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Chapter 1



Istood in front of the hallway mirror, my fingers fumbling with the buttons on my shirt. My heart raced, a mix of excitement and terror pulsating through my veins. I'd never been one for parties – not the kind Jackie loved to attend. But there I was, getting ready for what would be a night of debauchery with peope I didn't really like. Because, the truth was, I would do anything for my roommate, Jackie Montgomery.

"Damn it," I muttered under my breath as I missed another button. My brown eyes met their reflection. My short brown hair was a mess, and my best shirt was wrinkled and fraying along the collar, but it was the best I could do.

Our apartment was small, cramped even, sitting in the heart of Briar Ridge, a small, bustling college town. We shared the same thin walls with countless other students, each chasing their own desires and dreams. From our window, you could see the canopy of trees lining the streets like an evergreen fortress, encasing our little world.

"Tim!" Jackie's voice called from behind the closed door of her bedroom, pulling me from my thoughts. "Are you getting ready? I don't want to be late for the party!"

"Y-yeah," I stammered back, trying to keep my voice steady. "Trying anyway."

As I adjusted my collar, I let out a deep breath. Tonight, I would be by Jackie's side, watching her weave her magic through the crowd. And maybe, just maybe, I could find the courage to tell her how I felt.

The door to Jackie's room swung open, and there she was – a vision of pure temptation. Clad in just a towel that barely contained her buxom figure, water droplets glistened on her tanned skin. Her dark hair clung damply around her face, framing her smoldering brown eyes. My heart raced as she sauntered towards me.

"Timmy," she purred, a wicked smile playing across her lips. "What's with the stuffy look? You don't need to be so formal."

Before I could respond, she reached out and pulled my shirt from my pants, her fingers brushing against my skin and sending shivers down my spine. With a flick of her wrist, she playfully messed up my hair, making it even more disheveled than before.

"Relax," she teased, her breath hot against my ear. "It's just a party. No need to be so nervous."

"Easy for you to say," I muttered, trying to hide the quiver in my voice. "You're not the one who has to deal with all those... assholes."

Jackie laughed, and I couldn't help but be captivated by the sound. "They're harmless, Tim. And besides..." She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my cheek. "I'll be right there with you."

My stomach twisted with a mix of desire and dread at her words. I didn't want to go to the party; I loathed the idea of being surrounded by rich assholes and arrogant jocks who only made me feel even more self-conscious. But this was the first time Jackie had asked me to accompany her anywhere, and the thought of spending an evening with her – even amidst the chaos of a frat party – was too enticing to resist.

"Fine," I conceded, trying to sound nonchalant. "But don't expect me to have a good time."

"Trust me, Tim," she whispered, her voice sultry and seductive. "By the end of tonight, you'll be begging for more."

My throat went dry, and my pulse quickened at the promise in her words. As much as I wanted to believe that she could see something in me – that beneath my average exterior was a man capable of igniting her passions – I couldn't help but doubt myself. Could I really keep up with the magnetic force of nature that was Jackie Montgomery?

"Ready or not, here we go," she declared. The towel slipped down slightly, revealing the swell of her breasts, and I felt my body grow hot with arousal. My heart pounded in my chest, as if it were trying to break free and chase after her.

"Give me ten minutes," she called over her shoulder, retreating back to her room. "And Tim... try to have some fun tonight."

As the door clicked shut behind her, I tried to steady my nerves. Tonight, I would follow her into the lion's den, surrounded by those who threatened to consume me. And all the while, I'd cling to the hope that amidst the chaos, Jackie might finally see me for who I truly was – a man desperate to break free from his own limitations and claim the woman who haunted his dreams.

"Fun," I repeated to myself, my voice barely audible. "Right."

I turned back to the mirror and adjusted my half hard cock in my pants. I noticed my reflection appeared more relaxed than before - less stiff, less formal. A glimmer of hope sparked within me; maybe Jackie did see something in me that wasn't quite apparent on the surface. But then again, she always went for athletes, alpha guys or the ones who acted like them. They were assholes, each one possessing the looks, charm, and brawn I felt I lacked. Still, I felt if Jackie could just see the pure and honest feelings I had for her, that might be enough to win her heart.

At least she hasn't brought one back for the night. I shuddered at the thought, but despite my fear, my cock shifted again in my pants. What was that all about?

"Ok, Timmy! Ready!" Jackie's voice brought me back to reality and I quickly checked myself to make sure that my growng hard-on could not be seen. The shirt hung down over my crotch, so thank God for that because a moment later the bedroom door opened, revealing Jackie in a tight red dress that hugged every one of her firm, round curves.

She sauntered past me, to the front door and my breath caught in my chest as she bent over in front of me and picked up her heels. The hem of her dress rode up, flashing me a glimpse of her red panties. My heart raced, my mind blurring as the sexual tension between us began to thicken.

"Guh... great," I stammered, averting my gaze. God, why did she have to be so damn enticing? It was torture, pure and simple.

"Relax, Timmy," she cooed, stepping closer, her breath warm against my skin. "It's just a party. You might even enjoy yourself."

"Right," I mumbled, trying to steady my racing thoughts. Enjoyment seemed like a far-off concept when all I could think about was the electric connection between our bodies, the intoxicating scent of her perfume, and the way her words danced around me, teasing, tempting, daring me to take the plunge.

"Let's go," she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the door. As we stepped out into the night, I couldn't help but wonder if this evening would be the turning point - the moment when I finally mustered up the courage to tell Jackie how I really felt. And, if I did, would she see past my average exterior and recognize just how much I loved her?

As we left our cramped apartment and stepped onto the tree-lined street, my thoughts were consumed by more than just Jackie's physical beauty. It was her confidence that drew me in, the way she navigated the world without fear or hesitation. How I longed to possess even a fraction of that self-assurance, to be able to face life head-on instead of shying away from its challenges.

But it seemed that Jackie remained oblivious to the depth of my feelings, my admiration for her extending beyond the realm of mere lust. To her, I was simply Tim, the shy, introverted roommate who needed a bit of coaxing to step outside his comfort zone.

"Tim, are you with me?" she asked, snapping me out of my reverie.

"Uh, yeah. Sorry, just got lost in thought," I mumbled, trying to hide my embarrassment.

"Come on," she said, and hugged my arm, making heat flush through my body. "Let's see what kind of trouble we can get you into tonight."

As we approached the frat house, the thumping bass of the music vibrated through my body, heightening my already taut nerves. The night was young, yet the party was in full swing, and I could tell Jackie was eager to dive into the chaos.

"Hey, Timmy," she purred, pressing her body against mine as we stood at the entrance. Every breath, every touch, while innocent to Jackie, sent shivers down my spine. "You ready?"

"Y-yeah," I stammered, trying desperately to maintain my composure. My eyes darted away from hers, focusing on a nearby tree as if it held the answers to life's mysteries. "Can't wait."

The smirk that spread across her face told me she saw right through my pathetic attempt at nonchalance. She leaned in even closer, her lips brushing against my cheek as she whispered, "You're so cute when you're nervous."

My face burned with embarrassment, and I struggled to find the right words to respond. "I'm...uh...not nervous," I lied, swallowing hard. "Just...you know...excited."

"Of course you are." She laughed, pulling away from me and sauntering into the fray. I followed, feeling like a moth drawn to a flame, unable to resist her magnetic pull.

Inside, the room pulsed with energy, a cacophony of laughter and shouted conversation filling the air. We stopped by the keg where a pimply pledge handed me a plastic cup. As I hesitated near the doorway, clutching my solo cup like a lifeline, Jackie threw herself into the crowd, chatting effortlessly with strangers and acquaintances alike. It seemed as though everyone loved her, and why wouldn't they? She was vivacious, magnetic, a force of nature that swept up all in her path.

"Tim, come on!" she called out, beckoning me with a wave of her hand.

I watched her as she danced from group to group, her laughter ringing out like a siren's song, ensnaring all who heard it. How I longed to be like her, to be with her, to cast aside my inhibitions and embrace the world unencumbered by fear. But instead, I stood on the sidelines, my desire for her a secret burden that weighed heavy on my soul.

"Tim!" Jackie shouted from across the room, her eyes glittering with mischief. "Come dance with me!"

