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Synopsis



Brittany and I have been best friends for a long time. But secretly, I've always felt like we were in a competition. She's just naturally excellent at everything, and she's the most stunning girl I've ever come across. Most guys who meet her fall head over heels, too.

So, inevitably, I've found myself striving to outdo her at work, in school, and in the dating scene. The one area where I've managed to stay ahead of Brittany is when it comes to men. She's a bit conservative, while I've had my fair share of “experiences” and fun times.

But I have started to feel so bad for my bestie, that I've decided to let Brittany have a little fun with my boyfriend, Damian. He's the ideal guy, and he's, well, generously endowed, which is something Brittany has often mentioned wanting to try. Brittany, being drop-dead gorgeous, could steal my man away, but I figure that with her inexperience, I am safe from that risk.

But my good deed takes a turn for the worst, when Brittany’s secret is revealed, that she isn’t as innocent as she has claimed. And now she's about to steal my boyfriend right out from under me.

As angry as it makes me, I can only help but watch and enjoy the show. Turns out getting cheated on by my boyfriend and bestie is WAY hotter than I ever imagined…

This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.


Selena Hart’s Newsletter



Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

Click here to join my newsletter!


Head Games



Brittany and I have been best friends since high school. But we've always had this super competitive streak between us.

I guess you could say we're "frenemies.”

Of course, I doubt Brittany would ever describe our relationship in that way. She'd probably say we're "BFFs" or "besties," and the idea of competition between us would be considered 'laughable' by her.

But that's because Brittany has always had the upper hand.

I've always been in her shadow, and as a result, I've had to work harder than Brittany in every aspect of life. I've excelled in school, in my career, and in dating, but I've never quite managed to outdo Brittany.

And why wouldn’t she do better than me? She is practically the image of perfection; long, flowing blonde hair, big blue eyes, a tiny little waist but a set of big enviable boobs. It isn’t only guys who turn their heads as Brittany walks by. Girls—straight girls—are just as distracted by her breasts and her overall beauty as the horniest guy on the street.

This is what Brittany does to people. So, it’s been no wonder, really, that she has had so much success. Sure, we can all pretend that looks and beauty have nothing to do with success in school and employment, but we all secretly know that a girl as beautiful as Brittany will never flip burgers or struggle to pay her rent.

And so, on the surface, Brittany and I have been best friends for years. Of course, we’re only fresh out of college, both twenty-one. But, that’s still five years between us; five years of sleepovers, dishing secrets and crushing over guys together—guys that Brittany always ended up snagging.

I sometimes feel like Brittany’s total opposite. I have shorter, dark hair and a svelte, slender figure with B-cup boobs. I have a pale, smooth complexion, whereas Brittany has that nice slightly tanned complexion that comes with her Nordic heritage.

But Brittany and I are quite different when it comes to one thing in particular: how we handle boys. And this is where I have my edge.

Brittany might be the one that the guy will approach first, but I’m the one that will leave him desperate for more.

Because my best friend has always been a bit more prudish with her sexuality than I. Brittany is a good girl through and through; it is certainly not an act or façade like it might be for some girls.

No, she is quite innocent in many ways. She has had sex—plenty of it. But only with one boy: Kevin, her high school sweetheart and the head running back for the varsity football team.

I watched as she rejected boys left and right at college. And I would be there ready to have my fun with them when they licked their wounds. Maybe they were not good enough for Brittany, but they were always good enough for me.

What can I say? I have a voracious sexual appetite. I am not a slut, mind you. I simply know what I want, and I like to have my fun. I don’t do anything reckless or stupid like risking STDs or pregnancy, though there may have been a frantic rush to the pharmacy for the morning-after pill here or there. Clumsy me.

I know Brittany knows the sort of girl I am, or she at least has an idea of it. Of all the things we are quite honest about—brutally so, really—my sexual appetite is one of those precious few things Brittany has always seemed a bit too timid to discuss.

