘Ohhh…’ she moaned, and as I glanced up her gorgeous form, to take in her face and her expression, and see how she was taking this, I could see conflicted emotions in her.

      She seemed to be fighting back her instinct to close her thighs and prevent me from going down on her—I could tell she wasn’t entirely comfortable with it, that she wanted to tell me to forget it, to just climb up and fuck her—and yet at the same time I could tell that something was forcing her to stay put, something was driving her to open her legs fully and let me in.

      I got the sense—particularly after spending time with Keira while Lizzie had been with Jacob earlier—that this was another of the blonde’s suggestions for my girlfriend. Keira had told her to come see me after fucking Jacob without showering first. Now I got the feeling that Keira had told her to let me appreciate her infidelity fully, even if it meant something like this—oral sex after another man had fucked her pussy.

      I was mesmerized by the reality of my girlfriend’s adulterous sex. I couldn’t avoid it now that it was here. I couldn’t just lie on her and shove my manhood inside it—I needed to explore it, I needed to bask in the strange scent and unfamiliar taste, the hotness, the stickiness, the redness of her pussy lips after another man’s cock had pounded her.

      I nuzzled my nose into the soft fur over her mound, breathing in the scent of her infidelity, and I lapped at her sticky folds, and as she lay back and just accepted I wanted to do this, I moaned to confirm how much I appreciated this, how much this turned me on.

      I was licking the pussy of my unfaithful girlfriend, fresh from fucking another man.

      Something suddenly struck me. I lifted my head.

      ‘You didn’t use condoms,’ I said. A statement, more than a question. I think I expected to smell that rubbery, chemical-infused odor from their contraceptives, but there was nothing like that.

      She looked down at me as though I’d surprised her. ‘You know I’m on birth control.’

      ‘And you were when we used condoms for a whole month after we started dating,’ I pointed out. It was a little shocking to me that Lizzie would sleep with a new lover without using condoms. That wasn’t the Lizzie I knew.

      ‘I knew Jacob was clean,’ she said. ‘He hasn’t slept with anyone since March.’

      It shocked me, that we hadn’t even talked about this before she went with Jacob, and at the same time thrilled me. Again, I couldn’t entirely say why.

      God, I could smell his come on her. He must have sprayed it all over her. Maybe I was just reacting to my shock, though.

      ‘Keira said you’d like it this way,’ Lizzie said, quietly, and though it seemed like Keira could become an easy scapegoat, I could believe Jacob’s wild girlfriend would suggest such a thing. And if I thought about it, I even liked that she had.

      Was it my new-found cuckold nature that was both shocked, and thrilled by knowing that my roommate had fucked Lizzie bareback?

      Jesus. It was shocking just to use that word about myself.

      Cuckold.

      To give myself that label. To accept that identity, an identity that mainstream society would shun, if it became public knowledge.

      Maybe it was the tedium of lockdown that had made me enjoy these little surprises, these little shocks. The fact that Lizzie might do things of her own volition.

      I ducked my head again, kissed her well-used pussy.

      ‘I guess… it’s okay,’ I said, not wanting to embrace the idea too quickly in case she somehow thought less of me because of it.

      She seemed to relax. I guess I did, too.

      She was right—there was little risk from sleeping with Jacob.

      I kissed my way along my unfaithful girlfriend’s inner thighs, slowly bringing myself back to her adulterous sex. It probably made it better that they hadn’t used condoms. That may have spoiled my enjoyment of her heat, her wetness, her flavor.

      I soon let go of any concerns. Indulging in her exquisite pussy, adoring how she responded to me as she relaxed and let herself just enjoy it all, without worrying about anything at all. I loved the way her hands moved to my head, encouraging me as I sucked on her sex. I loved the way her hips stirred under me, until it was more her rubbing her pussy against my mouth than me finding the right places to suck on her.

      This, right here, was the hottest thing I’d ever done with her.

      I found myself thinking how much we’d wasted the first months that we’d been together, before the lockdown. If only I’d known how hot it would be for her to be unfaithful. For her to sleep with other men and then come to me. But at least we’d discovered it now.

      She was going crazy as I slipped a couple of fingers inside her to thrust into her while I lapped at her pussy and sucked on her clit. From her panting, sighing, crying moans and the increasingly urgent manner in which she was pulling my head against her pussy, and jerking her hips to grind her sex against my face, I could tell she was getting close to coming.

      It seemed so quick, after we’d started having sex. Who knew I could make her come this quickly by going down on her? But I realized she’d already been primed before she came to me. She’d already come with Jacob. She was already open for business when she’d arrived at my door.

      But she didn’t come like that. Surprising me a little, she stopped, and pulled away from my face on the bed. She sat up, and I assumed she must want to come with my manhood inside her—either from behind, or by riding me. She told me to lie down, and I assumed it would be the latter—cowgirl style.

      And yet now, with me lying on my back on the bed, Lizzie straddled my stomach, and then shuffled upward on me, not down to take my cock inside her. She lifted one knee, and then the other, over my shoulder, and then she was straddling my neck, my head—her pussy right over my mouth.

      Then she sank down and moaned as my lips touched her sex once again, and as I gazed upward, that slightly awkward energy in her eyes seemed to dissipate again. She’d never done this before. I wondered if she felt completely out of her depth, even trying it. She’d probably gotten the idea from Keira. But now as she settled over me, and my mouth found a perfect place to nestle against her soaking pussy, she felt good, and could relax and enjoy it.

      This felt superb. I could gaze up her body and imagine her riding Jacob like this—except that now her pussy was lodged against my mouth, rather than gripping his cock.

      She put a hand down on my head, and then started stirring her hips to gently rub her pussy against my eager mouth. I moaned to indicate to her just how turned on I was by this, and she responded by carefully accelerating over me, working her pussy over my mouth more quickly, pressing down a little more forcefully. My nose grazed against the soft fur of her mound as I sucked at her fleshy lips, lapping up her copious wetness.

      After a while, I found that I could reach up and take great handfuls of her breasts and flick her stiff nipples with my thumbs—and that only made her moan more loudly, pant more deeply, fuck my face more forcefully.

      I wouldn’t, in hindsight, say it was the easiest way to make my girlfriend come, but there was something deliciously different about it, with the taboo hanging over our heads that she was fucking my face with a pussy that had only just pulled off another man’s cock.

      After a few minutes, I was lying there on the bed, clinging to the mattress as she worked herself over me, and all I could do was present my mouth and my tongue, let her use it as she needed, and then just hang on until she was done—crying out, shaking over me, flooding me with her wetness.

      When, eventually, she released me, my whole head was soaking wet, and Lizzie gazed down on me with a mildly apologetic expression on her face, because of what she’d put me through. But I only smiled, and laughed, and that made her smile and laugh, and then she leaned back to discover how insanely hard I was after all that, and it only confirmed how crazily turned on I was that she fucked my mouth with her unfaithful pussy.

      ‘You liked doing that?’ she said, still seeming incredulous at what had just happened.

      ‘Can’t you tell?’ I joked, as she knelt between my ankles and kissed her way along my inner thigh toward my flagpole of an erection.

      ‘I just wouldn’t have thought that something like that…’ she said, stroking my shaft with her cheek as she explored my rock-hard manhood.

      ‘What gave you the idea?’ I said, though I hardly needed her to tell me.

      ‘Keira,’ she smirked.

      She stretched her lips around the tip of my cock and sank down on it, and it felt just wonderful. She took much more of me into her mouth than I could ever remember her doing so before.

      ‘She’s had a lot of experience, I guess,’ I said, and Lizzie smiled.

      She said, ‘I suppose… that’s a good thing, for someone like you. I mean… you know… most guys seem to want to date virgins…’

      I laughed. ‘Experience is good.’

      She climbed up my body again, looking sultry, in a way she’d never seemed before this crazy experiment of ours. She said, ‘Well, maybe I’ll have to get more of it myself.’

      God, her words just pressed all my buttons at once. I grabbed hold of her hips and pulled her down on my cock, and she was so drenched down there that I just slid straight on in, filling her pussy completely, squeezing into her so that she gasped.

      ‘You should definitely get more of it yourself,’ I said as she started to ride my manhood.

      ‘Uh-huh?’ She asked. ‘You mean… beyond Jacob?’

      I pulled her down for a kiss, and that presented her with enough of a reply to be clear what I wanted.

      Then we rolled over, and I was fucking her from the side, and then from behind, and when she was up on all fours it felt like we were just animals.

      We got so sweaty, and she was so wet, and my little box room was so small, it heated up from our body temperatures in no time, so that it felt like we were fucking inside a sauna.

      I was driven by the sense that my gorgeous, but somewhat nerdy girlfriend, Lizzie could be so very wild, fucking other men, coming to me afterward to rub her soaking pussy in my face. And she was open to the idea of dating other men, too, once social distancing rules were gone.

      That was just crazy hot.

      I couldn’t think about something like that for very long before I was flinching and shuddering and shooting my hot cream deep inside her adulterous sex.

      When I came it felt like explosives detonating inside me.

      It was like some kind of life-changing experience.

      And then I felt so suddenly drained, I practically collapsed on my bed.
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      I woke up in the middle of the night, as I tended to do a lot during the pandemic, the whole thing had seriously stressed me out, given the uncertainty hanging over my job, my career, my future, the possible future of a family I might have, and so on. Not to mention the fear of the disease itself, which thankfully had not hit anyone in my immediate circle of friends and family just yet.

      This time when I woke up, though, I was expecting Lizzie to be there next to me when I woke. She had been planning on staying overnight, after all, considering how late we knew she’d be coming to sleep with me after her date with Jacob. But now, my bed was empty.

      Wide awake, thanks to my usual nocturnal anxieties, I picked myself up, and went to duck my head out my door to see if she just happened to have slipped out to the bathroom for a few minutes. There was no one in the bathroom, but I detect the slight dampness in the air, and the faint lingering smell of shampoo—Lizzie’s shampoo—hanging around. I could tell that she must have slipped out for a shower while I’d been asleep.

      Had she showered and then gone home?

      It surprised me to think that she might have trekked all the way across Leeds in the middle of the night to get back to her place. She’d been planning on staying overnight, hadn’t she?

      Back in my room, I found her clothes still lying strewn across my floor—not just her date lingerie, but the clothes she’d been wearing before she’d gotten ready for her date with Jacob, her jeans, her bra and panties, her long-sleeved top. I knew Lizzie well enough to know that she wouldn’t have left her clothes lying around my floor if she was heading back to her place.

      And here, under my desk, I found her backpack. She wouldn’t have gone home without that, would she?

      I found her teddy, the black lacy bodysuit she’d been wearing to fuck Jacob, before I’d peeled it off her. I pressed it to my face—it was still damp. It smelled, enchantingly, of Lizzie and of her arousal. Inhaling that scent only got me hard again.

      But my curiosity was not letting go.

      Silently, I pulled on some undershorts and some jogging bottoms, and crept out of my room once more. I guess I was thinking that she might have been unable to sleep, like me, and could be out there in the living room watching TV or something—she did like foreign TV shows with subtitles, and you could often watch those without the sound being on. Or maybe I’d find her in the kitchen, making a cup of hot chocolate to help her sleep.

      She wasn’t in the living room or the kitchen.

      In heading into the kitchen to get myself a drink of water, I happened to pass Jacob’s door, which was wide open, as it often was. I happened to glance in, and thanks to the streetlight that filtered in through the blinds of the many windows in his large room, I could see my girlfriend lying there with him on his bed, apparently asleep.

      Had she returned to Jacob for more sex after I’d passed out?

      Somehow, from what I saw, I thought not. She was lying there on her front, wearing a tank top that didn’t cover a lot, and a pair of white Calvin Klein panties, and nothing else. I suppose she could have had a quickie with him—but the dominant scent in the air in there was her shampoo, and it seemed too clean a scent for there to have been sex after her shower.

      It really was an enormous bed. It seemed to me that given a choice of spending the night with me, in my tiny little double-bed-that-wasn’t-much-bigger-than-a-single-bed or with Jacob in his extensive super-king bed, Lizzie had decided to sneak back to Jacob’s bed for some proper sleep.

      I didn’t blame her. And yet for the first time in all this, I stood there gazing at her lying beside another man, and I felt the sharp acid of jealousy within my chest.

      Damn it.

      But what should I have expected? That she would have knuckled down and clung close to me all night, so she wouldn’t fall out of my ridiculously small bed? Or stretch out on Jacob’s bed, which seemed almost large enough to play tennis on?

      I stood there and took in the sight of my girlfriend lying in bed with another man, and after a while, managed to calm down. It was sexy, seeing her like that. After a while, I managed to suppress my jealousy, telling myself over and over that it didn’t mean she loved him, that she was just there because she’d get better sleep. I pictured the two of them fucking on this very bed earlier, and the arousal shooed away my jealousy.

      This was going to be how it was, now, in lockdown, until the government decided to relax social distancing rules, or if the pandemic went very badly again and we were all banned from seeing anybody from another household. I’d have to get used to Lizzie staying overnight and preferring to sleep in Jacob’s bed.

      It was hot, seeing her like that. My Lizzie. Having sex with two different men during the lockdown. Who would have thought?

      I thought about how things would be if the tightest lockdown measures were brought back again. There were rumors that a second wave of COVID cases would hit in the fall. What would we do if that happened?

      I found myself contemplating the possibility that Lizzie could actually move in with us, to live with Jacob and I as a single household. So we’d all still get to have sex even under the toughest lockdown rules. But if that happened, there was no way in hell Lizzie would spend each night sleeping with me, in my dinky box room, rather than in Jacob’s palace of a room. I’d have to deal with that.

      Of course, the alternative was to suggest that I move in with Lizzie, into her little flat. But that would probably feel even more space-restricted than for the three of us to live in Jacob’s two-bedroom flat. And it would mean Lizzie would only get to have sex with me.

      I wanted her to keep having fun with Jacob.

      I’d just have to suck it up, and deal with the fact that my girlfriend would want to sleep with my roommate, and not me, whenever she was over here. It wasn’t so bad. As long as she was still my girlfriend. And Jacob still had Keira for himself, even if he was the kind of guy who might want to steal my girlfriend.