My heart hammered in my chest as I hesitated, torn between my longing to be near her and my crippling insecurities. But as she beckoned, her smile so radiant and inviting, I found myself powerless to resist.

"Alright," I breathed, taking a tentative step toward her. "Let's dance."

My eyes followed Jackie as she danced, her body swaying seductively to the pulsating music. The primal beat thrummed in my chest, and I felt a burning ache deep within me, a yearning for something more than just friendship between us. I wanted to be seen by her, truly seen and desired, not just as a roommate or a friend but as a man who could ignite the same passion in her that she did in me.

"Tim," she called out, her voice barely audible over the thumping bass, "you're not dancing!"

I hesitated, suddenly aware of the dozens of eyes on me, judging my every move. But when I looked back at Jackie, her full lips curved into a playful smile, I found the courage to step forward and join her. She took my hands and placed them on my waist. Her body slid backward, bumping me painfully in the crotch. I struggled to breathe, my body burning with desire.

"Jackie," I whispered, my heart pounding like a drum, "there's something I need to tell you."

Her laughter was cut short as her gaze locked onto mine, dark and intense. She slid her arms around my neck, running her firm body against mine, making it impossible to think. "What is it, Tim?" she asked, her voice low and inviting.

The words were there, teetering on the edge of my tongue, but lust and tightened around my throat, threatening to choke them back down. I swallowed hard, my mind racing with thoughts of rejection and humiliation, but the craving for her touch, for her acknowledgment of my feelings, urged me forward.

"Jackie, I..." I began, my voice trembling. But before I could say anything more, a sudden commotion erupted behind us. A group of drunken frat guys stumbled into the room, their lewd catcalls and raucous laughter drowning out the music and drawing everyone's attention.

"Hey, Jackie!" Someone called from the edge of the crowd. "Why don't you ditch that loser and come dance with me?"

I stifled a groan as a big, black man emerged from the crowd. I recognized him immediately. He was the captain for the Briar Ridge Thorns football team and easily the biggest man on campus.

Derek Washington.

"Fuck off, Derek," Jackie yelled, but she was laughing. I couldn't believe she knew Derek Washington, let alone would tease him as easily as she teased me.

Derek handled her mocking much better than I did.

"Aw, come on! It'll be fun!" Despite Jackie's height, Derek loomed over her, a cocky grin on his face. "Your little friend can come along, too."

"Jackie," I murmured, reaching out to touch her arm, desperate not to lose this moment. "Please, just listen to me."

But Jackie didn't hear me. She had turned to Derek, returning his grin. I have to admit, the captain of the Briar Ridge Football team was impressive. He was tall and muscular, with chocolate brown skin that gleamed in the flashing lights of the party. He was everything I wasn't.

"What's in it for me?" Jackie giggled and I felt my stomach tighten as I watched the moment slip away from me.

"Oh, I think we can think of something," Derek joked and slid an arm around Jackie's waist. " You don't mind, do you son?"

Jackie looked at me and, if she noticed my dismay, she didn't show it. Instead, she gave me a mysterious smile and slid her hands up over Derek's muscular shoulders, finally resting her pale fingers on his neck. I watched, helpless, as Derek pulled Jackie into the writhing mass of sweaty bodies. She looked over at me, a sly smile still on her face as Derek slid his hands down over her ass, pulling her close.

I should have known that Jackie would know someone like Derek and I shouldn't have been surprised that she would forget about me the first moment a strong, popular guy showed up.

And the way they danced! I'd never seen Jackie look so sexy, her firm curves molded against Derek's dark, powerful body. My stomach twisted into knots, but it didn't stop my cock from pressing painfully against my pants.

I couldn't stand it anymore. I needed air and I turned back into the crowd, fighting against the bumping, grunting bodies. Finally, I cleared crowd and the haze of sweat and pheromones that filled the common room. I didn't immediately find the door, but found the next best thing.

Alcohol.

"Hey," I asked the pimply pledge at the keg. "Got anything harder than beer."

The kid grinned and pulled an expensive looking bottle up from behind the keg.

"Peppermint Schnapps," he grinned. "5 bucks a shot."

I shoved a wadded up ten dollar bill into his hand and he nodded. He grabbed me a cup and poured a very healthy shot into the bottom.

"Careful," he grinned. "It doesn't taste like much, but it hits like a hammer."

"Sure," I said and threw back the drink. It burned as it hit my throat, but the sinister alcohol was hidden by the a thick peppermint taste, like peppermint candies boiled down to their essence and mixed with gasoline.

"Give me another," i said and this time handed him a twenty. His eyes widened, the he grinned, his white teeth splitting his pimply face.

"Sure thing, boss," he laughed and this time filled the cup to the brim. He continued to grin as I stumbled into the crowd, determined to drink away my pain.


Chapter 2



The sun dipped low in the sky, casting a warm golden glow over the world as I stood with Jackie on a balcony overlooking the most beautiful landscape I'd ever seen. Verdant hills rolled out before us, dotted with wildflowers that danced lazily in the gentle breeze.

"Jackie," I whispered, my voice filled with a tender emotion I'd never dared to express before, "I have to tell you something. I love you."

Her eyes twinkled as she smiled, and she ran into my arms, her soft body pressing against mine. My heart swelled with joy, my hands trembling as they held her close. I'd never felt so happy, so alive.

"Tim," she murmured, pulling away just enough to gaze into my eyes, "I..."

"Tim!" Her voice echoed louder, the dreamy scene fading as reality crashed down around me. The blare of party music assaulted my ears, the scent of peppermint alcohol thick in the air. I blinked, disoriented, and found myself lying on the floor, staring up at Jackie's concerned face.

"Tim, are you okay?" she asked, her fingers brushing against my cheek, the warmth of her touch a stark contrast to the cold floor beneath me. I groaned, my head pounding, and realized I'd passed out in a corner of the room, my clothes sticky and stinking of liquor.

"Help me up," I mumbled, reaching for her hand. She managed to pull me up a few inches, but I couldn't go any further. I fell back on the floor and managed to pull Jackie down on top of me. Our bodies collided, my senses reeling from the sudden contact, my mind still hazy and confused.

"Tim, what are you doing?" Jackie's voice was laced with worry, and I could feel the rapid beat of her heart against my chest. In that vulnerable moment, my thoughts raced back to the tender confession from my dream, the feelings I'd been too afraid to share in reality. And now, with her so close, my emotions spilled over, my words a tangled mess of longing and pain.

"Jackie... I love you," I slurred, my voice barely audible above the pounding music. The words spilled out of me, raw and vulnerable, like an open wound. I clung to her, desperate for her to understand, my heart racing as I waited for her response.

"Tim," she began, her eyes wide with surprise, but then her expression changed, a hint of irritation creeping in. "You're drunk. You don't know what you're saying."

I shook my head, struggling to sit up, my limbs uncooperative and clumsy. "No, Jackie... It's true," I insisted, my words still mangled by alcohol, but the sincerity in my gaze undeniable.

"Aww, look!" A deep voice intruded upon our intimate moment, and I looked up to see Derek looming over us, a cruel smirk playing on his lips. He stepped closer, his muscular frame casting a shadow over me, making me feel small and insignificant. "Looks like Timmy here just confessed his love for you, babe," he said, laughter tainting his words, making them cut like knives. His eyes met mine, his stare cold and mocking. "Isn't that sweet?"

"Shut up, Derek," Jackie snapped, her protective instincts flaring as she turned to face him. "He's had too much to drink. Help me get him up."

Derek's grin only widened, relishing in my humiliation. But as he reached down to grab my arm, I couldn't help but notice the way Jackie glared at him, her loyalty momentarily shining through. And though my heart ached and my body trembled from the weight of my confession, I clung to that fleeting moment of connection.

"Alright, lover boy," Derek sneered, his fingers tightening around my arm with bruising force. I winced as he hauled me to my feet, my legs buckling beneath me, barely able to support my weight. The room spun and my stomach churned, the peppermint stench of alcohol overwhelming my senses.

"'M' OK," I muttered, trying to sound defiant, but the result was a weak, pathetic whimper.

"Shut up," he growled, his breath hot against my ear as he half-dragged me out of the party and into the cold night air. I stumbled alongside him, each step an glaring example of my weakness compared to his raw strength. My heart pounded in my chest, my mind racing with questions, doubts, and fears. What if Jackie never spoke to me again? What if she laughed about this moment with Derek, their shared amusement at my expense only serving to strengthen their bond?