And, in a way, I take great pleasure in it. After all, if Brittany is going to be miss perfect, I like that I have something to hold over her head; something that she couldn’t possibly excel at over me, because she is too scared and pure to try.

It is a shame, though. I’ve always had a crush on my best friend. We started out on the cheerleading team together, first meeting during sophomore year of high school. But it wasn’t until we were graduating high school and spending the summer before college together that we became best friends, I think.

And it was that time, sometime shortly after we both turned eighteen that I realized I was as horny for my bestie as most of the guys I watched Brittany reject. I am not a lesbian, but that is what Brittany does to a girl; she is so fucking beautiful that I, a rigidly straight girl, will have impure thoughts about rubbing my body against hers during our weekly sleepovers.

I don’t think Brittany is aware of this, and I knew that it wasn’t possible for anything to ever happen between us. She was too prude to do hook up with guys; god knows a girl would have been totally out of the question.

So I watched Brittany from a distance and secretly pined for her while having my fun with the dumb college boys who were foolish to come my way and get their hearts broken.

I like to have my fun with big, dumb college jocks, and then toss them aside for the next one. They will text me relentlessly, spilling their feelings, and I take a bit of amusement in leaving them out to dry. I suppose it’s a sort of defiant attitude that I possess; I know these boys have broken a few hearts of their own, and I simply feel as though it is my duty to tip the scales and keep a bit of balance. And in that way, in causing them a bit of hurt, perhaps they will go forward with a bit more consideration in how they treat their future girlfriends?

Or, maybe I am simply having my fun and looking for an excuse to justify it.

Brittany doesn’t care to ask about or pry into my sexual exploits, but that doesn’t mean I don’t tell her; because I can tell she loves it. I can see on her eyes just how horny it makes her. I’ve spent enough time around her when she would hang-out with her now ex-boyfriend Kevin, to know when she was becoming horny and wanted to ditch me so she and Kevin could have sex in his pickup truck.

I have become quite proficient in recognizing the look in her eyes, the slight part of her pouty pink lips, and the faint rise and fall of her chest in quick succession. And if I get juicy enough with my details—if I really let Brittany know about all the dirty things I’ve been doing—I will see her bite her lip, as if wishing it was she who was in my bed last night.

Nothing makes me happier than seeing that “look” on Brittany’s face. Her cheeks get a bit blotchy and flush, and I know she’s heated and horny. I imagine her little white cotton thong, stained with her wetness—sticky and clear as her pussy swells and her clit grows a bit stiff. Imagining it all just makes me feel the very same way. And, once or twice, and I swore we were right at the precipice of making love.

But Brittany has exceptional control over herself—and her body. If she didn’t, I know she would have slipped up once or twice and cheated on her ex-boyfriend during those college years when boys were as plentiful as frat-party beers.

It was yet another thing I envied about her. I sometimes wished that I could control myself in the same way, but alas, we aren’t all so gifted.

Of course, a big reason why Brittany has been so apt at turning away attractive men is simply because she doesn’t realize just how amazing sex could feel—if she could orgasm.

That’s right. She doesn’t climax during sex. She told me as much, and managed to slip up one night and confess that during her three year relationship with Kevin, he had given her only two orgasms.

When I knew her secret, I knew I had to do something. Of course, how was I going to gift my best friend the orgasm of her life when she wouldn’t even consider hooking up with the hottest guys in our college?

Well, I was stumped until Damian entered my life.

Damian was like something out of a CW show; tall, suave, thick blonde hair neatly-styled and lush. He had a strong jawline that was peppered with short blonde whiskers to match the strawberry-blonde locks atop his head. And of course he had the most piercing blue eyes I had ever seen.

I honestly started to wonder if I had finally crossed paths with “the one;” the guy who could make me ditch hook-ups altogether and settle down. I was starting to picture myself with Damian and a house with a white-picket fence and even a couple kids running about our feet. The thought was as terrifying to me as it was exhilarating.

Because as drop-dead handsome as Damian was, he had a few girls after him. I was no longer in college where the pick of the litter would come to me.