      I’d be okay.

      I scurried back to my room, and lay down again to attempt sleep, wondering if Lizzie would come back to me before the morning, to try to give me the idea she’d been beside me all night.
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      In the morning, I was still lying in my bed, alone.

      I actually felt better that she hadn’t tried to pull a fast one on me, though. She didn’t need to deceive me, I could understand her reasons for sleeping overnight with Jacob, rather than me.

      Anyway. I awoke, I pulled on a shirt, I went out into the kitchen to make myself some breakfast. Jacob’s door was still wide open. Lizzie was still there, lying beside him.

      It didn’t shock me as much as it had before, seeing them like this.

      I ate a toasted bagel and cream cheese while lounging on the couch, watching Orphan Black on Netflix. I was even able to relax and stop worrying about things. After a while, I even found myself enjoying the thought that my girlfriend was currently sleeping with my roommate. If I thought in a certain way about it, I could engage my sexual kink, and then the whole deal was just arousing to me.

      A little while after I’d finished my breakfast, and I was considering hitting the shower myself, I heard a low moan coming from Jacob’s room.

      ‘Oh yeah…’

      What the—?

      I couldn’t help myself—I pulled myself up from the couch and walked toward Jacob’s doorway, carrying my empty plate as though my cover story was that I was taking it back to the kitchen. I guess my curiosity overpowered my caution, though, because as I approached Jacob’s doorway, I forgot about trying to look as though I was simply heading back into the kitchen. By then, the noise of Jacob grunting with pleasure was so loud anyway that there was hardly any point in me having a cover story.

      They knew I could hear them. And I knew they knew I knew. And so on.

      And so I froze in that open doorway and my eyes settled on my girlfriend as she lay over Jacob’s bare legs, her head over his groin, her lips wrapped around his hard cock. I caught my breath as I saw her take that thing in her mouth, her head sinking down as she took an extraordinary amount of it deep into her throat.

      I was instantly hard, seeing it: my Lizzie with another man’s hard cock in her mouth.

      She was wearing her glasses as she sucked on him. It only made it seem hotter to me—somehow, it made me think of Lizzie as I had known her before the lockdown, before she’d started sleeping with Jacob, back when I’d thought she was just a conventional woman, when I had no idea she’d turn out to be so wild. And here she was jamming a huge cock into her mouth, and it wasn’t mine.

      I didn’t make a noise, but even so she turned her head sideways as she sucked on him, like a swimmer taking a breath while doing the front crawl—and like that, her eyes connected with mine, and she smiled broadly as she slipped his cock out of her mouth, as though to show the full thing to me as she now kissed the tip and flicked her tongue around it.

      Wow—it was so hot, having her gaze into my eyes as she sucked on another man’s dick. So wrong, so naughty.

      While Lizzie was still wearing her tight tank top and those white Calvin Klein panties, Jacob was completely naked. He actually surprised me by how ripped he was—I hadn’t seen him with his shirt off. I knew he was something of a gym aficionado ordinarily, but it seemed he’d managed to keep in shape a lot better in lockdown than I would have assumed. I guess he’d really been making the most of that once-a-day exercise session the government had been allowing us to have in the park during the lockdown. Although, I suppose, the government had eased that into unlimited exercise in recent weeks.

      Anyway. I envied Jacob his physique, but it made me think Lizzie must have loved getting her hands on him even more—and that, strangely, only turned me on even more.

      Jacob was grunting and groaning without worrying about how much noise he was making. Where I was standing, I couldn’t quite see his face. The bed ran side on to the door, and there was a bookcase that obscured the upper part of it. But that only made it easier for me to watch Lizzie fucking him with her mouth.

      She looked as though she was in heaven, sucking on him, taking him inside her mouth, then withdrawing it from her mouth to lash her tongue all over it. She moaned as she sucked on him and slurped loudly. Using her cheeks and her nose and her chin to stroke his cock from time to time, as well as her lips and her tongue. I’d never seen her indulge in fellatio so much—but the way she never broke eye contact with me made it seem as though she was doing it as much for my benefit as for Jacob’s.

      She was putting on a show for me.

      It wasn’t all pretense, however. She was enjoying herself. Her nipples were hard, poking against the tight tank top, and when I could eventually manage to tear my eyes away from hers, and from her filthy mouth, I saw that she had a hand buried between her thighs, and she was touching herself as she sucked on him.

      I stroked my own hardness through my sweatpants, and I could see her smile brighten as she saw confirmation for how turned-on I was watching her.

      Then, quite suddenly, as she had his cock outside of her mouth while she flicked her tongue up and down his glistening shaft, Jacob let out and extra loud groan and a jet of thick, white cream shot out of the tip of his manhood to streak up Lizzie’s face—on her nose, over her glasses, up her forehead.

      Lizzie giggled and opened her lips wide to catch some of his come in her mouth. But as she squeezed the base of his cock, she wasn’t putting its end in her mouth, and so Jacob continued to fire off streak after streak of thick white cream all over Lizzie’s highly amused face, his cock pulsing in her hand with each spurt.

      Jeez—what a mess. And yet it was so hot watching another man shoot come all over my Lizzie’s face that I nearly came myself as I watched.

      Then Lizzie was cleaning up his cock with her tongue, though leaving the come all over her face so that I could get a good look. She gave me a sweet, conspiratorial smirk as I thought about leaving that doorway, perhaps pretending to Jacob that I’d never even been there.

      Boy.

      I went back to my room, wondering if she was planning on granting me a similar little gift before she went back to her apartment for a day’s work-from-home.

      And she did come to my room, making me very hopeful. But all she did was kiss me, before scampering off to jump in the shower, telling me she was already late to get home and start work.

      I was left in something of a daze when she went, the burning image of her sucking on Jacob’s cock emblazoned in my mind, the slightly strange flavor of her kiss lingering on my lips after she was gone.
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      Lizzie was planning on spending a few days at her place, since she said she was busy with work, and thought that after our explosive early experiences of her sleeping with Jacob, I might need a little space to get my head together.

      That last little suggestion, she said, had again come from Keira.

      It turned out that ever since Jacob had given Lizzie Keira’s number, and Lizzie had called her to negotiate who might get to form a support bubble with Jacob and I, Lizzie had been talking to Jacob’s girlfriend quite regularly.

      Keira had given her advice on how to please Jacob in bed.

      Keira had given her advice on how to keep me onside while Lizzie slept with Jacob.

      Keira had given her advice regarding their strong suspicion that I might actually be a cuckold, sexually enjoying my girlfriend’s infidelity.

      I was okay with my girlfriend getting advice from whoever she wanted. I was more than okay with her talking to Keira, particularly as I knew the blonde had had a fairly lively sex life—she and Jacob were hardly the conventional monogamous couple. There was something deeply thrilling, for me, about someone like Keira leading Lizzie astray.

      Anyway, after Keira’s advice had apparently proven so instrumental in taking her date with Jacob to insane levels of hotness—at least from my point of view—and her little call to check on me during the date had turned into a surprising virtual sex session, I felt comfortable with Keira’s influence.

      So when I received a FaceTime request from Keira, just after supper on the evening before Lizzie was due to visit Jacob and I again, I was comfortable with accepting it. What did she want to talk about? Was she going to give me some advice for how to deal with Lizzie’s next rendezvous with my roommate?

      I sat at my desk and accepted the call, and then there was Keira in her little flat, standing in front of her camera wearing a pair of black leggings, possibly yoga pants, and a tight gray tank top.

      ‘Hey, Ryan, how you doing?’ she asked, all cool and calm as though there was no big deal about her calling. As though we were buddies now.

      ‘Good,’ I said, noticing her holding a pair of what looked like leather pants. ‘And you?’

      ‘Great,’ she smiled. ‘I just got back from my once-a-day exercise in the park.’

      I nodded. I could see the pinkness in her cheeks, though otherwise she seemed flawless, you wouldn’t have been able to tell she’d just had a workout, except perhaps her outfit.

      Then she added, ‘So are you ready for tomorrow?’

      I chuckled, knowing exactly what she as referring to—well, Lizzie was visiting tomorrow. I said, ‘Uh-huh,’ and found myself wondering if Keira knew something I didn’t. Like she had before my last night with Lizzie. Had the two of them been talking about what was going to happen tomorrow night?

      ‘You know, I talked to them, and they’re both okay with you watching,’ Keira said, and I guess it wasn’t much of a surprise, given that I’d watched Lizzie give Jacob a blowjob, and that had hardly caused a ripple.

      ‘Wonderful,’ I said, just to provide some reward for her efforts. Then, as she held up her leather pants and seemed to be pondering whether to wear them, my curiosity could be contained no longer. I said, ‘You going to a rock concert?’

      She grinned. ‘I have a date tonight,’ she said, and that took me by surprise.

      She was going on a date? Tonight?

      I felt a strange sense of pity for Jacob, that his girlfriend was sneaking out behind his back to date someone else. But at the same time, the thought seemed hot to me. And after allowing a moment for the news to sink in, I figured Jacob probably knew exactly what she was up to, and he didn’t care at all.

      ‘I should be working,’ she grinned, the excitement shining through. ‘But I met this hot guy…’

      I found myself envying Jacob now. How hot would it be if Lizzie was like this, if Lizzie just went out with hot guys at the drop of a hat? But it didn’t escape my attention that we were in lockdown, and we were supposed to be keeping to our support bubble.

      ‘You remember there’s a pandemic going round,’ I laughed.

      She shrugged, ‘Well, yeah. It’s an online date. But you have to take what you can get these days, right?’

      I agreed with her and was intrigued. ‘So who is he?’

      She grinned. ‘He’s a hot commodities trader.’

      ‘A commodities trader?’ I raised my eyebrows comically. ‘So, he’s one of the guys to blame for food prices going through the roof, huh?’

      ’Something like that,’ Keira said. ‘The main thing is, though, I think he’s got a big dick.’

      ‘You think?’

      ‘Well, from the pictures I’ve seen. You know, you have to be a bit of a detective when you’re meeting guys online.’

      ‘And if he turns out not to have a big dick?’

      She shrugged. ‘I guess it’s not so important when your date is online.’ Then she held up her leather pants closer to her camera and asked me what I thought.

      ‘Pretty cool,’ I said.

      ‘But if you were dating me online, would they get you going?’

      I shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I guess if I was into rock chicks…’

      ‘You think I should wear a dress?’ she said it as though it was the most boring thing I could possibly say.

      ‘Or a skirt,’ I grinned. ‘But I suppose it doesn’t matter what you wear if it’s an online date. Those leggings are probably fine.’

      She dropped the leather pants on the bed behind her, and said, ‘Well I’m definitely not wearing these.’

      I watched as she tucked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants, and slid them down her smooth thighs, revealing a pair of bright pink panties underneath.

      ‘I should probably have a shower before my date,’ she said quietly, as though to herself, as she stooped to remove her leggings completely. ‘Hey, can you tell I’ve just been out for a run?’

      I nodded and pretended to check her body out for the first time—you know, because she’d basically asked me to. She looked seriously hot, but you wouldn’t have guessed she’d been working out in any capacity recently. Perhaps if you knew her incredibly well, you might say that her hair looked slightly less perfect than it could have been.

      ‘No, not at all,’ I said, making her smile.

      ‘Well, he doesn’t need to know. Benefits of virtual dating, I guess,’ she said, and I watched her trying on her leather pants. ‘God, I’m so horny, though,’ she said, turning to slide the pants up her thighs and stretch them over her beautiful rear. Seeing her from this angle, I could see that she was wearing a thong.

      When her pants were on, they were skin-tight. I understood why they might be a good option for an online date, now. But Keira was complaining at how they fit her, saying, ‘It’s all these damn snacks I keep falling for—somebody should warn you how snacky the damn lockdown’s gonna get you.’

      ‘Looks okay to me,’ I said.

      But she wrinkled up her face. And then pulled off the leather pants, followed shortly by her gray tank top and the sports bra she had on underneath. I couldn’t help but respond physically to the sight of her wearing nothing but her thong. She really was stunning to look at. Jacob was truly a lucky guy.

      ‘I’ll try something else…’ she said, reaching offscreen for something, which turned out to be a little black dress. She stepped into it and wiggled her hips as she drew it up her body, turning to offer me a flash of her divine derriere as she pulled the dress up into place. ‘How does it look?’ She asked, giving me a twirl.

      ‘Amazing,’ I said.

      I saw her gazing offscreen, and assumed she was looking at herself in a mirror, turning to check herself out from different angles. She seemed happier with the dress, but now lifted up its hem to reveal her pink thong, and she said quietly, ‘But these will have to go.’

      I watched as she stooped to slide her underwear off down her thighs, and then reach for a dark blue pair, which she then put on. As she pulled it into place, she said to me, ‘Oh, I didn’t ask how the rest of your date night went.’

      I chuckled. ‘My date night? I thought it was Jacob and Lizzie’s date night.’

      Keira laughed. ‘You know they were only doing all that for your benefit, silly,’ she said, and I felt a little funny warm feeling, to think that what Keira said might be true. She added, ‘If Jacob just had another woman over for sex, he would have just taken her into his room and fucked her.’

      And the thing was, knowing Jacob well enough, it felt like Keira was telling the truth.

      ‘Lizzie said it was all your idea,’ I said.

      Keira smiled, and I watched her pull down the blue panties, before reaching for something tiny and bright scarlet, which turned out to be a g-string.

      ‘So how did it all go with Lizzie, after she was with Jacob?’ She asked.

      ‘Great.’

      ‘Details?’ Keira held up her dress to model her scarlet g-string for me.

      ‘What d’you want to know? After she was done with Jacob, she came to my room.’

      ‘And?’

      ‘She left the lights off…’ I hesitated, thinking of that old line about gentlemen not kissing and telling, or whatever.

      But Keira was fairly insistent, ‘And what happened?’

      I watched her peel down her g-string, and in the process caught a glimpse of her bare pussy and remembered how much I’d seen of her when she’d called during Lizzie’s date. I’d told Lizzie, and Lizzie hadn’t minded at all. I felt bolder.