"Enjoying the walk?" Derek taunted, yanking me forward when I faltered. "You're lucky I don't just leave your sorry ass out here."

"Fuck you," I spat, the words tasting bitter on my tongue. But even as I said them, I couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of gratitude that Derek was taking me home. I needed the safety and privacy of home so I could talk to Jackie. My only thought was how she felt after my drunken confession.

"Where's Jackie?" I mumbled, trying to see over Derek's huge shoulder.

"She went ahead to open the door, Romeo." Derek's deep voice showed no sign that he was carrying me. "I should thank you."

"What?" My head lolled around and, with a touch of shame, bumped against the thick muscle of Derek's chest.

"Because," Derek laughed, pushing my head away from his body. "Jackie never lets come over. She doesn't like to fuck with you in the apartment and you are always there. I guess this is an exception."

My drunken brain tried to make sense of his words. Fuck? My Jackie? Was she fucking Derek?

I suddenly wanted to stop him, prevent him from stepping over the threshold into my house. A feeling of dread filled my stomach and I dragged my feet, trying to slow him down in my own, weak way.

"Come on, loser!" Derek muttered, his grip on my arm never relenting. I could feel the heat of his fingers seeping through my shirt, burning into my skin as if branding me with the mark of my own humiliation. "Almost there."

As we reached the door to our apartment, I couldn't help but steal one last glance back at the world outside, silently pleading for some form of escape from the consequences that awaited me within. But as the door swung open and Derek dragged me inside, I knew there was nowhere left to run. And so, with a heavy heart and a trembling body, I surrendered myself to whatever fate had in store, praying that somehow, someway, things might still work out in the end.

"How's he doing?" I heard Jackie ask, concern in her voice.

"He's fine," Derek scoffed as he dragged me down the hall. "Little shit is just drunk."

"Derek, please." My head rolled bonelessly on my neck and I saw Jackie looking at me, concern etched on her face. "Stop being mean."

"Whatever," Derek grunted, and let go of me. My stomach plummeted as I fell and for a moment, I felt like I was falling forever. Then I hit my bed and let out a long, low groan.

"Tim? Are you okay?" Jackie's voice pierced through the fog in my mind, her concern dripping like honey down my spine. I blinked, struggling to focus on her face as she hovered above me, her dark hair framing her worried expression.

"Y-yeah," I stammered, my tongue feeling thick and clumsy in my mouth. "I'm fine."

"Here, let me help you." Her hands were gentle on my shoulders as she guided me onto my side, her touch an electric shock against my skin. My heart raced, a painful mix of desire and shame churning in my chest.

"Thanks," I muttered, unable to meet her gaze. I knew I was a pathetic sight – a drunken mess, my body betraying me at every turn.

"Ass had it coming," Derek smirked, his tone laced with venom as he crossed the room to stand beside Jackie. "Couldn't hold your liquor, huh?"

"Shut up, Derek," Jackie snapped, her fierce eyes darting from him to me, and back again. "He needs rest, not your stupid comments."

"Whatever," Derek shrugged, but there was something predatory in the way he looked at Jackie. A hunger, a need for control. And then, without another word, he reached out and pulled her close, his arms encircling her waist as he pressed his lips to hers.

My stomach twisted violently, bile rising in my throat as I watched them, my vision blurring with unshed tears. God, what a fucking idiot I'd been to think that anything could ever happen between Jackie and me. She was a goddess, a force of nature – and I was nothing but a weak, pitiful fool, too afraid to even fight for what I wanted.

"Come on, babe," Derek murmured against her lips, his grip tightening around her. "Let's leave him to sleep it off."

"Okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible as she gave my hand a brief, final squeeze. And then she was gone, clinging to Derek's arms, leaving me alone with the crushing weight of my humiliation. "Night, Tim." Jackie called out softly, her voice a bittersweet melody that tore at my heart. Derek's hand rested possessively on the small of her back as they retreated from the room, their silhouettes merging into one as they disappeared around the corner.

"Fuck," I whispered, the word slipping past my lips like a prayer. The door clicked shut, sealing me in darkness, and I was left with nothing but the echoes of my own broken dreams. My chest tightened, an acrid mix of acid and regret burning in my throat, and I squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself to forget.

I don't know how long I was asleep but the room was still shrouded in darkness as I came awake, my body slick with sweat. Confusion swirled through my mind, my memories disjointed and hazy, like shards of glass that cut me to the core. The taste of peppermint lingered sourly on my tongue, a stark reminder of the night's debauchery, and I groaned, pressing my palms against my throbbing temples.

"Jesus Christ," I muttered, swinging my legs over the side of the bed. My muscles screamed in protest, heavy and sluggish. I searched my jumble of memories, feeling like I had done something dumb, something I couldn't take back, but as I searched for an answer, my stomach roiled and peppermint flavored bile burned the back of my throat.

My head pounded as I pushed myself off the bed. My limbs felt heavy and I lurched out the door towards the bathroom.

As I stumbled into the dim hallway, a sound caught my attention; a rhythmic moan, escaping from the living room. Jackie's voice – unmistakable, her cries a symphony of pleasure that made my heart twist with conflicting emotions.

"Fuck... Derek," she panted, her voice low and sultry, tinged with a raw hunger I'd never heard before.

"God, you're so tight..." Derek growled in response, his voice deep and husky.

All of a sudden the memories came back to me, forming a cruel reality. I had told Jackie I loved her. As if that wasn't bad enough, that asshole Derek had carried me home. And now? As if the nightmare couldn't get any worse, I could clearly make out their husky voices in my living room.

I shouldn't have looked. I knew I shouldn't, but curiosity gnawed at me, an insidious itch demanding to be scratched. I crept closer, my breath catching in my throat as I peered around the edge of the doorway.

And there they were – Jackie riding Derek's cock with wild abandon, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her lips parted in ecstasy. Her hands gripped Derek's broad, dark shoulders, fingers digging into his flesh.

Tim, you fucking idiot! I berated myself internally, my pulse racing with disgust and humiliation. Yet, despite the revulsion that clawed at my gut, my cock began to harden at the sight before me. It was a perverse reaction, one that only served to deepen my self-loathing.

"Harder," Jackie gasped, her eyes locked onto Derek's, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Fuck yes! Give it to me, Derek!"

"You like that, slut?" he grunted, slamming upward into her. I couldn't believe he let her call her a slut, but it only seemed to turn Jackie on because her cries increased in pitch and fervor.

"Y-yes... fuck!" she screamed.

I watched in horror as Jackie's body trembled, her moans filling the room. My chest tightened with a mix of anger and humiliation, my face burning hot. Before I could look away, Jackie's beautiful blue eyes found mine.

I felt my knees buckle, but I couldn't tear my gaze away. Jackie stared at me and, instead of embarrassment or remorse, her lips curled into a wicked grin.

"Oh, fuck, baby!" she whimpered, rubbing her hands over the thick muscles of Derek's neck. "You fuck me so good! So much better than anyone else!"

"Better than your limp dick roommate?"

Jackie hesitated for a moment, a flicker of guilt crossing her features before Derek speared upward, driving his thick, black rod deep inside of her. He was so huge, he must have been hitting her cervix, but it only urged Jackie on.

"Who Timmy?" she chuckled, talking to her black lover, but looking at me. "He's just a friend."

"A friend who loves you!" Derek sneered and thrust into my roommate, the woman I loved, again and again. Jackie rode out his thrusts, her head thrown back and her face pointed towards the ceiling. Her body tensed and I saw something I had only dreamed about: My roommate having a powerful orgasm.

She screamed out her pleasure, her voice shattering the quiet of the room. The sound seemed to linger in the air, echoing off of the walls and embedding itself into my heart. My eyes stung with tears as I watched the woman I loved enjoying Derek's big, black cock.

"Fuck!" she cried, writhing in Derek's lap as the orgasm burned through Jackie's firm young body. "Fuck you are so fucking good!"

"What about Timmy?" Derek growled and Jackie opened her yes again, stabbing my heart with the gleeful wickedness lurking in her smile.

"Timmy's nothing," she panted. "He's just my roommate. He could never, EVER, compare to you."