But it took no time at all before I spun my web and had Damian for myself. A few dates—and a few nights in my apartment where I proceeded to blow his mind and do the filthiest things to him—and he was mine.

Yet, at the same time, I had to hear about Brittany and her sexual hesitation.

“It’s been nearly a year since you and Kevin broke up, babe,” I reminded her over a lunch-break get-together.

Even though we didn't work for the same company, both of us had finance-related jobs, and our offices were in adjacent buildings. This closeness allowed us to spend our lunch breaks together, sharing gossip and daydreaming about escaping the downtown grind.

It was difficult to keep Damian a secret from Brittany, but I chose to do so because I didn't want to flaunt my recent success in Brittany's face.

Of course, it was all by choice. Brittany could have snagged any boy she wanted—even Damian, right out from under me—if she had been so inclined.

But she was still reeling from her breakup with Kevin and seemed almost put-off men forever. That was a crisis that I knew I had to remedy.

And who better to help than my prized stallion, Damian?

It was already thrilling to know that Damian was exactly Brittany's type.

He wasn't just conventionally attractive; he was the kind of guy who could turn heads and make almost any woman swoon. It was tough not to feel a twinge of jealousy when we couldn't even grab a cup of coffee without girls eyeing him as if he were Brad Pitt. And there was a good reason for that; he had been a model when he was younger.

Now, at thirty, Damian was more focused on advancing his career as a hedge fund manager, which also came with a much more appealing paycheck.

It was quite tempting to dangle him over Brittany’s face, as if to say ‘I win.’ But I couldn’t do that to my best friend.

Instead, I had other plans for my bestie.

When I finally realized that Brittany was not going to come out of her shell on her own and I would have to take drastic measures, I decided that it was time to introduce her to Damian.

But I knew I would have to be tactful about it, too. And, most importantly, I would have to give her little chance to talk her way out of it.

“Why don’t we have a sleepover at my place Friday night? We will get some Uber-Eats and it will be just us, Ben & Jerry’s, and the worst movies Netflix has to offer,” I said to her.

I could tell, being stuck in her rut, Brittany was reluctant to accept. But, with enough pushing, she agreed.

“Maybe we’ll go out for a few drinks, too,” I said to her. Brittany rolled her eyes and groaned at the thought, but I knew she would take my suggestion seriously. And that was the point. We would not be going out for drinks, but if Brittany thought that there was a chance, she was going to make herself look perfect from head to toe, and I wanted her to be as delicious as possible for my boyfriend.

I knew all about Brittany and what she wanted. And I knew what she didn’t want. She didn’t want a pig of a boyfriend or a cheater, or a man with a small penis. Unfortunately for her, Kevin seemed to possess all three. I’d heard my best friend complain enough to know her biggest issues with men, and with her ex-boyfriend.

And lucky for me, I knew that Damian would be a vast improvement in all areas.

Once—only after a few glasses of New Year’s champagne of course—Brittany had confessed to me how much she wondered how it might feel to have sex with a guy who was ‘hung.’

“Kevin is so sweet, but he’s just so small. I think he might be three inches, babe,” she had said to me, as we both gave whispering giggles, as if a couple of schoolgirls.

Of course, I couldn’t believe she had told me this—or that Kevin had been so unlucky.

I had been with a few guys who were on the larger size; seven inches, eight inches—even a nine-incher who had left me a sore the very next morning, in a very nice way.

Damian, on the other hand, had the most perfect dick I had ever seen—or taken. He was somewhere around seven and a half to eight inches long, with a nice girth that was not overwhelming, but gave just enough of a stretch and fill to make me moan until I was a useless ball of exhaustion.

And if this wasn’t good enough, it was easily the most gorgeous penis I had ever seen. Even for a girl like me, with a healthy sexual appetite, I’ve never exactly thought dicks were beautiful. But Damian had the most beautiful dick, with perfect and even pink complexion. He had a few nicely placed, manly veins running up and down the top of it, along with a set of tidy, shaved balls and a rosy, chiseled dick-head that just asked to be sucked as if it was a lollipop.