      ‘Well,’ I said, ‘she did things… she’s never really done with me before.’

      ‘Like?’

      ‘Like that the first thing she did, practically, was to… well… kneel over my head…’

      ‘She did?’ Keira giggled. Now she was trying on a pair of gray panties that weren’t nearly as sexy as the g-string, though the sight of her in them was still insane.

      ‘Did you tell her to do that?’ I asked her.

      She giggled again. ‘Of course. When I dated my cuckold guy in college, he used to love me sitting on his face.’

      I felt my hard-on throbbing at remembering how it had been with Lizzie—and the thought of Keira doing the same thing to a guy in college seemed to blend in with my thoughts. Boy. Keira’s college cuckold had seriously struck it lucky.

      ‘It was so intense,’ I said, watching her removing her gray panties, and finding that it was actually fun opening up to her about how it had been with Lizzie.

      ‘I bet it turned you on like crazy,’ Keira said.

      ‘Did you set the whole night up?’ I asked her.

      She giggled and pulled on a pair of white panties that were revealing, but a little on the plain side. ‘You had such a good time,’ she guessed, rightly.

      ‘You told her not to shower…’ I said quietly.

      ‘And you could smell him on her, right?’ she said, and the thought seemed to turn her on as much as me.

      ‘I could.’

      ‘I knew you’d enjoy that. And now… tomorrow… you get to see him fucking her first…’

      I had to catch myself from unthinkingly slipping my hard cock out of my pants to start stroking it. I didn’t want to make myself come tonight. I wanted to wait for Lizzie to visit again. I said, ‘Is all this something… you do with Jacob after you’ve been out with someone else?’

      She shook her head and pulled down her white panties. ‘Oh, no. Jacob’s more the type to prefer a woman to be freshly showered. And he would always prefer someone to go down on him rather than vice versa.’

      She sounded oddly disappointed.

      I said, ‘You wish he was more like… your guy from college?’ If I’d been thinking, I probably wouldn’t have said that. I didn’t want to cause any trouble in their relationship. But the words escaped my lips, and then they were out there.

      Keira smiled, ‘You can’t have everything,’ she said, with a touch of sadness in her voice. ‘You don’t recognize you’re with the perfect guy when you’re with him…’ then she seemed to course correct, changing to a brighter tone: ‘Jacob’s wonderful in other ways, that’s all.’

      ‘Right,’ I nodded, trying to sound encouraging.

      She laughed, ‘For one thing, he is into the whole open relationship thing at least. So I have my moments.’

      She gave me a funny little look, which, for some reason, reminded me of how she’d ended up masturbating while we’d talked during Lizzie and Jacob’s date. How turned on she’d been by the prospect of my girlfriend being unfaithful to me, rather than because Jacob was sleeping with someone else, or because she had stripped off during our call.

      Anyway, after the white panties, a pair of neon pink panties. Sexy in their brash color, they covered a lot more of her than any of the other options. And with that, she said, ‘So what’s the verdict, hon? Which ones should I wear for my date?’

      I told her to wear the scarlet ones, and she changed into them right there and then.

      ‘Are you talking to Lizzie later?’ She asked me.

      ‘I guess,’ I shrugged. ‘We talk most nights.’

      Keira flashed me a mischievous grin. ‘Do you think it would be hot if she tried this, too?’

      I laughed, ‘What, calling me to ask my view on her underwear?’

      ‘No—you know, dating guys online. At least during lockdown.’

      My cock was throbbing again, and I had to take a deep breath to keep myself calm. Jesus. It felt like Keira was doing everything in her power to get me to masturbate the night before Lizzie was set to visit us—but I really wanted to save myself for her.

      ‘Uh— yeah, really hot,’ I said, since I certainly didn’t want to give Keira the idea that I didn’t approve. The thought of Lizzie doing anything with other guys was hot, even virtually.

      Keira grinned, ‘She’s so lucky,’ she said. ‘Say ‘hello’ to her for me.’

      I nodded. ‘When does your date start?’

      ‘In ten minutes,’ she laughed. ‘Wish me luck!’

      ‘Good luck!’
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      I watched TV for a while with Jacob and didn’t feel it was right to mention to him that Keira was involved in some kind of virtual date tonight. Did he even know about it? I wasn’t sure if their relationship required Keira to tell him everything, or if she was simply free to do as she wished when she wasn’t planning on seeing Jacob, and he didn’t need to be kept in the loop.

      I did find myself wondering what I’d feel like in his position. If I was dating Keira, and she was on a date with a stranger tonight. I don’t honestly think I would have been as chilled out as Jacob. I probably wouldn’t even be out here watching TV with my roommate. I’d probably be sealed in my room thinking about what must be happening right now. Thinking about it, and probably touching myself while I did.

      Jacob, though, seemed like nothing special was going on at all. We watched some more Vikings, and gradually I stopped thinking about Keira entirely.

      A little later on, I found myself glancing at my watch, but I was thinking about whether Lizzie would want to FaceTime before bed—and I was starting to get a little excited about what might happen the next day, when Lizzie visited again to sleep with the both of us.

      About 11pm, however, I received a text message from Keira, and it reminded me of her planned evening dating some guy online. How had her date gone? Was she trying to tempt me into a video call so that she could tell me?

      Opening the text message, though, it didn’t offer many answers. It simply said:

      

      Keira: I’ve emailed you something interesting xx

      

      Okay, well, I was interested now. I had no idea what her text message was alluding to, but I was hoping it was something vaguely sexual. Something about her date, I guessed. Even if I wanted to save myself for Lizzie’s visit tomorrow, I was curious about Keira’s dating life.

      I made my excuses and wished Jacob a good night—actually, I didn’t really need excuses, 11pm was a fairly normal time to head off to bed. Jacob didn’t seem suspicious of anything. He gave me a little mock salute, and said a quick, ‘you too’, and then I was up and away.

      I sealed myself in my room, and then sat at my desk to open up my laptop, and my email.

      Keira had, indeed, sent me an email. It didn’t include much of a message from her—just: ‘enjoy xx’. There was, I saw, an attached file—a video file, no less.

      I opened up the file, thinking Keira might have sent me something amusing from YouTube, a cat video or something like that. Or, if I was lucky, and she’d been very bored, she might have sent me a video of herself doing something vaguely interesting. I was wrong.

      As the video opened up, I saw Lizzie kneeling on her bed—I recognized her room in her little one-bed flat, of course. She was wearing a smart black tank top and a crimson skirt that looked to be made of very fine material. I also noticed that she was wearing makeup, and that her hair was perfectly brushed—oh, and she was wearing contact lenses, rather than her glasses.

      She was talking, but I couldn’t hear her. There was no sound—I tried fooling around with my laptop’s sound controls but had to conclude that the video of Lizzie had no sound. What was this? If she had wanted to leave me a video voice mail message, she could have just used FaceTime. And she certainly wouldn’t have needed Keira to email it to me.

      God, she looked good. She’d really made an effort.

      She looked so perfect.

      First date perfect.

      The way she was smiling, a little bashfully, and nodding, made he think she was talking to somebody. She was responding to someone else’s words. It was a conversation, not merely a monologue. It wasn’t a voice mail message for me.

      It took a moment before I noticed the picture-in-picture within the video screen. There, in the top-right corner of the screen was a little window featuring a man in a suit sitting at what appeared to be a desk chair. I caught my breath.

      This was a FaceTime call.

      But this wasn’t Lizzie calling me on FaceTime.

      She was talking to the man in the suit. Well, not exactly a full suit, he’d removed his jacket. But he still looked smart and professional. He touched his dark tie occasionally, as Lizzie spoke. I guessed they could both have been talking, though I couldn’t hear them.

      I watched some more. Lizzie was smiling constantly, and casting her eyes aside—shy, but flirtatious. Then she was gazing downward, stroking her thighs through her crimson skirt.

      Laughing at the guy’s jokes.

      Glancing up to catch his eye.

      Pushing out her chest to emphasize her ample cleavage.

      Meanwhile, the man was stroking his necktie as though it was his cock. It was so blatant.

      What was this?

      When was this?

      It seemed like the kind of virtual date I had assumed Keira was enjoying tonight, with her hot commodities trader. I remembered how it had been, helping Keira prepare for her date. How envious I’d been of Jacob to think that his girlfriend was going to be naughty that evening, even if it was via a webcam.

      I remembered what Keira had asked me just before she’d ended our call to start her date. When she asked me if I was talking to Lizzie later.

      Do you think it would be hot if she tried this, too?

      I’d answered her, yeah, really hot.

      I felt a little stupid now. But very, very turned on. Keira had been sounding me out. Checking how I might feel if Lizzie actually dated some guy virtually. I’d been approving.

      So now I knew. Lizzie had dated somebody. Perhaps even this evening, while I’d been watching Vikings with Jacob. I’d said it would be hot if Lizzie did this, and Keira had passed on my view, and Lizzie had gone right ahead and done it.

      Jesus.

      My heart was pounding.

      My cock was rock hard.

      In the silence of my room, sealed away from the rest of the world, I pulled down my pants and started stroking my hardness as I watched Lizzie on my laptop screen flirting with the guy in the corner of the picture. I had no idea what she was saying, but she was gazing at the camera and her hands were no longer stroking only the tops of her thighs—they were running up over her hips, drawing her date’s eye all over her body.

      Running her hand through her hair.

      Toying with the little gold necklace hanging just above her cleavage.

      Smiling at him throughout. Laughing at every joke.

      Gaining in confidence every moment.

      I loved the glow of excitement in her face—this was a brand new experience for her, something she probably didn’t think she’d ever have. Fooling around with a stranger online, chatting with a guy who was not her boyfriend, all with the potential for it to turn sexual.

      Running her hand through her hair again a few times, stroking her thighs, tilting her shoulders flirtatiously, gazing at him seductively. Pulling her skirt a little way up her legs, revealing bare thighs to him. Caressing her bare skin. Giggling to dispel the nerves.

      As Lizzie pulled her skirt up a little higher, I noticed her date removing his tie, opening the button on his collar. Then, slowly, he unfastened more buttons down his shirt, apparently making Lizzie blush faintly, and look away.

      What was he saying to her?

      What was she saying back?

      He seemed confident, judging by the way he sat, the way he displayed himself. When his shirt fell open, he also seemed very toned, athletic, and apparently well-groomed, without a hair on his chest.  I could see Lizzie responding to the sight of him, and to this strange, exhilarating situation.

      The guy opened his shirt completely, and revealed a six-pack that was frankly impressive, especially this deep into lockdown. I could see Lizzie’s expression change, reacting to the sight of him, growing bolder as he sat there in an open shirt and began stroking his crotch.

      Lizzie slipped one of the straps of her tank top off her shoulder and began stroking her breasts through her top. Off came the other strap, and now she was cupping her breasts, fondling them, leaning toward the camera and pushing them up to excite him with her cleavage.

      Her date unfastened his belt.

      Lizzie pulled down her top further, teasing him. Getting more and more comfortable with this whole deal, shedding her initial shyness. Slowly, she revealed more and more of her breasts—and I caught a glimpse of the tops of her nipples.

      Her date was stroking himself through his pants, and now paused to remove his belt completely. Then, he opened his fly. The guy might have shaved—or waxed—his buff chest, but I saw blonde pubic hair now, as he opened his pants.

      Lizzie was smiling beautifully, and now slipped her top down to expose her breasts completely. Stroking them, squeezing them, flicking her nipples.

      Her date delved inside his pants and reached for his manhood. I caught my breath as he slipped it out of his pants, as he took hold of it. A large one, then. She liked the look of it, clearly. He was hard for her; rock-hard for my girlfriend. He took hold of it in one hand and started stroking it as he watched her.

      I watched Lizzie parting her legs, pushing her skirt up all the way, revealing a pair of black panties. She was saying something to him, though I couldn’t tell what. Kneeling up, clutching her bare breasts again, kneading them.

      I saw my girlfriend reach between her legs and stroke her pussy through her underwear, holding up her skirt with the other hand. Wow. This wasn’t Jacob, this wasn’t my flatmate. There was a hint of extra danger to this, which only added to my thrill. Was this really how it could be some day? Only… not via a webcam, and not limited to being ‘virtual’?

      My girlfriend dating other guys.

      My Lizzie having sex with other men.

      I could see him breathing hard, now, as he pumped his cock for her. She liked to look. She liked how he was responding to her, she liked that she could get him hard like that, that she could excite him. Independent verification of her hotness.

      She smiled again, broadly, and put more effort into stroking her pussy through her black panties. They were talking to each other as they gazed at each other. Was he telling her what to do? Or were they merely voicing their excitement at what they were doing?

      Lizzie sat back on the bed, then lifted her hips to remove her skirt. Now she was stroking her legs, her thighs, while he continued to pump his cock. She rolled over, showed him her shapely rear.

      Then off came her panties.

      I saw her date sit up, perch on the edge of his chair, hard cock in hand.

      Lizzie parted her legs, wide. Showing him everything. Stroking her bare pussy now, while he jacked his big dick for her. He removed his pants completely, sitting there in only an opened shirt as the two of them touched each other, moaning as they enjoyed the sight of the other responding to them.

      She leaned back as she pressed her hand against her sex and rubbed circles over it, over her clit.

      My girlfriend was masturbating in front of a stranger. My girlfriend was touching herself while fantasizing about his big, hard dick. Dreaming of sucking it, imagining taking it inside her glistening pussy.

      I was so hard, it was almost painful.

      God knows how I held myself back from exploding all over the place. How I kept back from the edge. I wanted desperately to save myself for her, I wanted to have something in the tank for her when she visited the next day. But this was so unbelievably hot.

      Lizzie having cyber sex with a stranger.

      Did anybody call it ‘cyber sex’ these days? I hadn’t heard those words for ten years. Maybe these days it was just virtual sex. Or sex online.

      My Lizzie showing her bare pussy to another man as he furious beat off to the view.

      My Lizzie moaning and groaning and shaking as she pushed herself over her own edge, as she used her self-expertise to time her orgasm perfectly, crying out, shuddering as it overcame her, at the same time as her date’s furious pumping came to a climax, and he was spurting white cream out, to splash up his gym-honed abs.