I covered my mouth to stop my sobs and fell back from the door. I heard Derek grunt and Jackie squeal in delight as he resumed his violent fucking, impaling my roommate on his cock, his sweaty ass grinding into the couch I had bought.

It was too much to bear and I stumbled down the hall, Jackie's moans following me like a ghost, taunting me with each step I took.

"Pathetic," I muttered bitterly to myself, gripping the door frame of the bathroom for support. My cock throbbed painfully against my jeans, betraying my body's twisted arousal.

"Fuck," I gasped, stumbling into the bathroom and slamming the door shut behind me. Leaning against the cold tile wall, my breaths came in shallow, rapid bursts.

"Get it together, Tim," I whispered, trying to steady myself. But it was no use. My thoughts kept returning to Jackie, her wicked grin etched in my mind, her words like daggers in my chest.

Even in the safety of the bathroom I could hear the sound of Jackie's cries growing louder, fueled by Derek's grunts and the rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh. Rage and humiliation clashed within me, but to my horror, my arousal only grew stronger.

"Fuck!" I cried, unbuckling my belt and freeing my throbbing erection. It felt like a betrayal, a surrender to their power over me. "Fuck you, Jackie!"

I hissed through gritted teeth, wrapping my fingers around my shaft and starting to stroke. Each movement sent shivers up my spine, my disgust mingling with pleasure. I pictured Jackie's mocking grin, and her words echoed in my head.

He's nothing... just a friend... My hand moved faster, each stroke underscored by the sounds of the lovers fucking on my couch. My fucking couch!

My breathing grew ragged, my orgasm building within me like a tidal wave. The sick mixture of desire and humiliation reached a boiling point, and I couldn't hold back any longer.

"Ah, fuck!" I cried out as I came, each spurt accompanied by the distant sounds of Jackie's lust and Derek's harsh growls. My knees buckled, and I collapsed to the floor in a heap of misery and shame.

My body shuddered with the aftershocks of my release as I lay crumpled on the cold bathroom floor, the bitter taste of self-loathing clinging to my tongue. My chest heaved with ragged breaths, and suddenly, a wave of nausea washed over me.

"Ugh... fuck," I groaned, bile rising in my throat. The revolting mix of emotions had pushed me past my breaking point, and now my body demanded retribution.

I crawled to the toilet, trembling hands gripping the porcelain rim as my stomach churned violently. With a gut-wrenching heave, I vomited, peppermint alcohol and remnants of dinner erupting from me like a demonic exorcism. Each spasm tore through me, leaving me raw and empty.

After vomiting for what felt like hours, my head fell forward and rested against the blessedly cool porcelain. The sounds of sickness slowly subsided and I heard a sound that made me groan with shame and despair.

I could hear Jackie and Derek.

They were still fucking.


Chapter 3



Idon't know how long I stayed in the bathroom, listening to Jackie getting fucked in the living room. However, as the noises reached their crescendo and finally tapered off, I knew that Derek had finally come. Where had he come? On Jackie's beautiful face? Inside of her?

I didn't want to think about it, yet the images haunted me as I managed to pull myself up and stumble back down the hall to my bedroom. I stripped off my shirt and jeans, then wiped my body off with a towel. I could still taste peppermint in my mouth and I knew it would be weeks before I could so much as smell a peppermint candy without the urge to blow chunks.

Finally, I settled into bed. I covered my head with a pillow, hoping to block out any sounds of sex, but there were no more moans or, worse, the wet smacking sounds of Derek's hard, black body slamming between Jackie's soft, pale thighs.

It was over. Maybe, maybe I could just forget the whole thing for a few hours while I slept. I was just beginning to relax when the door opened. My heart stopped and door clicked shut. I peeked out from under my pillow and realized Jackie was standing in my room, a oversized t-shirt sticking to her damp skin, conforming to her round curves, and allowing me glimpses of her skin.

"Tim," she whispered, her voice a mix of regret and excitement. "Are you all right?"

Her eyes glowed in the dim light as I remembered the torrid scene, those same eyes locked onto while while Derek took her, claiming her body in front of me. She bit her lip, the lustful memory clearly painted on her face.

"No," I said and even though I tried to keep my voice flat, I sounded like nothing more than a pouting child.

She hesitated, searching for the right words.

"I'm sorry." Her expression softened, a vulnerability so different than the lurid girl who had happily rode that asshole's cock while smiling at me.

"Can we talk about it?" she asked.

"No." I said again, but that didn't stop Jackie. To my surprise, she pulled the wet t-shirt up over her head, revealing her luscious curves in all their glory. Despite the pain in my heart, I felt a sharper, more insistent pain in my crotch as my cock lurched back into life.

I shivered nervously as she slid into bed beside me, her warm, naked body pressing against mine, igniting a primal heat within me.

"Let's just focus on us now," she suggested, her sultry eyes locking onto mine.

How many times had I wanted her to use the word 'us' like that. Just the sound of it made me warm all over.

"Jackie, please," I begged. I wanted her so bad, but I was still in pain from what I had witnessed in my living room.

Of course I knew that Jackie had sex with other men. More powerful men. I had seen her getting ready for dates. I just never suspected it would be someone like Derek, someone so completely alpha that he practically oozed toxic masculinity.

But, Jackie didn't want to talk about that.

"Shh," she murmured, her finger tracing my lips. The connection between us was electric, undeniable. "Just enjoy the moment."

Jackie traced her fingers in lazy circles. I had dreamed of this moment for so long, but never like this.

"Tell me," Jackie purred. "What was going through your mind while you watched me with Derek?"

Her words were at once sincere and dripped with a mischief that made my skin quiver.

I swallowed hard, searching for an answer. "I... I don't know," I admitted, feeling a heat flush my face. "It was... hard."

"Hard?" She raised an eyebrow, a wicked grin playing on her lips. "Did it make you hard? Seeing him fuck me like that?"

"No," I lied, my voice barely audible. I couldn't deny that something about the scene had stirred a primal hunger within me.

"Really?" she mused. Her body shifted, and she sat up beside me on the bed, the sheets rustling beneath us. The warmth of her skin seemed to radiate into mine as she snuggled closer, her head resting on my shoulder.

"Jackie, I–" My words faltered as her hand slipped under the sheet, grazing my thigh. The sensation sent a shiver down my spine, the anticipation and desire growing stronger.

"Shh," she hushed me, her breath hot against my ear. "You don't need to say anything." Her teasing tone danced along my nerves, keeping me on edge.

But my mind raced, caught between ecstasy and fear – fear of losing what little control I had left, of letting her see the depth of my vulnerability. Was this what it felt like to be at her mercy? To crave her touch, her affection, even as she toyed with my emotions?

"Relax," she whispered, her breath tickling my neck. "Let yourself go, Timmy."

I groaned as she used the diminutive of my name, the same way Derek had used it when she was impaled on his cock, fucking the powerful man into my couch.

"Tell me the truth, Timmy," Jackie purred into my ear as her fingers traced their way up my thigh, "did you enjoy watching Derek fuck me with his huge ass cock?"

Her words were spikes driven directly into my heart, yet my cock twitched against my will. To my dismay, the tip brushed the back of Jackie's hand and she giggled.

"Oh, my! It looks like your little cock knows the truth, even if your mouth doesn't!"

I whimpered as she peeled back the sheet, revealing my turgid cock, pulsing with lust. I looked down at my thin, white rod. From my angle, I hadn't actually seen Derek's cock, but my mind conjured up the vision of Derek's huge, black monster working in and out of Jackie's pussy.

Was I really that small? And why did that make my cock even harder?

My body tensed involuntarily, a mixture of arousal and shame surging through me. I couldn't deny the truth in her words, but admitting it out loud felt like handing over the last shred of control I had left.

"I... maybe," I mumbled, my gaze fixed on the rumpled sheets beneath us.

"Maybe?" Jackie echoed, a hint of amusement in her voice. "Let's see if this helps you remember."

Her hand moved from my thigh to my crotch, slowly teasing my throbbing cock. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

"Ah, Jackie," I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. My mind raced, torn between the undeniable ecstasy of her touch and the creeping dread that threatened to suffocate me. How could I be turned on?