So, I knew Damian would be the absolute perfect guy to help my best girlfriend get right out of her slump.

Of course, Brittany had no idea that I was going to let her have a free ride on my boyfriend. I wanted it to be a nice, big surprise.

So, I waited anxiously for Friday night to come. And when it finally arrived, Brittany showed up at my front door right on schedule, as usual. We chatted for a while, and I purposely kept our plans for the night quite vague.

Simultaneously, I extended an invitation to Damian to join us at my place. His arrival time was set an hour after Brittany's, allowing she and I to relax a bit beforehand. I planned to use the same bubbly routine that had made Brittany so giddy on New Year's - a few glasses to get her comfortable and a bit more outgoing, without going overboard.

Truth be told, I didn’t tell Damian about my plans, either. But, he’s a guy, and I knew that once he saw Brittany and knew that I was perfectly fine—in fact, urging him—to fuck her, he would be hard and ready to go. That big dick would be pushing nice and stiff against the inside of his slacks and Brittany would have her eyes glued it. Maybe she didn’t like to put out, but she loved to look at guys and secretly spy on their bulges. So, I knew with Damian’s ample “package,” she would have plenty to ogle before I ever even revealed my plans for the night.

By the time I heard the door-chime, Brittany and I were relaxed and making ourselves comfortable, as if we were going to be all alone for the night.

“Was that your door-bell?” she asked me, turning.

“Mmhm,” I said with a nod and a mischevious grin.

Brittany’s eyes darted from side to side and then she smiled. “What are you up to, babe?”

“Nothing,” I said, still smiling.

“Come on, Jessica. What are you doing?” she continued. “That better not be Kevin. We’re done. I told you that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Kevin? Babe, he cheated on you. Do you really think I would do that to you? Fuck Kevin,” I said, wandering off to the door.

“I’ve got something much better than Kevin,” I smiled. Brittany tailed me, ready to see who was at the door as I stood right before it.

“There’s something I haven’t told you but, I have a new boyfriend. I think he could be ‘the one.’ And, well, I wanted you to meet him,” I said to her.

Brittany—sweet, innocent Brittany—relaxed and sighed with relief. “For a moment I thought you were going to try and fix me up with another loser,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I can’t believe you haven’t told me about this guy,” she whispered, as if Damian could hear her from the other side of the door.

I shrugged. “Well, I wanted your honest impression. He means a lot to me. You know how rare that happens,” I said to her.

“Ready?” I asked her.

I smiled, watching Brittany straighten-up and adjust her hair and clothes. She had a small top and pair of stylish shorts and tugged them about.

“I guess,” she said, suddenly annoyed. “You couldn’t tell me you were bringing a guy over so I would know?”

“Why do you care to look good? Are you planning on stealing him from me or something?” I said, cocking my brow and grinning.

Brittany rolled her eyes as I pulled the door open and there stood Damian, looking dapper as ever in a casual suit and dark slacks. He had stubble on his strong jaw and chin, which faded as he smiled and a pair of dimples appeared, quickly turning his intimidating glare into a congenial expression.

“Hey babe,” he said, coming into me for a hug.

I was swallowed in his big arms as his six-foot and three inch frame towered over me. I inhaled his clean, woodsy cologne and eyed Brittany, jumping my brow as if to suggest my excitement to her. She shot back a similar expression, and continued looking Damian up and down with a very satisfied smile on her lips.

“Honey, this is my best friend, Brittany,” I said to him. I watched Damian’s eyes light up and I knew then and there that we were in for an interesting night.

It was no surprise seeing the expression on Damian’s eyes; that he had just seen the most beautiful woman of his life. It was a common reaction for most men upon seeing Brittany.

She smiled, nodded and said, “Hello.”

Damian returned with a smile and nod of his own. To my surprise—and Brittany’s—he leaned in, pulled her hand up, and gave the top of it a kiss.