      I had to halt myself, I had to clamp my cock tight in two fingers and stop all engines.

      The video ended.

      I sat still, breathing. Keeping calm.

      I only just managed to prevent myself from coming all over my laptop.

      I couldn’t wait for my girlfriend to visit the next day.
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        * * *

      

      Later, much later than usual, I was getting ready for bed when the familiar jarring tones of the FaceTime alarm sounded from my laptop, and I saw that it was Lizzie.

      I sat at my desk again, heart racing, and accepted the call.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, smiling, but quiet. Looking a little wary, perhaps. She was venturing to find out if I’d seen the video Keira had sent. How I might feel about it.

      ‘How you doing?’

      ‘Good.’

      I couldn’t help but notice that she was still wearing that black tank top, and had put her crimson skirt back on. Still wearing makeup, though now she had her glasses on. I liked her in glasses.

      ‘You look nice,’ I said.

      She smiled. ‘Did you… talk to Keira tonight?’

      I said, ‘Uh-huh,’ knowing that she had known the answer to that question long ago, before her video date.

      ‘She said she had a date tonight,’ I said.

      ‘Yeah…’

      I felt a little bad about teasing this out. She was nervous. Apparently, she found it easier to open up about all this to Keira than me. That was only natural, right? I liked that she had this with Keira. That Keira was pushing her to try new things—to explore the freedom I clearly wanted her to have.

      ‘Then she sent me a video of your date,’ I said.

      Lizzie blushed a bright scarlet and dropped her eyes. ‘It was her idea,’ she said. ‘She said you’d… enjoy it.’

      I laughed. ‘I definitely enjoyed it… it looked like you enjoyed it, too.’

      She smiled sweetly, and chanced a brief glance directly at me, to check out how I looked, now I knew what she’d been doing this evening.

      ‘Yes,’ she said, quietly. ‘It was… fun.’

      ‘Who was he?’

      She said, ‘Just some guy Keira met through Tinder. She wants to set me up with an account there, too.’

      ‘Great,’ I said, without hesitation. I didn’t need time to think how hot it might be for my girlfriend to start using a dating app.

      Then she looked at me directly and did not look away. ‘You’re sure you’re okay with all this?’

      ‘Of course,’ I said. ‘I like the idea of you using Tinder. Maybe you’ll have some fun.’

      I was rock-hard again, of course. Went without saying.

      She said, ‘I mean… obviously it’s not as though I’m going to actually meet any of those guys… in person… I mean, not with all this social distancing…’

      And then I smiled, and said, ‘No, but maybe when people get vaccinated… and life goes back to normal… you might want to try meeting a few guys…’

      I could see that she was a little shocked at what I was saying—but at the same time, I could see that she wasn’t entirely surprised by it. She’d been prepared for it. She’d been coached for it. Keira was guiding her through it all.

      I could also see, once the shock cooled, that she was excited that I was on board.

      ‘Anyway, we don’t have to think about all that for a while,’ she said, dismissively. ’It’ll be a while until they have a vaccine ready, right?’

      I shrugged. ‘Sure. But you had fun with that guy tonight, right? No reason you can’t do that again.’

      She smiled again, so beautiful. Then seemed to take a risk by asking me: ‘Did you watch… all of it?’

      ‘Every minute.’

      ‘Did it… turn you on?’

      ‘Massively. What’s his name?’

      ‘William,’ she said. ‘He’s nice, actually. We had dinner together… you know… on FaceTime, anyway. And we had some wine… and then, I guess… he was saying lots of nice things about me… about how I looked… how attracted he was to me… and then he suggested we have a little fun…’

      ‘I only saw that part,’ I said. ‘The fun part.’

      She blushed again but didn’t look away. ‘Keira said you’d be okay with it. She said she’d talked to you, and you’d said you’d be fine if I tried dating someone online….’

      I laughed. ‘I loved every minute. Did he make you come?’

      She giggled. ‘I made myself come.’ Then she said, ‘Did you… come… when you were watching?’

      ‘Almost,’ I said. ‘I had to stop myself before I did.’

      ‘Oh?’

      ‘I’m saving myself for tomorrow,’ I grinned.

      That made her smile. ‘What’s happening tomorrow?’ she said, pretending to be all innocent and unknowing.

      I said, ‘My gorgeous girlfriend is visiting, and will be sleeping with my roommate before letting me have her afterwards.’

      ‘Sounds delightful.’

      ‘Oh, yes. It will be wonderful.’
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      Jacob and I were lounging around the living room, watching TV. I hadn’t even talked to him about Lizzie, or Keira for that matter. I certainly hadn’t asked whether he knew that Keira had enjoyed an online date the previous night.

      I was feeling a little nervous, because Lizzie was supposed to be coming over, but she was a little late.

      And I was feeling a little nervous because Keira had been so certain that tonight I might get to actually watch Lizzie with my roommate. I wasn’t sure how that would work out. I wasn’t sure how we’d get to it. I got the feeling things could be quite awkward, with me wondering where I ought to be when things were kicking off. Whether they would specifically tell me to come watch them, or if it would only be implied that it was okay.

      I felt mildly embarrassed about it, actually. I mean, a guy doesn’t just sit there and tell his buddy he wants to watch him fuck his girlfriend.

      With Lizzie on her way over again, I didn’t even know what the protocol was going to be for today’s visit. Was I going to wait until Jacob was finished with her, again? Or would I get to go first this time?

      All I did was glance at my phone, read Lizzie’s text message, and told Jacob that she was on her way over.

      ‘Cool,’ was all Jacob said.

      I wondered if he was going to go change into his running gear—even just a t-shirt and shorts, as he usually wore on his once-a-day allowance of exercise in the park. But he didn’t—he remained exactly where he was, slouching on the sofa in front of the TV.

      There was a buzz on our intercom, and I got up to answer it and let Lizzie in.

      And here she was at the door, looking really good today—some makeup, this time, and a frankly stunning white top that really showed off her cleavage. But she didn’t stop to ask if it was Jacob, or me, who would be with her first. She walked past me, into the living room.

      ‘Hey,’ she said in greeting to Jacob as she entered the room—and then as I came in behind her, I was a little startled to see her walk right in and sit down beside Jacob on the sofa.

      ‘How you doing?’ Jacob said, and leaned in to give her a little peck on the mouth as though they were a damn couple.

      ‘Good,’ she said, all smiles.

      I felt a flicker of jealousy, for no reason at all. And yet, when I sat down on the sofa myself—at the other end of it to them—I was feeling excited at the prospect that Lizzie would soon be sleeping with Jacob again. I actually hoped that they would want to get straight into something, and that Lizzie had forgotten about my desire to watch them sleep together. It felt so embarrassing, the prospect of Lizzie suddenly raising such an issue with Jacob with me there.

      Jacob, sweetie, Ryan said he wants to watch you fuck me this time.

      But before I could make my offer of leaving them alone, Jacob told Lizzie she was looking good, and he sounded so seductive—and then he was leaning in to kiss her again, this time full-on. He put his hand to her cheek, tilted his head, and gently eased his lips into place over hers.

      I caught my breath.

      Jacob’s hand moved to her exposed neck, and I heard the wet sounds of them sucking on each other’s lips.

      Jesus.

      Lizzie’s hand was on the bulge in Jacob’s faded black jeans. His hands dropped down to her breasts, taking hold of that top of hers, unfastening some of the buttons. Pulling it open to expose her white lacy bra.

      ‘She’s so beautiful, isn’t she?’ He said, and it sounded oddly as though he was directing the question at me.

      I murmured, ‘Uh-huh,’ in case he was directing the question at me, but quietly, in case he wasn’t.

      But the two of them were kissing again, as though I wasn’t even in the room, and Jacob’s arm swung around her, and then he was expertly unfastening her bra—one-handed.

      Squeezing her bare breasts right in front of me, even ducking down to take her nipple in his mouth.

      I was stunned and felt that strange sharpness of jealousy flaring up again as I came to the conclusion that Lizzie must have talked to Jacob after our conversation the previous night—she had communicated with him somehow, even if it was by text. She had to have put the suggestion to him that they let me watch. It was so thrilling, to see him putting his hands on her, sucking on her tits right in front of me—and yet to me, just then, it inferred that they’d been talking to each other behind my back. I wasn’t so happy about that, for some reason.

      Lizzie turned her head to look at me as Jacob kissed and licked her breasts, and at least there was a question in her eyes. Silently asking me whether this was all right, whether this was what I wanted, whether I was doing okay watching this.

      I smiled, reassuring her, doing my best to ignore that idiotic jealousy.

      I wanted her to fuck Jacob, so what was the point of being jealous? And now, I wanted to watch her fuck Jacob.

      She reached out an arm, and I slid my hand over hers, stroking the soft skin of her forearm as Jacob’s hand slipped down between Lizzie’s parted thighs. She was wearing a charcoal grey skirt, quite loose, and it allowed Jacob to press his hand up against her sex, and stroke her there, through her panties.

      Still holding my hand, she turned her head back to him, and then the two of them were kissing again, while my roommate stroked her pussy through her underwear. I could hardly believe what I was seeing.

      Then Jacob said, ‘We should call Keira.’
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        * * *

      

      I followed them into Jacob’s huge room. I laid my eyes on his huge bed. I felt a little shiver of excitement, just being there.

      Jacob had fucked Lizzie on that bed.

      I hung back, feeling a little strange to be in there with Jacob and Lizzie, knowing what they were planning to do together. I could hardly believe that I was actually going to see it. I had never felt so alive.

      Jacob and Lizzie stood by the end of the bed, and she kissed him, briefly, and then glanced at me. I could do little but smile back, feeling a little sheepish, a little awkward. Jacob pulled out his phone from a pocket, and now he was holding it like a pizza slice, and I heard the familiar FaceTime dialing sound.

      ‘Hey,’ Jacob said when the call was picked up.

      ‘Hey, you.’

      ‘So… you all set?’

      ‘Oh, yeah.’

      Then Jacob said, ‘Ryan’s here.’

      I heard Keira on the phone saying, ‘Oh, hey, Ryan!’

      ‘Hey, Keira!’ I called out and felt myself blush from the awkwardness of it all. Jesus, this was weird.

      But Jacob set his phone down on the dresser opposite the bed, and now he was turning back to Lizzie, and my heart rate was picking up. God. What if I couldn’t handle seeing this?

      But I was so very hard. There might be a weird churning sensation in my stomach at the thought of seeing my girlfriend making out with—fucking—another man, but there was no question I was turned on by it, too.

      Lizzie sat on the end of the bed, and Jacob approached her, saying, ‘You okay?’

      Lizzie flashed him a flirtatious smile, her face a picture of contained excitement. ‘Uh-huh,’ she said, tilting her head in a way that seemed very flirty, very seductive, and somehow affectionate. It set off alarm bells inside me, as I recognized it as a clear invitation for him to kiss her.

      He leant into her, standing between her thighs, his face tilting a little, and easing into place so that his nose could touch against hers, and his lips could join hers.

      Oh God.

      They looked like a real couple. A couple getting it on after the end of a date. But she was my girlfriend. My Lizzie. I felt a tension in my chest that was unexpectedly strong, though the arousal centered within my loins seemed to offset that in making this an enjoyable experience.

      It was such a strange mixture of emotions.

      Watching them kissing like that, enjoying the touch of each other, with Jacob acting as though he was new to the ways of women, made me feel as though he didn’t usually do this kind of thing with his dates. That somehow, when he’d been with women before, it hadn’t been as intimate as this, as personal, as sweet and seductive.

      I heard Keira say, ‘You guys are so sweet together,’ from the phone on Jacob’s desk, and it made my jealousy flare up—and yet, at the same time, the very fact that Keira was saying that, seemed to logically refute the possibility that I could actually lose Lizzie to Jacob.

      This whole experience was a confusing muddle of logic and feelings, however. Watching Jacob with Lizzie seemed to disconnect my mind from my body—my mind was set with the knowledge that Lizzie was mine, that this was all just a bit of fun, a fair way to get through this once-in-a-lifetime pandemic, and that I was in no real danger of losing her. My body felt wave after wave of overwhelming emotions that meandered from red-hot arousal to ice-cold fear, my heart connecting with the obvious joy and exhilaration Lizzie was feeling, while throbbing with dread that this would all prove too much for our relationship—that she would come out the other side of this believing she could get so much more than me.

      I glanced at the phone on Jacob’s desk. The picture was small, of course, but I could make out Keira on the screen—she was wearing a baggy, woolen sweater of a faded orange color, and was toying with her blonde ponytail as she sat there on the end of a large double bed, watching her laptop or her tablet. She seemed interested, but somehow not nearly so shocked by what was going on as I felt. In fact, I got a sense that perhaps this wasn’t even the first time she’d watched another woman with Jacob.

      Did Jacob date other girls so that Keira could watch?

      It seemed shocking. But Jacob had Lizzie on the bed, now, so I couldn’t really consider that thought too much. My focus returned to Lizzie, who was lying on her back across the mattress now, with Jacob lying beside her, leaning over her so they could make out some more. He was kissing her so much, and not rushing at all—it made me feel like I’d missed out on this kind of thing with Lizzie.

      They had chemistry together, I couldn’t deny it. It sent competing shivers of trepidation and arousal through my body.

      Jacob had one arm tucked under her head as they made out, but as he kissed her mouth, his other hand roamed over her chest, stroking her thighs, skirting over her stomach, squeezing her breasts.

      I was kneeling on the floor, watching them. I really should have found a chair of some kind, but I felt unable to move from where I was, I guess in case I missed something. I glanced at Keira on the little phone propped up on Jacob’s desk, envying her for having a bed to sit on—even though I knew I should feel fortunate to actually be here in the flesh. Keira was sitting a little further back from her laptop or tablet, now, and I could see she was wearing skin-tight black leggings, her hands flat on her thighs, rubbing them slowly as she watched her boyfriend kissing my girlfriend.