"Feels good, doesn't it?" she murmured, her grip tightening around my shaft. "Now, tell me the truth, Tim. Did you get off on watching me with Derek?"

"Y-yes," I confessed, my voice barely more than a whisper. As the word escaped my lips, I felt a strange sense of relief wash over me – followed by a surge of anticipation for what might come next.

"Good boy," Jackie cooed, her voice dripping with seductive power. "Now, I want you to come for me. Show me how much you loved watching me fuck a real man."

"Jackie, please..." I begged, my mind reeling from the intoxicating combination of her touch and her lewd words. My body trembled, torn between my need for release and the humiliation that accompanied this newfound lust.

"Come on, Tim. Don't be shy," she urged, her breath hot against my ear as her hand continued to stroke me, unrelenting in its pursuit of pleasure. "You know you want this."

I couldn't deny it – the desire coursing through me was undeniable, a primal hunger that threatened to consume me whole. But my shame clung to me like a second skin, a constant reminder of the power dynamic at play.

"Fuck, Jackie... I can't hold back," I gasped, my entire body tensing as I teetered on the edge of release. The room seemed to spin around me, a whirlwind of lust and embarrassment that left me dizzy and disoriented.

"Let go, baby. Give it to me," Jackie whispered, her grip tightening around me in a firm yet tender embrace. "Show me what I do to you."

The dam broke, and I surrendered to the torrent of sensations that flooded my body. My hips thrashed wildly, as I fucked her hand, each movement accompanied by a wave of ecstasy that left me breathless and weak. It was as though every nerve ending had been set alight, the blaze of pleasure consuming me entirely. With a final, desperate thrust, I erupted, hot jets of cum spurting across my stomach. The sight of my release seemed to please Jackie immensely – her eyes sparkled with mischief, her lips curled into a wicked grin. She giggled as my body shuddered, every convulsion a testament to the depths of my pleasure and the power she wielded over me.

"Wow, Timmy," she giggled, her fingers lightly tracing through the sticky mess on my skin. "I didn't realize you would be so... enthusiastic."

Her words pierced me at once, both pride and humiliation swelling within my chest. Jackie had reduced me to a quivering, spent mess, and yet I couldn't deny the satisfaction that twisted through me like a serpent – the knowledge that my submission had brought me close to her.

"See what you do to me?" I whispered, feeling exposed and vulnerable under her gaze. "This is all because of you, Jackie."

"Damn right it is," she murmured, her eyes never leaving mine. The weight of her control settled over me like a weighted blanket, the air around us heavy with the unspoken promise of more to come. "Don't you ever forget it!"

I actually laughed as Jackie laid her head on my shoulder, running her fingers through the spent seed drying on my belly.

"Timmy," Jackie purred, her voice low and sultry, "this is just the beginning. I want to explore this with you. Every secret desire." She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. "And Derek? He's not going anywhere."

A shiver ran down my spine at her words, a cocktail of fear and excitement surging through me. The thought of Derek's dominant presence, terrified me.

"Are you ready for that?" she asked, her eyes searching mine for any hint of hesitation. Her sticky fingers traced lazy circles on my chest, sending shudders of pleasure through my still-sensitive body.

"I-I don't think so," I stammered. "I'm not sure--"

"Shh," she murmured, placing a cummy finger on my lips. "You want to be with me, don't you?

For a moment, her teasing façade slipped, revealing a tenderness beneath – a vulnerability that mirrored my own.

Jackie lifted a hand to my face, her fingers brushing away a stray lock of hair. Slowly, she leaned in, her lips finding mine in a tender, lingering kiss. I tasted the sweetness of her mouth, felt the soft warmth of her body pressed against mine, and reveled in the intimacy of the moment.

"Yes," I said, my voice seemed far away, my mind fogged with lust and love. "Yes, I do."

"Good," she said and kissed me again.

As our lips finally parted, her eyes locked onto mine, filled with an unspoken understanding. In that instant, we acknowledged the depths of our desires and the risks we were willing to take to satisfy them. It was the closest I had ever felt to anyone in my life.

Was this love?

"Sleep well, Timmy," she whispered.

Jackie slipped out of my bed. I watched as she padded, naked, across the floor and opened the door. Her curvy silhouette was illuminated in the doorway, the sultry outline reminding me of her striking beauty and the warmth of her caress.

The door closed behind her and I settled back against my pillows, my sheets stinking of cum and sweat. I had never cum twice in one night before and I was exhausted. All of the pain and tension had been released with my orgasms and I finally closed my eyes, knowing my life had changed, but unable to imagine just what form the future would take. I just knew I would be with Jackie and, hopefully, that would be enough.


Chapter 4



Iawoke with a pounding headache, the sour taste of bile in my mouth. My bedroom was still dark, the early morning light just beginning to creep through the blinds.

I sat up in bed, my body heavy with my hangover, my head hammering like a jackhammer against my temples. I held my head in my hands, rubbing my eyes, trying to shake off my hangover.

Memories of the previous night came back to me in drips and drabs. The party, my drunken confession, being led home by that asshole Derek. And, of course, watching Jackie, the woman I now not-so-secretly loved, fucking Derek on the couch I had bought for the apartment. I could still hear her moans and the wet smacks of bodies hammering against each other frenzied lust. I also remembered Jackie coming into my bedroom, her soft teasing voice in my ear as she gripped my cock, taking firm control of me as I came all over my stomach.

I looked down, the dried remnants of my jizz flaking away from my skin. A now familiar wave of revulsion laced with shame threatened made my stomach boil dangerously as I pushed myself off the bed and stumbled to the bathroom. I waited to see if I was going to vomit and, when the feeling passed, I cleaned the wasted seed off my belly. As I finished, a delicious smell floated down the hallway and into the bathroom. It took my foggy brain a few moments to realize what it was.

Bacon.

Despite the swirling storm in my guts, a crispy, slice of bacon, dripping with grease, sounded heavenly. I can't remember when the last time Jackie cooked. She usually ate whatever I made, or just ordered food. Domesticity wasn't Jackie's strong suit.

Maybe she wants to make up for last night.

The thought occurred to me that, despite my obvious enjoyment of my experience, maybe she felt guilty for going so hard on me. The thought made my face warm and my belly calmed down enough for me to duck into my room and throw on a pair of shorts and t-shirt. I wondered if I should brush my teeth then decided that I was going to eat anyway and, if Jackie wanted to continue what she started last night (the idea made my cock twitch in my shorts) then there would be plenty of time to brush after breakfast.

Feeling better, I ran a hand through my hair and walked the few feet down the hallway to the kitchen.

"Morning, Tim," Derek's deep voice rumbled as I walked into the kitchen.

Shit! I said to myself. There the bastard sat, at the small table in our kitchen, a smug grin on his face. He was wearing nothing but a tight pair of boxer briefs, his enormous bulge lying like a snake up against his thigh. His dark skin was gleaming in the warm morning sun and my mind flashed back to the same dark body slamming into Jackie's as she rode his cock.

My cock shifted uncomfortably in my shorts and I tried to push the thoughts away. Derek watched me, a look of patronizing amusement on his face.

"You all right, Timmy?" Derek asked, unable to stop a wide grin from appearing on his face.

"Uh, yeah, fine," I said, deciding to ignore his obvious pleasure at my discomfort. My gaze darted around the room, searching for some sort of escape. That's when I noticed Jackie.

She was padding around the kitchen, dressed in a black over-sized t-shirt I had never seen before and knew immediately that it was Derek's. The dark fabric barely covered her firm, tanned thighs. Her hair was tousled, the brunette strands falling around her face that made her look both innocent and seductive. She moved with a fluid grace, even as she busied herself making breakfast.

"Jackie," I said, my voice cracking slightly. It was hard not to stare at her, the way the fabric hugged her round bottom and the generous swell of her breasts.

"Morning, Tim," she replied with a smile, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "I hope you're hungry. Derek wanted breakfast, so I made enough for everyone."

Jealousy made my gut clench tight as I watched Jackie flash Derek a bright, beautiful smile. Derek had wanted breakfast. That's why she was dancing around the kitchen barely dressed.

I was just an afterthought.

"Thanks," I grumbled and Jackie turned that smile on me. It was less bright and more mischievous, but it didn't matter. Until last night, she had never looked at me like that. Just having her attention on me was enough to stop my heart. I wanted to hide in my room, but I wanted Jackie's attention much, much more.