“So fancy,” Brittany teased.

“Of course,” Damian said with a cool, disaffected grin. “I’m sure Jessica has already told you all about me?”

“No,” Brittany said. “As a matter of fact, she hasn’t said a thing about you,” she said, eyeing me with a taunting grin.

“Well, well, well,” Damian smiled. “Bad girl, hm?”

“I guess so,” I said, playing along.

“I’m guessing she hasn’t told you anything about me, either, then?” Brittany asked Damian.

“She needs a spanking, huh?” Damian said with a smile.

“Maybe so,” Brittany smiled. I could tell that Damian’s sexual prowess and openness was the sort that would typically throw Brittany off, and perhaps intimidate her. But thanks to a little champagne, she was feeling very confident in playing along. I didn’t at all mind being the butt of their teases, either, because I knew I was going to have my fun soon enough.

“Let’s go into the living room, shall we?” I said to Damian and Brittany. They both followed me and sat on the same sofa in the living room while I rushed to the kitchen and grabbed us a few refreshments.

I lingered for a moment, listening from around the corner as Damian and Brittany made small talk. I couldn’t exactly hear what they were saying, but I assumed that it was friendly.

When I came back to the living room, my guess was proven more than correct as I saw Brittany sitting on Damian’s lap. She was swinging her legs and laughing. I suppose that is how quickly things happen when two people who are magnetic to the rest of the world cross paths with each other.

Still, it threw me off for a moment. I realized then that I wouldn’t have to work too hard at all at getting Brittany to “open up.”

“Look at the two of you,” I said, as Brittany climbed off of Damian’s lap, giving a sort of playful embarrassment.

“Whoops,” she said, with a tone that suggested she didn’t necessarily care—but knew that perhaps she should.

“Don’t mind me,” I said, winking to Damian.

Damian shrugged. I could tell he was enjoying himself, but unsure of the boundaries. I liked that. I suppose I enjoy it when I’m in control and the others are a bit thrown off their game.

I knew that, as handsome as Damian was, he had never been with two girls at once, and he had never been in a situation where his partner would allow him to sleep with another woman. But I intended to change that track record tonight.

“So,” I said, sitting down on the side of Damian opposite of Brittany. We were each sitting on either side of my boyfriend, now, paying quick and playful glances at one another, as if for a moment we were co-conspirators in this game to get him naked.

“What were the two of you discussing?” I asked.

“Well,” Brittany said. “I was just talking about how sometimes you think your night is going to go one way, and then it goes the complete opposite. We were both laughing about how neither of us knew that you had planned for us to meet.”

“Guilty,” I said. “But, I wanted you to meet Damian and give me your honest opinion. I value it more than anybody else’s.”

“Well,” Brittany said, “He’s easy on the eyes—I guess.” She giggled and covered her mouth, enjoying the joke as Damian grinned and rolled his eyes.

“He’s very nicely built, too,” Brittany said.

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” I said with a nod and smile.

“Oh? Is that right?” Brittany smiled.

“Well, good for you, babe,” she said.

“Maybe good for you, too,” I said with a wink.

Brittany was confused, now. And I couldn’t help but revel in it.

“I… have a surprise for you, babe,” I said to her.

“Babe, I need you to come with me to the kitchen,” I said to my boyfriend. Damian obliged, walking ahead of me as I knelt down and instructed Brittany to scoot to the middle of the sofa.

“Now, let’s blindfold you for the surprise,” I said, smiling. I took a silk tie of Damian’s and wrapped it around Brittany’s eyes, tying it gently around the back of her head. “No peeking—got it? I’m going to know if you’re cheating.”

“Fine, fine,” Brittany said, laughing. “Just tell me what you are up to already.”

“One moment,” I said to Brittany, and disappeared to join Damian in the kitchen.

“What is going on?” Damian asked. He was confused, but his smile was easy and calm. I could tell he was certainly enjoying Brittany’s company.