      For a brief moment, I saw her hands glide up her body, pulling up her sweater to reveal her bare midriff, and then a glimpse of her bra—which seemed to be a gray sports bra—and her cleavage. Then the sweater was down again, and she was stroking her thighs again—but it struck me that Keira was not shy about responding to what she was seeing in Jacob’s bedroom.

      But now Lizzie broke away from Jacob’s kiss, and pulled herself off the bed, onto her feet.

      My nerves got the better of me, and I suddenly feared that she was about to object to having an audience—or at least, having me there in the audience—and that I was about to be booted out of the room.

      But no—she simply stood up, and then slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and then pushed the thing down until her bare breasts were exposed.

      I found myself a little breathless—even though I’d seen her bare breasts many times—but here she was, exposing them to my roommate, and showing us that she was not wearing a bra.

      She’d come here anticipating sex.

      Then she shoved her dress down further, over her bare stomach and on, until it escaped her hips and dropped to the ground—leaving her standing there completely naked.

      I was shocked. She’d come here without any underwear.

      She looked at me and brushed the hair out of her face, and a mischievous smile spread across her lips.

      ‘Oh yes…’ I heard Keira say. ‘You’re so beautiful, hon.’

      I was so transfixed on my girlfriend standing there with no clothes on that I almost missed seeing Jacob pull off his jeans and his underwear, and then he stood behind her with nothing on from the waist down. And there he was, stepping behind Lizzie, his bare cock just inches away from her body. He reached around her waist as she brushed her hair down one side of her head with her hands, and he was cupping her bare breasts.

      Then Lizzie turned her head toward him and reached out to curl a hand around his neck and pull him in for a kiss while he began to fondle her breasts.

      God, it was so crazy.

      I mean, I realized that the two of them had already fucked before—but this was right in front of me. This was me, actually watching my girlfriend, naked, being fondled by my roommate, whose dick was lolling around only inches away from her. I couldn’t believe how strong, how overwhelming were my feelings of both excitement and fear. They looked so good together. There wasn’t an ounce of awkwardness between them.

      They looked like a couple.

      Wet sounds of kissing pierced the silence.

      And now, Jacob’s hand dipped down between her legs. He was touching her right there! I could see his fingers move, I could tell he was stroking her pussy, the tips of his fingers slipping inside her. And she was just letting him! Kissing him, stroking his cheek as she stood like that, facing me but her face turned to him as he stood behind her, leaning over her shoulder.

      Then Lizzie knocked his hand out of the way by reaching behind herself, reaching for Jacob’s cock. Feeling for him, seeing whether he was hard for her.

      She turned around, and I felt frantic thoughts whirling around my head—she’s going to have sex with him! They’re going to have sex!

      It felt like when I was at school, long before I actually lost my cherry, when there was a rumor about a certain boy and a certain girl at our school—a rumor that they had actually had sex. Every time I saw them, I would feel breathless, I would feel shocked, and I would think you had sex with her. You put your thing inside her. You touched her hoo-hoo with your dick. You put your dick inside her hoo-hoo.

      Only this was my roommate and my girlfriend.

      Ever since I first lost my cherry, the concept of sex seemed gradually less and less startling. But now, witnessing my naked girlfriend turning to face my roommate as he pulled off his t-shirt to leave himself completely naked, too, the whole concept of sex was suddenly just as startling as it had ever been.

      They kissed again, this time face to face, and Jacob’s hands moved to Lizzie’s breasts. Momentarily. Then my girlfriend gave my roommate a shove, and he fell back onto the bed.

      Wow. This was really going to happen.

      I heard Keira giggling, saying something like, ‘Go, girl!’ after Lizzie pushed Jacob onto the bed.

      Was she not at all shocked that her boyfriend was about to get fucked by another woman? Apparently not. Apparently this happened with Jacob and Keira all the time. That was another thing that shocked me.

      Lizzie brushed her hair back over her shoulders, and then crouched. I thought, at first, she was climbing onto him, that she was going to go straight into fucking him—but then she was down in his lap, her hands moving to his cock, her head ducking down toward his cock, though her hair covered everything.

      It was Jacob who moved her hair out of the way, sweeping it into a loose pony tail on the other side of her head—and his action suddenly exposed Lizzie’s face, and the fact that her mouth was already stuffed full of Jacob’s cock.

      I gasped.

      Lizzie withdrew from his cock and flashed me a brief grin, apparently enjoying shocking me like this, along with the fact that she had another man’s cock in her hands.

      My girlfriend was sucking my roommate’s cock. Her head was bobbing up and down, one of her hands gripping the lower half of his shaft. She seemed to be really into it.

      I heard Keira moan to my right and turned to see on the little phone screen that Jacob’s girlfriend had taken off her sweater and her bra, and was currently squeezing and fondling her breasts with both hands. Her breasts, though smaller than Lizzie’s, were plenty to fill her palms, and I could even see how hard her nipples were—and that one of them was pierced—thanks to the high-resolution screen.

      It surprised me that Keira would bare her breasts like this, that she would actually touch herself in front of the rest of us, as though it was no big thing.

      I had to turn back to watch my naked girlfriend pull herself up from the floor and climb onto my naked roommate before I realized that, really, we were kind of all in this together now. My girlfriend was totally bare, and Keira’s boyfriend was totally bare, and the two of them were just about to be as intimate as you could get with another human being. It wasn’t much of a stretch to think that Keira might want to get naked, and get intimate, even remotely.

      And now Keira shoved one of her hands down between her thighs, inside her leggings—and whatever underwear she had on, if she had any at all—and she wasn’t being shy about what she was doing with it down there.

      I felt a little disconnected, a little excluded, leaning back against the wall, watching while still fully dressed. But I felt the need for a little more courage to be like Keira. Or the others.

      Lizzie was straddling Jacob by now, lying on him to kiss him some more. I could see his hard cock pressing against one of her buttocks. His dick was touching her! His dick was going to be inside her soon.

      Keira called out, ‘Oh yes… she really wants you, Jake, sweetie…’

      And now Jacob was reaching between her legs, Lizzie sitting up a little, gazing down at what was happening between her thighs, and I could crane my neck and see behind her, see him positioning his cock at the mid-point between her legs—and then she eased her beautifully rounded rear downward, and my girlfriend had another man’s cock inside her pussy.

      ‘Ohh…’ I heard Lizzie sigh.

      Then she started gently bouncing on his lap, and my hard cock nearly burst out of my pants.

      I couldn’t believe it.

      It was really happening.

      I was watching my girlfriend fucking my roommate. I was watching Jacob having sex with Lizzie.
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      Lizzie sat up, and lifted her hair out of her face, and I had an incredible view of her riding Jacob, her breasts jutting out, jigging as she rocked and bumped and ground herself on his pole. She turned to me, and flashed me a beautiful smile—God, that was hot. Surprisingly hot. Her acknowledgement of me as she fucked someone else.

      ‘You like this, honeybun?’ she asked me.

      Still shocked, I could only respond with a vague noise. ‘Uh-huh.’

      Nevertheless, her smile broadened. She seemed to enjoy having me there, watching.

      I glanced over at Keira, and saw her holding up her bare knees, while tugging her leggings off over her shins, past her ankles, and off her feet before dropping them beside her.

      Wow.

      I didn’t think I’d ever get used to seeing Keira like this. Sitting a little further back on her bed, she was completely naked, parting her legs wide to reveal her fully shaven pussy, which she started to stroke while continuing to watch Lizzie riding Jacob. Just stunning. She was so classically attractive, that every time she and Jacob seemed to be on a break, I would consider him insane for wanting a breather from her.

      I was starting to feel a little frazzled. This was like watching two porn movies at once, on different screens—only they were real people, people that I knew, and this was pornography that could look back and see me watching.

      As unbelievable as it was to see Keira stripped to her birthday suit, touching herself so openly, my focus quickly returned to Lizzie and Jacob—I mean, this was my girlfriend. And they were fucking, right in front of me. Lizzie had slipped into a nice, regular rhythm, moaning as she moved, and I was just totally absorbed by her.

      There was something so deep within me that responded to seeing this. It felt primordial, somehow. As though evolution had wired this response within me—my body was saying that as soon as Jacob was done with this beautiful woman, it would be my turn, and so I wanted to be immediately ready to go when the opportunity presented itself to reclaim her. I had to be hard even before Jacob had finished with her. And so my body got me hard, by finding my girlfriend’s infidelity deeply arousing.

      After a while, Lizzie ducked down again and started making out with Jacob some more, while her hips continued to work—harder and faster—at stirring his manhood inside her.

      ‘Ryan!’

      I was a little startled by the call—but it wasn’t Lizzie. She was continuing to fuck my roommate, laying down on him to tangle her lips with his, while her hips flexed to grind her pussy against him. The two of them were a little too into each other to concern themselves with me, just at that moment.

      I turned to the phone sitting on Jacob’s desk.

      Keira.

      She was draped across the bed, lying sideways to the camera, her legs wide apart, showing absolutely everything while she stroked her pussy—wearing nothing at all, she seemed completely unconcerned about exposing herself to whoever was in the room, me included, I guessed. And for good reason—she had an incredible body. Her breasts were fairly small, but beautifully pert, her nipples prominent and stiff, rising and falling as she touched herself.

      I could see her abs move as she touched herself, which suggested to me a highly gym-toned physique.

      ‘Ryan!’ She called again, and this time I saw her.

      I moved cautiously forward. ‘Yeah?’

      ‘How you doing?’

      She smiled as I came in front of the phone, where she could see me.

      ‘Uh… good,’ I said.

      ‘You having a good time? You’re fully dressed!’

      ‘Uh…. Yeah…’

      I tried not to stare at her. She was so confident, so sexy. So totally at ease with herself and her masturbation. It seemed clear as day that she’d done this kind of thing before, although perhaps not with another guy present while Jacob had sex.

      But I felt self-conscious, even with the crazy shit going on in this room. I wasn’t going to strip off on this occasion.

      Keira didn’t pressure me, although she looked disappointed at seeing me clothed. Instead, she said brightly, ‘Can you do me a favor?’

      ‘Uh… sure.’

      ‘Take me closer… I wanna see everything!’

      Well, she was the only one of us four looking in on this room from another part of Leeds entirely. I smiled, and picked up the phone from Jacob’s desk, and now brought it in front of Lizzie and Jacob as they continued bouncing on the bed together.

      ‘That’s it—that’s great!’ came Keira’s gratitude and encouragement.

      Lizzie sat up on Jacob while she continued to ride him, looking over at me, smiling sweetly as she saw me watching, and pointing the phone toward them. When her eyes connected with mine, it was just about the hottest thing ever. That bond between us seemed stronger than ever—and yet she was right in the middle of fucking another guy.

      It’s hard to describe just what a thrill it was, gazing into her deep, brown eyes, feeling how much pleasure she was getting, sharing my own emotions with her, my approval, my excitement—all in that eye contact.

      She leaned down again on Jacob, and I moved around the bed so that I could give Keira a close-up view of Jacob’s hard cock as Lizzie sank onto it again and again, as it disappeared inside her soaking-wet pussy.

      It made me feel a little like a movie director—or, I supposed, a porn director—shooting an explicit sex scene. Except it was my girlfriend in the starring role, opposite my roommate.

      ‘Oh my God, that’s so hot,’ came the verdict from Keira, which I could hear even though I couldn’t see her, the way I was pointing the phone.

      I had to agree.

      Something about holding up that phone, about being the director helping Keira to get the full experience, made me feel much bolder than I’d felt up until that point. For some reason, it felt like I had an excuse to get right up close and personal with Lizzie and Jacob, giving me the confidence to get within touching distance.

      I was struck by the wet sounds of Lizzie gliding up and down Jacob’s stiff, glistening shaft. And by the strong scent of her arousal and their sex.

      If I had been primed by pornography to get off on watching my girlfriend having sex with someone else, well this was far beyond pornography. The reality was so powerful. The clarity, the detail, the sensory experience was just astounding.

      I moved around them as they continued to fuck, getting different camera angles as though shooting a movie. Hearing Keira moaning as she watched what I presented her, as she continued to stroke her pussy.

      Lizzie just looked stunning, riding Jacob. So graceful, so gorgeous, just exquisite. She might not have the athletic tone of Keira, but her curves were so perfectly designed to stir my desire—and the way she moved while she rode him just seemed to drive that beauty and desire even further, like some explicit ballet.

      When she kissed him, I could see how sweet it was for them both, and it sent little rivulets of joy through my body, and perhaps a few little pangs of jealousy in my stomach.

      When she looked at me, it sent my libido into overdrive, I felt like fireworks were going off inside my chest.

      I nearly dropped the phone when she leaned over toward me, and said, ‘Give me your cock.’

      I stood, stunned, until I heard Keira’s voice from the phone, urging me, ‘Go ahead—give it to her!’

      I had to put the phone back down on the desk, but Keira seemed happy enough. Then I awkwardly fumbled with my fly and pulled my hard cock out from my pants without dragging them down.

      It was enough for Lizzie, who seemed happy with how hard I was. She beckoned me back over, and had me kneel up on the bed. It was all a bit difficult getting into the right position, while avoiding falling over completely. I’m guessing when those performers in pornography do this kind of arrangement, they are a little more practiced, and certainly better choreographed. But she just about managed to stay on top of Jacob, while reaching to clamp her mouth on the end of my manhood.

      She moaned as she sucked on me, and Jacob pushed up his hips to thrust his cock inside her sex. I’m sure it was the fact that she had two men with their manhoods inside her, at the same time, that got her going, more than the physical contact itself. But that was kind of the point—this was just as much about the breaking of taboos, the hedonistic nature of what we were doing, rather than simply the correct amount of physical contact to ensure satisfaction.

      After a few moments, however, Jacob said, ‘You want me to get up? Might be easier…’

      Lizzie said, ‘Yeah,’ and the two of them de-tangled, Lizzie lifting herself off Jacob before he pulled himself up off the bed, before she went on all fours, facing toward me. Standing on the floor, Jacob started thrusting into her from behind, while Lizzie now engulfed my cock in her hot mouth. It felt extraordinary. Her body rocked with every thrust Jacob made—and I felt the movement as he fucked her and she sucked on me.