"Sit down and relax, buddy," Derek said, still grinning like he knew some secret I wasn't privy to. And maybe he did. After all, what had transpired between him and Jackie while I was asleep?

"Sure," I muttered, taking a seat at the table. My mind raced, trying to decipher the situation and determine how to navigate the minefield that had suddenly appeared before me.

"Here," Derek said, shifting in his chair so that the slumbering snake in his underwear was even more prominent. "Have a coffee while you wait."

"Uh, sure," I stuttered, reaching for the offered mug. My hands shook slightly as I cradled the warm ceramic, the bitter scent of the brew doing little to clear my muddled thoughts.

"Something wrong, Tim?" Derek's eyes locked onto mine, daring me to say something, to challenge him.

"Nothing," I managed, forcing myself to meet his gaze. But deep inside, I knew that wasn't true. The tension in the room was unbearable, the desire and jealousy swirling in my guts like a flushed toilet.

"Good," Derek replied, leaning back in his chair. He crossed his ankles and ran a hand over his muscular chest, the casual movement clearly designed for me to focus on the ripples of his musculature. "Just sit tight, then. I'm sure Jackie will have breakfast ready soon."

"Almost done," Jackie called, flipping a pancake with practiced ease. She glanced over her shoulder at me, a coy smile playing on her lips. Did she know what she was doing to me? Did she understand how torturous this situation was?

"Smells great," I said weakly, desperately trying to keep my voice steady. The sight of her, so confident and sexy, coupled with the knowledge that Derek had been with her in a way I had only dreamed about... It was like a knife twisting in my stomach.

"Hope you enjoy it," Jackie replied as she plated up the pancakes, bacon, and eggs. Her fingers brushed mine as she handed me the plate, and for a brief moment, our eyes met - a flicker of something unspoken passing between us.

"Thanks," I whispered, my heart pounding in my ears. I set the plate down and noticed Derek's eyes narrow as he watched us. Then, as Jackie turned and before I could move, he scooped up all the bacon and piled it on the plate in front of him.

I opened my mouth to say something, but Jackie was back with a steaming plate of pancakes in her hands. As she bent over the table, Derek's fingers grazed her thigh possessively. My mouth went dry as his dark hand moved up Jackie's leg, each touch a hot branding iron, marking her as his territory. Jackie's breath hitched ever so slightly, and I clenched my fists beneath the table.

"Here you go, baby," she giggled, setting the plate down in front of Derek. His hand slid further up her leg, fingers teasing the hem of his over-sized t-shirt that barely covered her ass. My throat went dry, and I tried not to stare.

"Thanks, sweet thing," Derek smirked, his fingers boldly caressing the round, bare globe of her bottom. "You've outdone yourself."

"Anytime," she purred, shooting me a sly glance. That's when I noticed it - the absence of any fabric beneath the shirt. She was completely naked underneath, and the realization sent a jolt of arousal and jealousy coursing through me as I pictured those long, dark fingers teasing the crack between her ass cheeks.

"Hope you like it too, Tim," Jackie said and I could hear the double meaning in her voice as she met my gaze, challenging me to accept her dare.

"Uh, yeah," I stammered, trying to maintain composure as my cock, already twitching in my shorts, began to throb painfully. "Looks delicious."

"Damn right it does," Derek growled, his hand now fully disappearing under Jackie's shirt. Jackie bit her lip and moaned softly as Derek explored her lovely body in front of me.

"Maybe next time, you can join us in the kitchen, Tim!" Her teasing voice slipped into a breathy gasp as Derek's fingers no doubt discovered a sensitive spot.

"Sure," I croaked, feigning nonchalance while my cock burned and I silently screamed for release from this torturous game Jackie was playing. "Sounds fun."

"Fun doesn't even begin to cover it," Derek grinned, his grip on Jackie tightening as if to remind me he was the one in control.

I struggled to focus on my plate, my fork hovering uncertainly over the scrambled eggs. Every muscle in my body was tense, ready to snap at the slightest provocation. Derek's piercing gaze never wavered from me, his eyes daring me to make a move—any move—that would grant him an excuse to exert his dominance further.

"Hey, Timmy," he drawled, dragging out the syllables of my name. "You want some bacon?"

"Sure," I muttered, trying to keep my voice steady despite the tight knot forming in my stomach. I watched as he reached for his plate piled high with glistening strips of meat, my mouth watering involuntarily at the sight. But instead of offering it to me, he smirked and picked up a piece of bacon and bit into it, the crack telling me the meat was perfectly crispy.

"Mmm," he said mockingly, not even bothering to feign an apology, then called over his shoulder to Jackie. "The bacon is perfect babe!"

"Thanks!" Jackie said and came back to the table with a new plate of bacon and set it down in front of me.

Before Derek could react, my hand shot out and grabbed all the bacon and put it on my plate.

"Hey!" Jackie laughed and sat down at the small table between us. "Leave me some, Tim!"

"No worries, babe," Derek grinned, recovering quickly. "Here, you can share with me. Tim looks like he needs the protein."

A humiliating heat crept up my cheeks as Derek's words sank in. I couldn't even offer to share my bacon because it would only make it worse.

"Derek, leave him alone!" Jackie slapped him playfully on the wrist.

"Give me a kiss and I'll think about it," Derek said.

Jackie glanced at me to see my reaction. For the first time since I had entered the kitchen, she seemed unsure if she should continue. Something in the way I looked at her must have made up her mind, because she grinned, then bent forward and gave Derek a quick kiss on the lips.

"Uh, uh," Derek growled. "A real kiss. Let Timmy see what he's missing."

I stifled a groan as Jackie bit her lip and looked up at Derek with her lovely, blue eyes. I could see her breathing heavily under the t-shirt, the hard pebbles of her nipples poking against the thin fabric. My cock lurched in my pants, fighting to get out as Jackie leaned forward and kissed Derek.

It was less of a kiss than a tease as Jackie nibbled at Derek's full lower lip, urging him to open his mouth and let her in. Derek looked at me, smiling as Jackie continued to nibble at his lips, his chin, the hard muscles of his chest. Her even white teeth flashed against the dark skin, sending shivers of lust shooting through my nerves, my cock as hard as it had ever been in my life.

Finally, Jackie kissed her way up Derek's chest, and this time he opened his mouth. Jackie offered her tongue, then let out a low, primal moan as Derek sucked her tongue between his lips. Soon, their mouths were battling each other, their hunger palpable. Derek's hands roamed freely over the body I had dreamed about and Jackie squirmed, her moans becoming more and more feverish. I wanted to look away, but the sight was so erotic, so primal, I couldn't move.

"Someone's hungry," Derek murmured against Jackie's lips and I saw her whole body tremble with need.

In one swift move, the muscular black man pulled Jackie onto his lap, and she whimpered in response. She renewed her feverish kisses, her hands running through his short black hair as Derek's fingers hooked the hem of the t-shirt and his large black hands dug deep into the flesh of her ass. He kneaded the large globes like dough, leaving red fingerprints of ownership on Jackie's pale skin.

"Enjoying the show, Timmy?" Derek asked between kisses. My face flushed, but I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me.

"Stop it," I muttered weakly, my voice cracking under the weight of my emotions. But they didn't seem to hear me, or if they did, they chose not to acknowledge my plea.

After what seemed like an eternity of deep, passionate kissing, Jackie wriggled out of Derek's grasp and stood up, her eyes locked with mine. Her fingers tickled across her exposed abdomen, making goose bumps rise under her fingertips. Her bare skin seemed to glow in the morning light filtering through the window, and I felt an involuntary shudder of arousal run through me. She gave me a knowing smile, clearly enjoying the effect she was having on me.

"Come on, babe," Derek urged, reaching out to pull her back towards him. "Let's give our friend here something to really remember."

"Please, don't," I whispered, but my protest fell on deaf ears as Derek lifted the hem of his shirt up over Jackie's head. My mouth grew dry as his dark hands moved possessively over the swell of her hips, up her smooth stomach and the ridges of her rib cage, to settle under her heavy breasts. His fingers gripped the pliable flesh, dimpling Jackie's skin and eliciting a plaintive moan as she squirmed against Derek's body.