“Well,” I started. “See, Brittany is an amazing girl, but she’s a bit of a prude. I’m hoping to change that tonight, and I want you to help me. Well, you and that big dick of yours,” I smiled, and reached down. I grabbed a handful of Damian’s cock through his slacks, and I felt that it was already half-hard and swollen.

“Bad boy,” I whispered. “I knew you were going to be hard when I saw her sitting on your lap. Did you like her tight little rump on your dick?”

“Wh—what?” Damian asked. “Come on,” he shifted. He seemed, for the first time since I had known him, somewhat nervous of what I might think.

“Relax,” I said to him. “I want it to be hard,” I said. “You’re going to give Brittany the gift of a lifetime. She’s always wanted a big dick, and you’re going to give it to her.”

“Babe, are you… are you sure about this? You’re fine with it?” Damian asked.

“Trust me,” I said to him. “I know we haven’t been together that long, but you’re going to learn very quickly that I like my excitement. Now, are you going to play along?”

Damian licked his lips and dragged a hand through his blonde hair. His blue eyes narrowed and he said, “You’re asking me to fuck your best friend? Tonight?”

I nodded.

“You think she’s gorgeous, don’t you? You’ve probably been thinking all night about what her tits look like—what kind of pussy she has hidden between those slender thighs? Well, this is your lucky night, babe,” I smiled to him as I slid my palm back down and ran it over the bulge in his slacks. Damian inhaled.

“Now, come on and do as I say—be a good boy,” I said to him.

Damian happily obliged. And I knew that for the rest of the night, he would be my doll; my plaything. He would do whatever I wanted him to do, and I planned to use him as if he was a human dildo.

We came out into the living room and I saw that Brittany was still blindfolded. “No peeking,” I reminded her.

I watched as Damian stepped over to her until he was standing over her—his bulge only a few inches from her blindfolded face.

At my cue, Damian slipped out of his slacks. I put on some music so that Brittany wouldn’t hear him undress. I watched as he removed his socks, shoes and pants, tie and shirts, until he was standing inches from her face in only a pair of tight, white, low-rise briefs. His bulge was massive and full, thanks to his big, swollen dick that was undoubtedly throbbing with hunger for the tight blonde mouth that was right in front of it.

He looked back at me, as if to suggest, ‘are you sure this is a good idea?’

I nodded and came to sit down beside Brittany.

“We’re going to play a game, babe,” I said to her.

“Oh yeah?” Brittany grinned. She seemed eager and excited to play along. Her excitement was infectious and it made me so fucking wet in my panties.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s called ‘reach out.’ As in, you reach out with your hand—without using your eyes—and feel around for your gift.”

“Oh yeah?” Brittany said. “Okay.”

Brittany raised her hand and it took no time at all before it spanked into the side of Damian’s firm butt.

“Whoa,” she said. “Whoops.”

“Keep going,” I said, assuring her that this was no accident.

She moved her hand slow and sensual, landing it atop Damian’s bulge. He sighed and his sculpted chest and abs lifted and relaxed. He grinned.

“Oh my god,” Brittany whispered quietly. She licked her lips.

“What is going on, babe?” she asked me, giggling.

“Did you find something you like?” I asked her, grinning.

“Maybe so,” she said.

She squeezed Damian’s bulge, as if it was a horn, and laughed. “Wow,” she said, her laughter dimming as her face turned serious and she realized that a big dick was right in front of her.

I nodded at Damian, and he started to tug his briefs down until the base of cock was visible above the band of his briefs. Brittany moved her hand up and suddenly felt the bare skin of his cock.

“OH, shit!” Brittany gasped. “It’s so thick.”

Damian moaned and licked his lips. I knew he loved the feeling of her soft, balmy fingers exploring his big, hungry dick.

Damian kept lowering his briefs until finally, his dick and balls spilled out. His dick was already throbbing and rising into the air at full hardness. His balls hung low, two massive orbs swinging together in their delicate sack.

Brittany bit her lip and wrapped her fingers around Damian’s shaft, closing a circle and gasping.