      Lizzie just seemed like she was in heaven. While Keira had the air of somebody who had done a lot of serious stuff before, Lizzie was the opposite—it seemed clear that this was the first time she’d ever been with two guys at once. And as much as she seemed to enjoy sucking on my cock—way more than she’d ever seemed to enjoy it before—it all became quickly overwhelming for her.

      Too soon, she had to pull away from my cock, pushing her shoulders down on the bed while Jacob gripped her waist and pounded faster and harder into her pussy from behind.

      ‘Oh… oh… fuck me…’ she moaned, panting as Jacob took his cue to accelerate further, and work her as furiously as he could manage.

      Wow.

      I crouched down, to see her face as my roommate fucked her, and it was so incredibly erotic to see her expression as her entire body seemed swamped by pure bliss.

      I felt comfortable enough to stroke my own cock as I watched them, and then Lizzie seemed to remember I was there, looking up so that our eyes could connect once again, as her imminent orgasm approached.

      ‘Fuck… fuck… fuck…’

      She whimpered as her climax began to ignite within her, and then her whimpers turned to cries as she clutched the mattress and just gasped at the intensity of the feelings surging through her frame.

      ‘Oh yeah…’ I heard Jacob saying quietly, ‘Oh yeah… I’m going to come…’

      I couldn’t believe what a thrill it was to hear that. Another man was going to come inside my girl. I’m guessing most guys out there would be totally grossed out by that—but for me, it just seemed to emphasize the strange mixture of joy and fear to which I was beginning to get addicted.

      Lizzie was turning to look back at him, breathing, ‘Yes… come… come…’

      And now she was looking back at me, her eyes open, her mouth agape, gazing at me as another man released his seed within her.

      I guess the mood was just red-hot, both ways, as suddenly Lizzie was coming again—her body tensing up, her hands grabbing fistfuls of the bedsheets under her, her head dropping down as she hissed, ‘Fuck… fuck… fuck…’

      Jacob said in his low voice, ‘I’m coming… I’m coming…’

      I could just about here Keira crying out, too, as though she was hitting climax at just the same time.

      Then the volume dropped, the intensity faded, and Jacob’s thrusting into my girlfriend slowed, the two of them now moaning gently in the wake of their intense peak—and I knew that he had just released his load deep inside her.

      God, how strange was the world? All the craziness of this year, and now here I was, watching another guy come inside my girlfriend’s pussy.

      The two of them on the bed just stayed as they were for a while, as they came down from their high, and recovered their breaths. Jacob gently rocking her body with slow, shallow thrusts, Lizzie burying her head in the bedsheets while keeping her hips up high, whimpering quietly in the aftermath of her orgasm, both of them breathing heavily as they warmed down.

      Keira breaking the silence to declare, ‘That was so hot, baby… I wish I could be with you guys…’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 27

          

        

      

    

    
      Somehow, I managed to stop myself hitting orgasm. I think the raw excitement flowing through me may have short-circuited something somewhere. Overwhelmed my system.

      It might have had something to do with Keira suddenly barking out demands for me to get her closer so she could see Jacob’s come seeping out of Lizzie’s pussy.

      I don’t know—it felt a little distasteful to me. But I humored her, and picked up the phone again from Jacob’s desk, then turned as Jacob was finally withdrawing from my girlfriend, his cock now beginning to soften, although it still seemed a little shocking to me—I wasn’t used to being this close to another guy’s exposed manhood—all glistening with their combined wetness.

      Lizzie stayed there on the bed, on all fours except that her front half had collapsed, her beautifully rounded behind raised high, where I could see the rosy-red lips of her freshly-fucked pussy, and a little dribble of white cream beginning to seep from her opening.

      ‘Oh, God, that’s so sexy,’ Keira said, surprising me with how normal she made all this sound.

      Lizzie gave me an amused smirk back as I flashed her an apologetic glance for having to zero in on her leaking sex with a cameraphone, even though we weren’t actually filming her.

      But I have to say—no doubt because I was the only one of us four not to come, yet—the sight of my girlfriend all flushed and damp with perspiration, another man’s come beginning to drip from her well-used pussy to dribble down her inner thigh, did get me going like nothing else.

      It was stirring that part of me that wanted to respond to the sight of another man taking my woman by getting straight in there and taking her myself. The arousal I felt at seeing her in this state was my body’s way of preparing myself for immediate reclaim duties.

      I gently placed my hand on one of her bare buttocks, feeling her flesh so ferociously hot, and slightly damp—just staring at her, taking in the extraordinary sight of her, so unbelievably gorgeous because she’d just had sex with someone else.

      ‘Are you going to take her?’ I heard Keira say, and at first, I didn’t realize she was talking to me. ‘Are you ready? Just slide inside her…’

      Lizzie was looking back at me, a question on her face, silently asking me if I wanted to fuck her like this.

      I looked over at Jacob, who was facing away from us, rubbing himself down with a towel. But I felt too self-conscious. I didn’t want to have sex with my girlfriend with two other people watching, it seemed like too much pressure.

      ‘Touch her,’ Keira said through the phone. I turned it toward me for a moment and saw Jacob’s girlfriend sitting up on the edge of her bed, gazing at her screen while she vigorously worked a large, black dildo into her exposed pussy.

      I slid my hand down to her inner thigh, and then cautiously edged two fingers close to her dripping pussy.

      Jesus.

      I was so hard.

      It all seemed so wrong, so completely against the grain—and yet it drove me wild to see tangible evidence of my girlfriend’s infidelity, to the point that I could stroke her pussy and smear another man’s cream over her soft flesh, spread the stickiness over her slippery hot skin.

      ‘Does it turn you on, Ryan, honey?’ Keira demanded in between panting hard.

      It would be so easy to slide my hard cock straight inside Lizzie. The heady fragrance of her well-used sex was making my head spin—God, she was so gorgeous, so insanely beautiful like this, quietly waiting for me to figure out what I wanted from her now that Jacob was done.

      But somehow, I didn’t want to do this to her. I wanted to take Lizzie back for myself. It seemed so insane, what I’d just witnessed, I needed a break from the extreme nature of it. I needed a breather. I needed my own space. And Jacob really didn’t seem interested in watching me take Lizzie—he was done.

      I made my apologies and slipped out of the room.
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      I lay in my bed in only a pair of boxer briefs, telling myself that it was wonderful that Lizzie could have such amazing sex with Jacob. That it wouldn’t stop her from loving me. I focused on relaxing, breathing, even meditating.

      Five or ten minutes later, there was a little knock on my door, and Lizzie slipped inside.

      ‘You okay?’ she whispered.

      ‘Yeah,’ I said, smiling, really not wanting to burden her with any of the conflicted feelings I was dealing with. ‘I just needed to catch my breath.’

      She was wearing a light, silky bathrobe now, and as she climbed onto my bed to lie beside me—my bed was so small, I had to move over so that she could—I saw that she was also wearing a pair of floral panties beneath. She lay on her side as I continued to lie on my back, snuggling up against me so that one leg slid over my nearest thigh.

      ‘That was crazy intense,’ she said, as her hand glided across my bare chest.

      I grinned. ‘Is it normally like that with Jacob?’

      Normally—we’d gotten to ‘normally’, even though I think this was really only the third time she’d slept with him.

      She said, ‘I don’t know… not quite as insane as that. I mean, it’s always been great, but…’

      She hugged me tight, and nuzzled her head against mine, so that every breath was filled with her scent—and the scent of sex.

      ‘…having you there,’ she added, ‘it made it so much… more…’

      Words were failing her, and I could understand that. I stroked her hair, which was still a touch damp from her exhilarations with Jacob. This was so nice, though, holding her close, holding her tight. Though the smell of sex that surrounded her was making my heart race again, I indulged in this warm embrace—this closeness felt so much more than just sex.

      It was so incredibly relaxing, I even yawned.

      I wondered if we might fall asleep like this.

      Then Lizzie said, ‘You really have a tiny bed.’

      That made me laugh. ‘Yeah, this whole room isn’t exactly spacious.’

      She grinned. ‘It’s like the opposite of the Tardis.’ Referring to Doctor Who, which the two of us had watched together a lot before the lockdown had started. I’d forgotten about that. We’d been happy nerds together.

      She kissed my shoulder. ‘Did you hate it that I went back to Jacob’s bed the last time? When I stayed overnight?’

      I breathed in deeply. ‘No, of course not,’ I said. It was basically true, but I realized that me saying this now was going to encourage her to do it again. Perhaps every time she stayed overnight.

      ‘I just… couldn’t sleep in this bed,’ she said.

      ‘Jacob has a lot more space,’ I agreed.

      I could sense her relief that I was being so understanding. Hell, I didn’t want her to feel guilty about anything. And in all honesty, I did think it would probably be better all round, when we all wanted to sleep, to make the most of Jacob’s huge bed.

      I kissed her mouth, making her moan quietly, more in romantic happiness than sexual pleasure, I think. Then I turned to face her and wrapped my arms around her to share a warm embrace, showing her my love for her could handle her getting a good night’s rest in another man’s bed.

      ‘Keira said you might even like it,’ Lizzie said. ‘You know… thinking of me spending all night with him… and maybe having a little fun here and there…’

      I laughed. ‘Keira thinks she’s an expert on my thoughts and desires.’

      ‘So she’s wrong?’ She looked up at me as we lay there.

      I grinned. ‘I’m not saying that. I’m just saying… well. I don’t know what I’m saying. She wants to turn me into the guy she dated in college.’

      Lizzie giggled. ‘She just believes you think like he did. Isn’t it nice to have someone to show us the way?’

      ‘I guess so,’ I nodded.

      She kissed my chest. ‘Plus, she’s got a crush on you.’

      I burst into laughter at that. ‘What?’

      Lizzie grinned. ‘Isn’t it obvious?

      I said, ‘She’s just channeling her college guy. She’s probably still got feelings for him.’

      I slid my head down her body a little, the two of us still locked together like Yin and Yang, until my cheek was pressed against her side, where I could breathe in a chestful of that intoxicating scent of sex.

      ‘She wants to watch us,’ Lizzie said.

      ‘She wants to watch us?’

      ‘Uh-huh. She wants to know what it’s like when you take me back after I’ve been with Jacob.’

      I pushed up her thin bathrobe to bare her thighs and her midriff, and swept a hand over her hip, marveling at the beauty of her curves.

      ‘She needs to track down her college boyfriend,’ I chuckled.

      ‘You wouldn’t mind, would you?’

      I moved my head back up her body a little way, peeling her bathrobe back to expose her bare breasts, so that I could take one of her nipples in my mouth.

      ‘I guess not,’ I said, eventually. ‘Maybe some time… when we’re not feeling too tired…’

      I rolled her over a little, so that now she was lying on her back, my face against her breasts, her legs draped over my thighs. She moaned again as I sucked on her ample tits, and then her stomach, and as I pushed one of her legs over, opening her thighs, she started stroking my head.

      ‘Do you even like her?’ Lizzie asked me.

      I gently stroked her inner thigh, and then ran my hand up to skirt one edge of the floral cotton that covered her sex. Her panties were already soaking wet—though no doubt they were steeped in the wetness from her sex with Jacob. I felt a little buzz of excitement as I traced a finger over the drenched cotton.

      ‘Sure, I like her,’ I said, clinging to caution. I didn’t want to sound too enthusiastic about Keira and make Lizzie jealous. Equally, I didn’t want to suggest I had problems with Jacob’s girlfriend. ‘She’s fun, she’s nice, she’s…’

      ‘Pretty?’

      ‘Sure,’ I agreed, thought with some trepidation. I didn’t think Lizzie was trying to trap me, but you never knew.

      ‘She’s gorgeous,’ Lizzie said, surprising me a little with her exuberant tone. Then she moaned as I pressed my hand against her pussy, tracing the slight dip of her entrance with my fingers. I was in awe of her, of her post-coital magnificence. I stroked my fingers against her sodden groove in wonder that another man had just fucked her here.

      ‘Jacob’s a lucky guy,’ I said, trying to divert our conversation back to my roommate, since he was Keira’s boyfriend. I caressed her thighs again, before bringing my hand back up, this time to slip a finger under the thin cotton covering her sex, making her hiss as I touched her bare pussy.

      ‘She says things have cooled a little, between Jacob and her,’ Lizzie said.

      That surprised me, and, at the same time, it didn’t.

      I guess I’d gotten that vibe from them.

      ’They still care about each other,’ I insisted.

      ‘Yeah. They still love each other, I’d say,’ she nodded, and groaned as I once again slipped my fingers inside her panties, to gently dab at her slippery folds. ‘But they’re entering the Friend Zone, I think.’

      I lay there stroking her pussy—through her underwear and underneath it. It was gentle, tender, unhurried. It was so late, and although I was still aroused by her, still buzzing from watching her fuck another man, still inebriated by the scent and touch of her freshly-fucked form, I didn’t feel like I absolutely had to come myself. Not in that moment.

      I found myself all turned around—the two of us lying beside each other, but head-to-toe on the bed, almost like a sixty-nine arrangement that had collapsed through exhaustion. I had my head on her warm thigh, close to her sex as I stroked it, breathing in that heady scent, reveling in the slickness of her well-used pussy as I caressed her there. I felt her hand on my hardness, stroking it through the tight cotton of my boxer briefs.

      She lifted her hips, briefly, to allow me to remove her underwear. I lifted my hips to allow her to remove mine.

      I leaned in to kiss her sweet pussy, running my fingers through her soft, damp fur, parting her pussy lips before dipping my tongue inside her slippery groove, tasting her, inhaling her, indulging in her.

      ‘Keira says I should shave it,’ Lizzie said, quietly moaning as I nuzzled my head between her thighs and explored her pussy with my mouth.

      ’She does?’

      She smiled. ‘She says some guys prefer it that way.’

      ‘Some guys?’ that made me chuckle.

      Lizzie giggled. I felt her hand brushing over my thigh, before she curled her fingers around my hardness. She said, ‘You know she has this idea about us two going out to get laid. Like single girls. Once the pandemic’s over, anyway.’

      My cock throbbed at that.