"Isn't she beautiful, Tim?" Derek taunted, his hands molding her breasts into cones, her hard, pink nipples swelling with blood and heat. "You've been wanting her for so long, haven't you?"

The intensity of my desire mixed with the humiliation of my inadequacy, created a vortex of conflicting emotions that threatened to consume me. I wanted to look away, but found myself captivated by the raw sensuality of their actions, unable to escape the pull of their passion.

"Say something, Timmy," Derek demanded, his tone dark and commanding. "Tell how much you love her now."

My mouth opened, but no sound emerged. The words were there, buried beneath layers of fear and self-loathing, but I couldn't bring myself to voice them. And as I sat there, trapped in my silence, I realized I was powerless to do anything but watch.

"Derek, that's enough," Jackie murmured as she watched me squirm in my chair. Her defense of me only made the situation more humiliating.

"Shh," Derek murmured, then grabbed a fistful of Jackie's dark hair and wrenched her head back. Jackie let out a sharp gasp. "He likes it."

Jackie looked at me from the corner of her eye. I wanted to beg her to stop, but my mouth wouldn't work. The pain in my crotch was heightened by the humiliation as Derek held Jackie, holding her in place as she hovered on the edge of her decision.

She nodded imperceptibly, and I closed my eyes, feeling the burning prick of my tears as Derek chuckled.

"That's a good girl," Derek rumbled. "Now, get on your knees, slut, and show Timmy what a good girl you can be for me."

Jackie whined submissively, a sound I never thought to hear emanating from her throat. Derek pulled on her hair, bending her neck until her back arched and, finally, her knees gave way and she sank down to the floor.

There she was, the love of my life, kneeling before the big, black alpha male. He used the tight ponytail he had made of her hair and pushed her into his crotch, rubbing her face against the length of his cock now straining against the thin fabric of his briefs. Jackie moaned, then rolled her face back and forth, inhaling the musky scent of Derek's crotch. I had read somewhere that the primal musk of a man can be as much of a turn on for women as huge muscles and a massive cock. It looked like Derek had the trifecta because soon his hand relaxed on Jackie's hair and she was eagerly snuffling at his crotch like a happy pig looking for truffles.

"Go on, baby," he ordered. "Show Tim how you worship my cock."

Jackie stopped rooting at Derek's crotch long enough to raise her head and look at me. Her blue eyes met mine, her gaze filled with a mixture of defiance and playful mischief, before she reached forward, hooked the waist band of Derek's briefs in her hands, and peeled his underwear down over his hips.

Jackie gasped as Derek's huge, black snake popped from his underwear and smacked her on the cheek. Her eyes widened as she once again took in the sight of Derek's massive rod of veiny flesh. She reached up and cradled the heavy cock reverently, then ran her puffy pink lips over the long, glistening length of it.

"Tell me, Tim," Derek said, his focus remaining on me even as Jackie's skilled mouth lavished his cock with love. "What have you and Jackie done together?"

"Nothing we--" The words stuck in the back of my throat like a half-masticated chunk of food. Finally, I hung my head, my cheeks burning. "We're just friends."

"Ah, but you want more, don't you?" Derek asked, the corners of his mouth curving upward in a knowing smile. "You want her to be a slut for you like she is with me, don't you?"

My face flushed with shame, and I found myself unable to respond, torn between admitting my desires and preserving what little dignity I had left.

"Answer me, bitch," Derek commanded, his tone brooking no argument.

"Y-yes," My voice cracked with tears of humiliation stinging the back of my throat.

"Hey, I'm not a slut!" Jackie protested playfully, looking up at Derek with mock indignation as she paused in her ministrations.

"Really?" Derek challenged, grabbing another fistful of hair and yanking her head back. "Then why are you so eager to suck my cock in front of your 'just friend' here?"

"I don't," she hissed, but she was still stroking his cock, urging him closer and closer to her mouth.

"Sure, you don't!" Derek grunted and before Jackie could argue, he gripped her chin, forced open her mouth, and shoved his thick cock deep down the shocked girl's throat.

Jackie's eyes widened at the forceful facial penetration. She gurgled helplessly as Derek hammered his the thick, dark rod of flesh crushing through her moist, plump lips into the wet cave of her mouth. He grunted in satisfaction, grabbed the back of her head with both hands, and thrust forward. She gagged on his huge dick as the spongy head battered the back of her throat. My eyes widened as I watched Jackie's thin neck bulge as the fat head lodged deep in the elastic opening of her windpipe. I knew she couldn't breathe, her nose mashed against the Derek's hard, black stomach, but still Jackie refused to let go. Instead, her throat gulped, massaging the head of Derek's monster and her pink lips were stretched tight around the dark shaft, his cock filling from lips to gullet.

It was a torturous display, my arousal mounting as I watched Jackie continue to take Derek's cock. Derek growled with pleasure as he used my beautiful friend's face for his pleasure. Finally, he let Jackie go and she fell back on her haunches, coughing and gagging, spit and pre-cum gushing from her mouth, spilling down her chin, and dripping onto her heaving breasts.

"See that?" Derek asked me, his breathing heavy. "That's what a real man can do to a slut."

My heart pounded in my chest as the tension in the room tightened like a noose around my throat. A cacophony of lust and revulsion built up in me, rose in intensity, and collected in the tears that spilled out of my eyes. The world grew blurry as I struggled to keep from running and screaming from the room. With my last bit of self restraint I stumbled up from chair.

"I... I need to leave," I choked, but before I could move, Derek's hand shot out and clamped like a vise on my shoulder.

"Sit down, Timmy," Derek ordered, his voice cold and unyielding as he continued to hold Jackie's drooling face in place. She looked up at me, her chin glazed with spit and pre-cum, no longer the perfect woman I remembered but somehow even sexier.

"Please," I begged, my voice shaking. "I can't stay here."

Derek smirked, a predatory glint in his eyes.

"You heard him, Jackie. Your little friend wants to run away. Why don't you give him a reason to stay?"

Jackie glanced at me, her face flushed with embarrassment, but beneath it all, a flicker of determination sparked. She licked her lips, her eyes never leaving mine as she spoke. "Tim... please stay. I... I want you to watch."

Her words cut through me like a knife, igniting that sickening mixture of desire and shame that threatened to consume me. But even in the face of humiliation, one thing was clear: I couldn't abandon her.

"OK," I murmured, sinking back into my chair, my body trembling with conflicting emotions.

"Good boy," Derek sneered, and patted me on the shoulder like a happy parent. "We're just getting started."

He forced Jackie's mouth back onto his cock. I watched Jackie's cheeks hollow out as she gagged on him and heard the desperate sounds of pleasure that she made in her throat as he stabbed into her mouth again and again. The sloppy, gurgling noise of her sucking filled the room, drawing me into a sexual undertow that threatened to drown me.

But just like Derek said…

We were only getting started.


Chapter 5



Istood there, heart pounding, as Jackie's full lips wrapped around Derek's thick cock. She bobbed her head up and down, saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth, smearing her lipstick. My arousal was undeniable, but so was the humiliation.

"Look at your precious roommate, Timmy," Derek taunted. "She's such a good little cocksucker, isn't she?"

My face burned with shame as I watched him grip Jackie's hair, forcing her to take his entire length into her throat. She gagged and coughed, but continued to worship his cock, her eyes watering and mascara running down her cheeks. I could hear the wet sounds of her sucking, and it made me sick to my stomach, yet my erection throbbed painfully against my jeans.

"Okay, that's enough," Derek said, pulling his glistening cock from Jackie's mouth. He looked down at her messy face and smirked. "Now give Timmy a taste."

Jackie crawled toward me, her face sticky with drool and smeared makeup. Her eyes were glazed over, but there was still a hint of mischief in them. She reached me and pressed her warm, soft lips against mine, parting them slightly.

"Open up, Timmy," Derek ordered, and I reluctantly obliged.

As she kissed me deeply, I tasted the saltiness of Derek's pre-cum, the tangy bitterness lingering on my tongue. The scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, making it difficult to focus. My skin crawled at the thought of what I was doing, but my body betrayed me, responding eagerly to Jackie's touch.