She explored more of his dick, fully realizing the eight inches of its length and the thickness. With that, I whispered to her, “The next game is called ‘taste.’ This is where you use your mouth, and only your mouth, to find something tasty.”

Brittany was now more than willing to play along. She knew where the head of Damian’s dick was, and she parted her lips, sliding them around the sculpted pink helmet at the end of his big cock.

“Fuck,” Damian groaned.

Brittany grabbed the base of Damian’s dick and started to stroke it as she slid her mouth deeper and deeper down his big, commanding cock. The veins bulged across it as she gripped his base and swallowed the first half of his length, sucking gently but firmly around it until the big dick became shiny with her spit and lip gloss.

“Fuck, babe,” Damian groaned. “Just like that. Holy shit,” he said, running his hands through Brittany’s hair. “Fuck,” he gasped, again.

I was beginning to feel a bit concerned. After all, he enjoyed when I gave him head, but not quite like this. I expected that Brittany wouldn’t know much about sucking dick—especially a big one—and I would show her the ropes. Instead, she sucked Damian’s dick like a pro. I watched in awe as she worked over the head of his dick and brought Damian’s knees to a weakness that left him angling to sit on the sofa so they could switch positions.

Brittany laughed and moved to her knees, and Damian reclined back on the sofa, spreading his legs, as Brittany continued. She grabbed the blindfold and yanked it off her eyes so she could get a look at what she was sucking.

“Fuck,” she grinned. “Jess, you bad bitch,” she laughed. “You’re such a slut. Look at this big penis!”

I shrugged, but Brittany didn’t care about my reaction. She was already back to stroking it and sucking on it. After a moment, her mouth moved down to Damian’s balls.

In all seriousness, the plan was for Brittany to suck my boyfriend’s dick; for her to see how much fun a big dick could be, and for Damian to get some head from my inexperienced best-friend. I did not necessarily intend to let Brittany have full-on sex with my boyfriend. But it started to seem as though this train had already left the station, and I was powerless to stop it from happening.

Because Brittany acted absolutely mad for Damian’s big dick. She moved her mouth on his ballsack, sucking each of the big balls in her mouth and moaning as she reached down and touched herself over her shorts.

“Fuck, just like that,” Damian said. I watched as Brittany actually moved her tongue lower and started to tease Damian’s asshole! This was something I hadn’t even done for him.

What was happening? How was Brittany showing me up? I couldn’t believe it. And now, I could only watch as Brittany had my boyfriend wrapped around her finger in a way I could only dream.

“Fuck… Brittany… you’re incredible,” Damian said. “Jess won’t even do that,” he moaned, as she drove her tongue between his cheeks and right up against his puckering asshole.

He thrust his hips and moaned loudly as Brittany then rose, lifted her shirt and dropped her bra off her slender upper body. Damian and I both watched as Brittany’s perfect boobs appeared. They were supple and milky smooth, with the perfect “handful” size, and absolutely picture-perfect peach-pink areolas and stiff nipples.

It made me wetter than ever just seeing her nipples so firm and stiff, and seeing Brittany so clearly aroused. She bit her lip and rose up, doing a little dance for Damian as she pulled her shorts down and revealed a tiny thong. She followed by lowering her thong, and revealing her perfect puffy cunt with a tiny strip of trimmed blonde pubic hair.

“Fuck,” Damian groaned. He immediately grabbed Brittany at her hips and pulled her up atop him. She giggled and climbed onto his lap as he began to rub her pussy.

“How about I eat that pussy?” Damian asked.

“Why? Does Jess make you do that? Sucks for you,” Brittany said, eyeing me and laughing. “I’ll cum if you just fuck me. And I need you to fuck me with that big thing right now,” she said in a breathy tone.

She then straddled his lap and lowered down on Damian’s big dick. I watched from behind as his cock split her pussy open and pushed up into it.

Brittany cried out softly and moaned as her pussy spread wide to take Damian’s thickness. I watched as his powerful cock disappeared, inch-by-inch into her swollen, flushed pussy.