      ‘Mmm… somebody likes that idea,’ Lizzie said, gently stroking my shaft.

      I brushed my fingers through her dark fuzz and kissed her pussy deeply. Then I said, ‘I like it like this. But I guess if Keira says…’

      Lizzie laughed. ‘I don’t do everything Keira says.’

      ‘No?’

      ‘She does seem to know what she’s talking about.’

      I slid a couple of fingers inside her pussy. It was still very slow, very gentle. Sensual. We were in no rush. It was so nice. It felt like there was no pressure. I didn’t have to worry about making her come, because Jacob had already done that for me. I gently stirred my fingers inside her, and one of her hands joined mine between her thighs—casually stroking her clit while her other hand squeezed my cock.

      I really think we could have fallen asleep like that.

      But then she turned on her side and took my cock in her hot mouth, and with that I needed to come. I rested my head on her thigh as she sucked on my cock, and she lifted her knee to allow me access, so that we ended up in a kind of sideways sixty-nine, licking and sucking on each other until both of us ended up coming—slow but somehow all the more powerful because of it.

      It was, up until that point, the slowest sex I’d ever experienced. And perhaps even the best.

      ‘Are you going to go back to him?’ I asked her, when we finally broke apart, panting for breath.

      ‘Would that be okay?’

      ‘Sure. Of course.’

      She smiled. ‘Wanna join me in the shower before I go?’
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      I want to tell you that things settled down, as far as our little arrangement went, between me and Jacob and Lizzie. That we got over the first week or two of crazy lust and settled into a new routine, a new stability, a comfortable situation where we all knew our place, we all respected each other’s boundaries, and an air of cozy predictability developed, like a normal relationship except that Lizzie happened to have two boyfriends.

      The thing was, for me, nothing settled down.

      Every time Lizzie came over for a visit, it felt like a major occasion for me. Whenever she texted me to say she was on her way, my heart started beating a little more quickly, my blood started to fizz with adrenaline, and my cock began to thicken up. When she arrived at our place, and either I let her in, or Jacob let her in, I’d be in a full state of arousal, performing subtle breathing exercises to try and downplay the cartoonish excitement I was feeling.

      And when she took Jacob’s hand and disappeared with him into his huge bedroom, perhaps after flashing me a knowing smile, I’d feel the whole world spinning around me, and I’d have to take a large swig of some kind of alcohol to keep my feet on the ground.

      I mean, don’t get me wrong, I wouldn’t have changed a thing. I wanted her to have a good time. I wanted the sex to be good.

      I guess I just wasn’t expecting it to be such an emotional experience, so unbelievably intense. Exciting, arousing—yes. But also disturbing, unnerving, even frightening at times. As I’d watched her with him, I’d felt deeply just how much I loved her. And seeing her take such pleasure from his touch, from his body, from his kiss—it made me feel as though I was treading on thin ice, and that any moment it might crack, and it would all be over.

      It felt strange to feel such intense feelings for her—I mean, we hadn’t been going out for all that long before lockdown, so despite the long weeks apart during the first phase of self-isolation, it seemed as though our relationship had progressed quite rapidly.

      Watching her with Jacob just intensified all that, making me want her more and more with every passing moment—but also, looking back, it made me worry more and more about losing her.

      While the adrenaline was flowing, and the sex was ongoing, I could cling to the sexual thrill of watching them together, and suppress my fear. Yet when Lizzie and Jacob were done, and left lounging there in his huge bed, the sexual excitement softened, and my anxiety levels started to build.

      Over the next few weeks, as I steeled myself to watch Lizzie with Jacob more and more often, I was able to control my fear much more effectively and embrace the exhilaration of watching my love being fucked by another man.

      We did develop more of a pattern to our behavior after a while, however.

      For one thing: after that first date night experience, every Saturday night became a dedicated Date Night thereafter. Lizzie and Jacob would dress up smartly for each other, sit down to a very nice dinner—prepared by myself—and then spend time watching a new movie together, or trying out new cocktails together (that was a blast), or whatever other idea we came up with. And then they’d end up in bed, of course.

      Each week, Lizzie would let me help her prepare for date night—including shopping online for new outfits and sexy underwear. I’d go over to her apartment and spend the afternoon with her, helping her to decide what to wear for her date, then slowly pampering her with a massage, a leisurely bath, and perhaps some light cunnilingus along the way to warm her up for her encounter with Jacob.

      For some reason, it really turned me on how much effort she put into getting ready for him, for another man. However, I would have to wait until her date with him was over before I got to actually consummate the arousal I felt for her.

      Often, Keira would come along for the ride on date nights—keeping us company as Lizzie got ready to see Jacob, sharing advice here and there. Most of the time, Keira would keep me company while Lizzie was with Jacob on date nights. It was fun chatting with her, and while an evening with Jacob’s girlfriend might start out as the two of us just being platonic companions, perhaps even watching a movie together (though we were each in different apartments), invariably she would start teasing me about the fact that her boyfriend was in the process of fucking my girlfriend, and it would turn into a sexual experience much like the first time she kept me company during a cuckolding experience.

      I guess, after a while, the two of us got to be on quite friendly terms, and on quite intimate terms, albeit via our webcams. I never kept anything from Lizzie, though, and each time something happened with Keira, Lizzie seemed not only okay with it, but actively pleased that I was getting so cozy with her while she was with Jacob.

      I’d say that by the time we’d gotten a couple of weeks into our new arrangements, our routine had developed such that Keira wasn’t around during the week—only on Date Night. And so, for the most part, I also left Jacob and Lizzie to sleep together in privacy a couple of times each week, on weeknights—limiting myself to watching them only on Date Nights. It made that night even more special each week. But in some respects, I actually enjoyed having to wait until Jacob was done with Lizzie before I saw her. I liked the anticipation I felt in knowing what they were doing, without being able to watch, and in knowing that when they were finished, I would get to enjoy Lizzie, and she would tell me what Jacob had done with her—talking dirty as I lapped at her freshly fucked pussy.
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      Then as July drew near, the government announced that lockdown rules were being relaxed even more, because virus transmission rates remained low compared to the Spring, and the nation needed to start opening up its businesses to try to resurrect the economy and save jobs.

      It was a Thursday night, I think, when Lizzie came over for another bedroom workout with Jacob, followed by a warm-down with her appreciative boyfriend. When she first arrived, she mentioned to us about the government’s latest announcement, and Jacob and I nodded and said something about being glad that pubs were finally opening up again.

      We were dishing out some curry and rice for supper, and Lizzie said to Jacob that she bet he would be glad that we’d all be able to get back to normal soon, and that Keira would finally be able to visit him.

      Jacob and I were a little surprised at this. we’d read that pubs and restaurants were re-opening, but we’d understood that social distancing measures would remain in place—albeit shortened to ‘one meter plus’ for those in crowded pubs where it was difficult to space everybody two meters apart.

      Lizzie grinned. ‘But they’re also letting two households meet indoors, too,’ she said. ‘And a support bubble only counts as one of those households—so both Keira and I will be able to visit.’

      ‘Oh, right,’ Jacob said, and I could tell he was trying not to sound disappointed.

      I knew him well enough to detect that hint of disappointment, though. I was both surprised by it—I mean, Keira was really stunning, how could anybody be disappointed at the prospect of sleeping with her? And I was also a touch proud, a touch smug, sensing that Jacob didn’t want to stop sleeping with my girlfriend.

      But once Keira was able to visit us as well, we all knew there would be no need for our slightly unconventional arrangement to continue.

      After an overly long hesitation, Jacob said, ‘Uh… yeah, it’ll be really nice to see her again. In person, I mean.’ Then he smiled. I wasn’t sure if Lizzie picked up on his disappointment, his hesitancy.

      She grinned, and said, ‘I know she’s pretty happy she can come over here… next Saturday, I suppose it’ll be.’

      Lizzie gave me an odd little smile, which I couldn’t quite interpret, as though she was teasing me about something. I glanced down at my curry, trying to figure out what she might mean. My best guess was that she thought it might turn out to be a little strange for me when things went back to normal, since I’d become a bit of an online buddy for Keira in recent weeks, and really quite intimately.

      But I glanced at Jacob, and he shrugged, and the sense I got was that we’d all get back to normal and it probably wouldn’t be a particularly big deal.

      What happened in lockdown could stay in lockdown.

      We’d all move on.

      We’d all resume normal life.

      I looked at Lizzie, not quite believing that we even could get fully back to normality. I mean… she knew one of my big turn-ons was letting her sleep with other men, right? Keira had been showing her the ropes on Tinder, she’d been on virtual dates with other guys, with strangers, via webcam.

      ‘It’s only two households that can hang out together indoors?’ I asked my girlfriend once supper was finished.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ she said. I think she was a little surprised I was apparently still thinking about all that.

      I said, ‘So people who go to pubs… they won’t be able to meet new people, will they?’

      Lizzie grinned. ‘Not as I understand it,’ she said. ‘There’s still social distancing rules in pubs. Why?’

      There was a twinkle in her eye—she knew why I was asking. I wanted to know if we could go to pubs and watch Lizzie hook up with a stranger.  I wanted to know if she could date guys off Tinder in person.

      I wanted our unconventional relationship to stay unconventional.

      I said, ‘I just think… you know… when we finally get to hang out in pubs… there are going to be a lot of guys who’d want to… you know… get to know you better.’

      Lizzie blushed, but beamed ear-to-ear. I felt myself blush a little, too, since I was confessing to my ongoing nature as a bit of a cuckold. Jacob was watching TV, he didn’t seem to be paying attention. My beautiful girlfriend gazed at me, with clear affection, and I could see both that her nipples were hard, pushing through her clothes, and that her breathing had noticeably deepened.

      She was turned on by the thought that after all this was done, I would still want her to see other men.

      She almost looked as though she was about to invite me to accompany her into my room for a few minutes before it was time for her to give Jacob what she’d come round here to give him. Like maybe she wanted to give me a quick blowjob before she went off to have full sex with my roommate.

      Yet the moment was soon broken—Jacob was up on his feet, offering Lizzie his hand as though he was a gallant knight about to help her step over the cloak he had draped over a puddle. Lizzie looked up at him and took his hand, and I could see the quiet excitement in her face at the prospect of going into his bedroom with him, even after all these times she’d slept with him already.

      I was left on my own, though I was quietly happy that my girlfriend was about to get another night of passion with two men, knowing that I would get to have her after my roommate.

      And then, just as I was settling down to watch the latest episode of Snowpiercer on Netflix, Lizzie suddenly re-emerged—wearing only a bra and panties by now—and promptly beckoned me to come with her back into Jacob’s room.
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      Jacob was lying on his bed already, of course, as I followed Lizzie inside—but he was still wearing his t-shirt and a pair of basketball shorts. Lying on his back, his head on a pillow, he almost looked as though he was about to drift off to sleep.

      I didn’t notice that my roommate was lying on one side of the bed until Lizzie climbed onto the mattress, and patted the empty half beside him, clearly inviting me to take up position there.

      I was a little surprised —until now, I’d mostly kept my distance from them when they had sex, watching from the sidelines. But I climbed onto the bed to lie beside Jacob, albeit about two or three feet apart. This bed really was massive compared to mine. The way Jacob lay there made me feel accepted, that it wasn’t such a big deal.

      I was feeling a little giddy from excitement, that I was going to get to watch them fuck from this close.

      Lizzie crawled up the bed, to offer me a smile—and then a kiss. It was almost as though she was expressing gratitude to me—thank you for letting me bang your roommate. Jesus. She’d gotten good at kissing in recent weeks. This past month, she and I had been kissing a lot more than we had ever done before lockdown. It was one of the surprises of this experience so far—how sexy it had become to kiss Lizzie, to connect with her so tenderly, with such love and affection, particularly after she’d been with Jacob. Kissing had become an important way for she and I to reconnect, to bond over this sexual adventure of ours.

      When she pulled back from our kiss at last, and turned to face Jacob, I noticed that she didn’t kiss him, even though I might have thought she would, since it was the kind of thing you might do with someone before sex.

      Was that proof that it was different with Jacob? It was just sex.

      She knelt beside him and ran her hands over, and around, the bulge in his shorts. I saw that he had his hand up between her thighs and was already stroking her pussy through her lacy black panties. Had he been touching her there while she’d been kissing me? It seemed like it.

      A moment later, Lizzie took hold of the waistband of Jacob’s shorts and hauled them—along with his underwear—down and off his legs, revealing his thickening cock.

      I watched her settle down beside him, lying over one of his thighs to take his cock in her hands, and then in her mouth. So hot, watching his cock disappear into her mouth each time, seeing how much she was obviously enjoying the fact that she had another man’s manhood in her mouth, not that of her boyfriend.

      She was so good at this, now, too. Apparently, she’d learned a great deal since starting to sleep with two men concurrently. Or perhaps she had simply practiced a great deal—you know what they say about practice. Part of it was confidence—Lizzie had just become so much more sexy, through and through, because she was so much more confident than she had been.

      As she got comfortable, bobbing down on him, she was lying curled up on her side, and I had to move down to the foot of the bed to get a better view. Down there, I found myself stroking her legs, without even really thinking about it at first. I guess that since I’d been invited onto the bed, invited to sit with them, to be there up close while Lizzie went down on him, I just felt comfortable enough to touch her during the event. Enjoying the softness, the smoothness of her recently-shaven thighs.

      She glanced down at me as I stroked her there and gave me an encouraging smile even though her mouth was full.

      I found myself wondering at what point you’d call it a threesome. Stroking her—that was a sexual act. When there wasn’t consent, it would be enough to land you in jail. You probably needed to do more than this to claim involvement in a threesome. But this was still three in a bed. I could hardly believe we were doing this.

      In college, there were rumors about certain people having a threesome. For guys like me, who were just learning the ropes after a high school career locked in virginity, the threesome as a concept was almost mythical. It didn’t really happen, did it? It was simply a creation of the porn industry, not something that really happened with ordinary people.

      One of my friends once claimed to have been invited to join two flirty females in a threesome one night in our senior year. The two of them had even been in his bed, naked, and waiting for him. Tragically—and as far as we were concerned, it was a tragedy on a par with Hamlet or Les Misérables—my friend happened to be so drunk he’d passed out at the time, and so no threesome for him. And after that night, he’d ended up meeting The One, and so there was never to be another opportunity for a threesome. So tragic.

      But here I was, lying at my girlfriend’s feet as she slurped on another man’s cock. Jesus.

      Sure, when I was in college, I probably wouldn’t have preferred a threesome involving another guy. But right now, with Lizzie, if I had the choice, I definitely would have wanted her to have another guy than for us to share another woman. As sexy as it would be, I thought, to see Lizzie with another woman, or to enjoy two women at once myself, it just didn’t feel like it would have been as dramatic. The sight of her handling another man’s hard cock was just breath-taking.

      Seeing her taking that thing in her mouth, hearing her sucking on him.

      Knowing that she was about to fuck him.

      I wasn’t jealous, and yet the sense that there was risk, here, whether it was risk of losing Lizzie or risk of damaging our relationship long-term, made it that much more dramatic to watch them. Sure, I could have lost her to a woman, but my assumption was that Lizzie was more into guys than women, and therefore that would be less likely.

      Even beyond the risk of losing Lizzie, this whole thing seemed so taboo, and that only made it hotter to me. A lot of people in my generation were embracing a much more fluid attitude toward sexuality than older generations these days—but I went to a boy’s school, where homophobia was very nearly on the curriculum, and the attitudes drilled into all of us made us almost afraid to be anywhere near another guy who was naked, or in any danger of seeing another guy naked.

      And here I was, lying on a bed where another guy’s cock was not only exposed, but actively penetrating my girlfriend’s mouth.

      I shouldn’t have tolerated this, according to the people I’d grown up with. But it was so erotic, seeing Lizzie with Jacob like this. Seeing her enjoying someone else.

      And to be a part of it, that was insane.

      Another man lying right next to me, moaning as my girlfriend sucked his cock.

      God.

      And then as I was stroking her legs, Lizzie paused her focus on Jacob’s cock to glance down at me quite purposefully, before lifting her right knee and parting her thighs quite deliberately. I caught my breath. It seemed so much like an invitation. I glanced up at her face, and she smiled.

      ‘Warm me up for him,’ she directed, adding, ‘get me ready so he can fuck me.’

      Objectively, she was already ready to fuck Jacob. I could see the dark patch of her panties covering her sex, see the dampness, see how wet she was already.  But these were Keira’s words coming through my girlfriend’s mouth. This was Lizzie purposefully pressing my buttons. This was Lizzie knowing how to drive her cuckold boyfriend wild.

      This was Lizzie talking during sex in a way she never had before lockdown.

      I kissed my way along her nearest leg, breathing in that mild but growing scent of her arousal, indulging in the heat and softness of her inner thighs before I arrived between her legs, and nuzzled up against her sodden but warm lacy panties. She moaned as I pressed my face against her sex, as I opened my mouth and sucked on her pussy through the thin material of her underwear.

      She helped me peel away her panties, and then I was kissing my way up her legs again, my eyes latched on the prize waiting for me—her irresistible pussy, all pink and glistening in amongst her tidy, dark fur. This pussy, which would shortly be accepting another man’s big dick, but which right now she wanted me to prepare.

      As I neared my prize, I gently parted her lips with my fingers, and took in the sight of her, all wet and powerfully aroused as she went back to sucking my roommate’s cock. I couldn’t hold back for long, ducking in there, touching my tongue gently to her slippery lips, tenderly lapping at her sweetness, running my tongue along every fold and every crease, loving the way her body responded, the way her legs stirred, her hips began circling, her moans turned from performance to response—from the kind of moans designed to turn on Jacob as she sucked on him to the kind of moans that she didn’t have to think about, that just came deep from her heart with every time that my tongue coursed against her soaking groove.

      I didn’t have long to enjoy her, I knew that. I was merely the warm-up act. But there was still room for a good performance. And as I lapped at her, there was time enough to savor her flavor, to appreciate the sensation of my lips grazing against hers, my tongue flicking against her clit. I could make her squirm a little, here and there, sucking on her clit, pressing my nose against her button, slipping a finger or two inside her.

      I could prime her, get her so revved up that when Jacob came to enter her, we could practically hear her tires squeal.

      I suppose I’d gotten better at that, too, over the past few weeks. Practice makes perfect, sure; but, also, enthusiasm makes for a better student. I’d become obsessed by her pussy ever since she’d started sharing it with another guy.

      And now, Jacob was up, ready to begin.

      Lizzie was soaking wet, and because of it, so was I. Nevertheless, she coaxed me up to kiss her mouth as Jacob knelt up between her thighs, pushed up her knees, and touched his stiff cock down against her exposed sex.

      Sitting up by the pillows, I cradled her head gently as he slid that huge thing inside her. I heard that thing gliding into her, I was so close to them. I felt her body pushed up slightly, in the direction of the headboard, as he filled her up—and again with each thrust.

      I was right with her as he fucked her, as she moaned, ‘Oh… oh… oh… oh God…’

      As she said things like, ‘He’s so big… sweetie… God… it feels so good…’

      I stroked her cheek as he fucked her. I kissed her lips. I fondled her phenomenal breasts. She came as he slammed into her, as my mouth held down hers, as two men focused their attention on her, the quickest I think I’d ever seen her come. Well, the candle that burns twice as bright lasts half as long.

      There was no let-up after that. She turned over onto all fours, and Jacob moved to let her get comfortable. Then to my surprise, Lizzie was pawing at my fly, cracking open my jeans, and I was helping her drag them down my legs along with my underwear. She let me lie down in the middle of the bed, my head on the pillows, and after removing her bra, she was kneeling between my legs, taking my hard cock in her hands, and in her mouth.

      Jacob lining up behind her, standing on the floor, at the foot of the bed, entering her with a jolt, before taking hold of her waist to resume fucking her.

      It felt good, of course, as she inhaled my cock. But Jesus, this was a threesome. A proper threesome. And as I gazed down on my sweet girlfriend taking my dick between her full lips, I could also let my eyes wander further down her body to the gorgeous heart-shape of her behind, pushed up slightly, as another man pulled himself toward it again and again, piercing her with his fat dick time and time again.

      Looking at her face as he fucked her. And as she sucked on me. Feeling the force of each thrust as he pounded into her from her mouth on my cock.

      That was hot enough. But after a while, our little arrangement broke up, and Lizzie was directing me to lie across the bed, and when she straddled me, it was definitely not in the way that I was expecting. Her knees were by my shoulders, and as she lay down on me, her elbows were by my hips. I was gazing up at her dripping sex, I was craning my neck so that I could reach it and touch my lips against her so that I could taste her again. I felt her take my cock in her hands again, and envelope it with her hot mouth.

      And then my whole world was about to get stranger. As I relaxed my neck and gazed upward, wondering why she wasn’t just pressing her pussy down against my willing mouth while she was servicing my cock—as the soixante-neuf is designed to achieve—everything went dark around me.

      Another pair of legs was kneeling around my head, behind Lizzie’s.

      And there, just a few inches away from my face, I saw his hard cock loom, its tip approaching her exquisite pussy, and then I was right there when he sank it inside her again.

      I could hardly believe it.

      I was so close, I could have lifted my head just a tiny bit and started sucking on her clit while he thrust his cock inside her. Talk about an extreme close-up.

      It was sweltering hot down there between two pairs of legs, but I was so incredibly turned on. Watching so close as another man fucked my girlfriend, breathing in the scent of sex from the very source, hearing the wet sounds of his penetration as if in Dolby surround sound. Feeling little droplets of her wetness fall on me as he fucked her.

      She sank a little as he fucked her, and then I really could suck on her clit as he thrust into her, and that nearly drove her crazy.

      After a while, she got to the point where she could no longer focus on sucking my cock—and that was a good thing, because the experience was so arousing to me that it all became about forcing myself not to come under intense pressure to blow my load quite explosively. Sex should never be so good that the guy has to spend the whole time trying to think of really horrible thoughts to keep himself from coming.

      She still held onto my cock, however, and she still slipped it in her mouth occasionally, though mainly to enhance her own sexual experience on her way to another bed-shuddering climax.

      But I will certainly never forget looking up to witness another man coming inside my woman. Jacob’s hard-on throbbing and pulsing as he held it there, knowing that he was done. His huge organ bucking and jerking as he pumped his seed inside her.

      I nearly lost control of myself to witness that. The sight provoking every primordial response in me to make myself ready to take this female back from the male suitor who had challenged my status as her mate.

      After Jacob was done, our threesome turned back into a twosome, with Lizzie rolling onto her back to offer herself exclusively to me again. I was a little dazed, a little stunned by what had happened, to the point where she had to slip my cock back in her mouth to suck me back to full hardness again.

      ‘Where did you find out how to do that?’ I asked her, almost unnecessarily because I knew the answer already.

      She smiled, and we spoke in unison: ‘Keira.’

      I wondered what our lockdown arrangement would have been like without the input of Jacob’s gorgeous blonde girlfriend.

      I even put the question to Lizzie as she lay on her back on the bed again, inviting me in between her splayed thighs.

      Lizzie grinned. ‘I don’t know…’

      I took hold of her warm thighs and pressed my hard shaft up against her searing-hot, freshly-fucked pussy. I suggested, ‘If Keira wasn’t whispering naughty thoughts your way, you’d probably have made me leave the apartment whenever you slept with Jacob. And then you would have hidden all the details from me after you did it.’

      Lizzie giggled, ‘And you really think I’d have kept it all secret from you for long? I’d have seen how hard you get just thinking about me being with another man, and I’d have soon started dropping little hints about fucking him.’

      ‘I’d hope so,’ I laughed.

      ‘But we do have a fair amount to thank her for,’ Lizzie said, seriously, and started grinding her pussy against my shaft from underneath, gyrating her hips to do so. ‘I mean… I think if ever things started getting a little boring for the two of us… I’d know how to spice things up again…’

      ‘Like how?’

      She shrugged. ‘I’d just find myself a new guy to fuck,’ she grinned, ‘and then once I was done, I’m sure you’d want to know all the details…’

      Lizzie moved her body under mine so that the tip of my cock was against her entrance. Then, with a little jerk, I was inside her, feeling the heat and wetness of her well-used pussy. Feeling the slick oil lubricating my passage inside her, the after-effects of another man fucking her.

      I moaned at the blissful feeling of fucking her right after another man had filled her with his come. God, this was insanely hot.

      ‘You do like her, don’t you?’ Lizzie asked suddenly, out of the blue.

      ‘Keira?’

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘Of course. She’s nice. Fun.’ I was telling the truth, but cautiously. I wasn’t sure where Lizzie was going with this. As much evidence as I’d had that Lizzie wasn’t the kind of person who liked to set traps for me, my gut instinct was that this could easily be a trap. Women just didn’t like their boyfriends to spend time thinking about other women, in my experience. Particularly if they were thinking good thoughts about the other women.

      ‘She’s gorgeous, isn’t she?’ Lizzie said, sounding strangely dreamy, like she was talking about the cute one in a boy band.

      ‘I suppose…’ I said, vaguely, because she’d said something like this before, and I still wanted to avoid any slippery slopes involved in expanding on her description of my roommate’s highly attractive girlfriend.

      Lizzie said, quietly, ‘I’ve never met anyone like her…’ then she seemed to snap back into sharp reality, blushing faintly as though she’d unwittingly revealed some mildly embarrassing secret.

      As if to distract, she suddenly rolled us over on the bed, my cock still inside her, so that she was now riding me, cowgirl-style.

      ‘You know, when Keira starts visiting Jacob, you’re probably going to have to come visit me at my apartment, Mister,’ she said, her stunning breasts shaking as she began to bounce on my stiff cock. ‘There’s no way I’m going to be able to sleep all night next to you on your tiny little bed.’

      I said, ‘I don’t mind traveling.’

      I was so close to coming. It was an unusual experience. She just looked like a goddess as she sat up on me, riding me like a stallion, fucking me with a pussy I’d just seen being filled by another man, right up close.

      She leaned down, and we made out for a while, as she slowly fucked me, and we both just enjoyed the sensations of being together, skin-on-skin, kiss-on-kiss, with the presence of Jacob still very much with us, in the wetness inside her, the smell of his cologne around us, the subtle taste of him on her lips.

      Then, trying to slow things down so that I didn’t come at the wrong moment, I asked her, ‘So what happens now? Keira can come visit Jacob now. We go back to normal?’

      Lizzie laughed. ‘Why would we? You seem to like me fucking other guys… and I guess I do too, so… we never need to go back to our old normal…’

      And when she said that, and the way she looked as she said it, I could hold myself back no longer. I groaned as my climax suddenly hit me like a freight train, while Lizzie seemed to purr like a contented cat as I became the second man to come inside her within a matter of minutes.

      What a rush.
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        The complete hotwife romance

      

      

      

      Knowing his wife is having an affair makes her irresistible to Jens.

      From the start of their unusual relationship, Jens Nielsen was always open about his inability to satisfy a woman. His lovely wife, Effie, was always perfectly understanding, given his condition. Nevertheless he made her an offer: if she was ever tempted by another man, she could have an affair without fear of damaging their marriage. A woman has needs, after all.

      Now, for the first time, Jens suspects that his reluctant wife is actually taking up his offer—and surprisingly, it awakens his desire for beautiful Effie in a most unexpected way…

      From bestselling author Max Sebastian comes the complete, sizzlingly erotic trilogy, Obsessive, in one volume.
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        A Lockdown Affair

        A cheating wife turns hotwife

      

      

      

      Cam is shocked when he discovers evidence that suggests his wife might be cheating on him — and during the lockdown, of all times.

      Feeling the need to properly confirm his suspicions before he should confront Marcie about her affair, Cam begins discreet inquiries. But as he does so, not only does he begin to understand her reasons for being unfaithful, he also finds his desire for her growing exponentially — precisely because she has been cheating on him.

      Amazon bestselling erotica author Max Sebastian presents a full-length novel full of sizzling suspense, as a stay-at-home dad discovers the strange attraction of an unfaithful wife.
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