Brittany looked over her shoulder at me, smiling as she moaned and tossed her hair about. She started to ride slow and shallow on Damian’s dick. My boyfriend meanwhile looked as though his eyes were about to roll into the back of his head.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Holy shit… this pussy is… oh, fuck,” he moaned. His brow was furrowed and his jaw hanging open. I had never seen him look so out of control of his emotions.

Brittany licked her lips and eyed me again, smiling, as she moaned and sighed when Damian’s hands began to caress and massage over her boobs.

“Babe,” I said, trying to remain in control of the situation. “Tell me how nice his big dick is.”

“Very nice,” Brittany said. “I’m glad it’s getting a nice, tight little pussy to split open.”

“Fuck yeah,” Damian said.

“Well, he has mine, obviously,” I reminded her.

“Damian, which of our pussies feels better? Jessicas… or mine?” she asked.

Without hesitation, Damian actually answered. “Jess has a nice pussy but this is… fuck… out of this world. How does it feel so soft?”

Brittany giggled and looked back at me, again, whipping her hair from side to side. She started to ride Damian fast and intent, laughing and moving her body with abandon as she rode him. Every once in a while, she looked back at me, as if to tell me with only her eyes: I own him now. I win.

And it was true. She won. I thought I could do her a favor, but she had completely turned the tables on me. Only when she started rubbing it in my face, did I realize just what a fool I had been.

“See, babe,” Brittany said to me, moaning and breathing hard all the while. “The truth is, I’ve been keeping that good-girl image up for a while. But ever since dumping Kevin? Well, I’ve been a big slut. I’ve been having a lot of fun, actually, fucking all of his friends from the college football team. Of course, I would never tell you that. I like you feeling sorry for me.”

“Wh—what? I’ve never felt sorry for you,” I lied.

Brittany only looked at me and giggled.

She looked down at Damian, whose face started to tighten. It had been twenty or thirty minutes of Brittany riding his dick, and I had been forced to watch every single minute as my best friend stole my boyfriend.

“Just a minute longer. I’m almost there, babe. I’m almost… oh, shit,” Brittany moaned. I watched, then, as her body trembled and shook, and I knew she was cumming on my boyfriend’s big dick. She grinded firm against the base of his dick and moaned loudly as she crumpled forward.

“I’m going to cum,” Damian cried out, as Brittany started into her climax.

“Don’t pull out,” she said, barely able to get the words out. She planted herself on Damian’s lap and made sure he couldn’t pull himself out of her.

Within a single second, I watched as his head fell back and he groaned at the top of his lungs. “Fuck!” he gasped. I looked down at his cock, watching it throb and flex as it pumped my best friend’s pussy full of his virile sperm.

More embarrassing than anything else, however, was the fact that I was sitting there, masturbating to all of it. I had my fingers in my panties, teasing and rubbing my clit with my wetness as lube, and all while watching Brittany’s pussy drain Damian’s balls of every last drop of his sperm.

By the time they had cum together—something I had never done with another guy—they were both laughing and sighing with spent, tired expressions.

“I think we could use a shower,” Damian whispered to Brittany. “How about it?”

Brittany nodded. “I’m not on the pill, by the way,” she whispered back to him.

“Well, we can get you some morning-after, then,” Damian said.

“Maybe… maybe not,” she grinned. “Anyway, we’ll worry about that later.”

Damian hoisted Brittany’s lithe, slender body over his shoulders and stomped away towards my shower, as if he was some sort of Viking with his beautiful prisoner in tow. I couldn’t help but notice as his cum leaked from Brittany’s pussy, and down the inside of her thigh.

I watched as they disappeared, knowing that, in my own apartment, Brittany was going to fuck my boyfriend all night long.

It was audacious and it made me fucking livid. And yet, all I could do was whisper into the air, “You win, Brittany,” and settle down on the sofa, ready to rub myself to orgasm while listening to their loud, unapologetic shower sex!
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