I could feel the rough texture of her swollen lips, the heat radiating off her flushed skin. The sound of our wet mouths meeting filled the room, accompanied by Derek's low laughter. I couldn't help but notice the difference in their breaths - hers was shallow and quick, while his was slow and controlled. It was a stark reminder of who held the power in this moment.

"Good boy," Derek said with a satisfied grin as Jackie pulled away from me. Her face was a mess - saliva mixed with tears, her makeup smeared across her flushed cheeks. And yet, she looked even more beautiful.

"Remember that taste, Timmy," he taunted.

Jackie shivered at Derek's words, but didn't fight back. In fact, I saw a newfound hunger in her eyes. She looked at Derek, then back to me, as if seeking approval. Derek's smirk grew wider, clearly pleased with the effect he had on both of us.

"Get on the table, Jackie," he commanded, and she obeyed without hesitation, her gaze never leaving mine. She lay down, spreading her legs wide, the scent of her arousal intensifying. My body tensed as I stared at her glistening pussy, my mind warring with itself - disgusted by what was happening, yet undeniably turned on.

"Your turn, Timmy," Derek said, his voice dripping with condescension. "I want you to lick her pussy until she's begging for my cock."

"What?" I said, conflicting emotions inside me. My mouth was dry, anticipating the taste of Jackie's cunt, but in order to make her ready for Derek's cock? I couldn't do it.

Derek wasn't giving me a choice. He gripped me by my hair and dragged me, whining until I was kneeling by the table, my face staring at the dripping puffy lips of Jackie's pussy.

"Tell him, Jackie," Derek hissed and shook my head, making me whimper in pain. The shame of being manhandled in front of the woman I loved burned inside me. I only hoped that Jackie would stand up to Derek, divert him with her lovely body so he would leave me alone.

Instead, Jackie grinned as she watched Derek shake me like a dog with a toy. Through my tears, I could see the shining excitement in her eyes. Before I could decipher that passion, Jackie spoke, her voice sultry and desperate.

"Please, Timmy! Please, get me ready for Derek's cock. I need it!"

I hesitated, but one shake of my head was enough to push me forward. Kneeling between Jackie's thighs, I tentatively ran my tongue along her slick folds, tasting her wetness. She moaned softly, arching her back, encouraging me to continue.

"Deeper, Timmy," she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair. "Use your tongue like you mean it."

I tried to ignore Derek's presence, focusing only on Jackie and the way her body responded to my touch. I had only a porn viewer's knowledge, but I did my best. Whenever Jackie moaned, I did more of that and when she withdrew; I stopped. As I licked and sucked her puffy lips, her moans grew louder, filling the room with the sounds of her pleasure. The taste of her, so sweet and intoxicating, sent a shiver down my spine.

"Get in there, bitch," Derek taunted, gripping the back of my head and forcing my face deeper into the wet folds of Jackie's cunt. "This is the only pussy you'll ever get close to."

I groaned as I realized I was living my dream, but that dream could only go so far. Still, as Derek's words increased the burning shame, it only made Jackie's pussy that much hotter and wetter. Her hips bucked against my mouth, her breathing ragged and erratic. I wanted to please her, to make her feel as good, but the reality of my situation - the humiliation, the degradation - weighed heavily on me.

"Keep going," Jackie urged, her voice trembling with desire. "Don't stop."

I did as she asked, my tongue working tirelessly against her clit, desperate to bring her to the edge. Jackie's cries reached a fevered pitch, and I knew she was close. I covered her cunt with my hungry mouth and sucked hard.

Jackie screamed, her body bucking so hard she crushed my lips against my teeth with her pubic bone. My eyes watered from the pain, but I kept my mouth on her cunt, as she rode out her orgasm against my face.

For a moment, I forgot about Derek. All that existed were Jackie and I as I brought her to orgasm. Her pussy lips flared and suddenly my mouth was filled with a wave of pungent cunt juice. I drank deeply, my existence narrowing to that spot between Jackie's legs and the pleasure I was giving her.

My bubble of bliss popped when Derek slapped my head aside, his grin sinister and predatory. He gripped Jackie's hips, positioning her on the edge of the table, her legs spread wide for him.

"Watch closely, Timmy," he sneered. "You may get to lick her cunt, but I'm the one who owns this pussy!"

I fell back on my haunches, my face dripping with Jackie's lust, as Derek plunged his massive cock into the pussy I had so dutifully prepared for him. The force of Derek's thrust that made Jackie gasp and her firm thighs rose instinctively, her ankles wrapping around Derek's hard, dark muscular body. The sight of her pussy gaping open to accommodate his thick, black cock was almost too much to bear.

"Fuck, Derek!" Jackie cried, her eyes glazed with lust. She clawed at the table, gripping the edge tightly as he fucked her relentlessly.

My head swam with a mix of arousal and humiliation. I couldn't tear my gaze away from the obscene scene playing out before me. The sound of their flesh slapping together, the scent of sex permeating the air, it was all so overwhelming.

"Having fun, Timmy?" Derek grunted, his powerful thrusts making Jackie whimper. "Bet you wish you could be me right now."

"Y-yes," I stammered, unable to deny the jealousy that coursed through me. All I could do was watch helplessly, imagining how it must feel to have Jackie's tight, wet pussy wrapped around my cock.

"Tell him, Jackie," Derek panted, urging her to join in on my degradation. "Tell Timmy just how fucking good this feels."

"God, Tim!" Jackie moaned, her voice strained with ecstasy. "Derek is making me feel things I never knew were possible. You could never... never give me this kind of pleasure!"

Her words were like a knife twisting in my gut, intensifying the shame and humiliation that already consumed me. I clenched my fists, fighting back the urge to scream or cry.

"Keep watching, bitch," Derek taunted, smirking as he continued to pound Jackie mercilessly. "This is as close as you'll ever get to a woman like her."

In that oppressive, humid room, the scent of sweat and sex suffocating me, I listened as Jackie's moans crescendoed. Her back arched off the table, her nails clawing at Derek's broad shoulders. I could see Derek's muscles flex with each powerful thrust, driving himself deeper into her slick heat. Jackie's precious pussy lips were stretched grotesquely by his massive cock, clinging to the black, glistening shaft as Derek withdrew, then folded on themselves as her quivering body took every, dark inch. Each thrust was like a punch to my guts, leaving me breathless.

"Fuck, Derek!" Jackie screamed. "Oh God, yes! Only you...only a real man like you could make me feel this way!"

"Come for me, slut!" Derek growled. "Show your loser friend how you come on a real man's cock!"

Jackie let out a shuddering moan as her orgasm rushed through her body like an electric shockwave. Her hips rocked wildly against Derek, her cunt tightening and contracting around him. She screamed his name and clawed desperately at his back as he pounded her mercilessly, pushing her further and further over the edge of ecstasy.

I watched in awe and envy as Jackie was brought to the brink of orgasm again and again. My arousal was near-insurmountable as I imagined what it must feel like to be inside her like that, dominating her from within. But the pleasure she felt only made my humiliation more intense - a reminder of my inadequacy compared to Derek's raw animal strength and virility.

"Your turn, bitch," Derek growled, his voice thick with lust. He pulled out of Jackie abruptly, his cock glistening with their combined juices. He walked to the head of the table and with a grunt, he released his lust all over Jackie's flushed face.

The sight was obscene. Thick ropes of cum dripped from her cheeks, down her chin, and onto her bruised lips. Her once pristine makeup smeared, giving her a deranged appearance. Her hair, a tangled mess, plastered to her sweat-streaked skin. The pungent smell of sex assaulted my nostrils, making it impossible to escape the reality of what had just transpired.

"Look at your precious Jackie now, Timmy," Derek taunted, a cruel smile spreading across his face. "How does it feel to watch another man claim her right before your very eyes?"

I couldn't answer him. Shame and desire warred within me, leaving me paralyzed. My eyes remained locked on Jackie's cum-splattered face, unable to tear them away. The perverse image seared itself into my memory, forever branding me with the knowledge of what had happened.

"Remember this moment, Timmy," Derek held up Jackie's exhausted dripping face. "You could never do this to her."

As I lay there, my body trembled with conflicting emotions. I knew he was right but despite the overwhelming humiliation, a part of me couldn't help but crave more.

"Come here, Tim," Derek commanded, his voice cold and unyielding. "Let's see if you have any use at all."

Derek pulled Jackie off the table and she fell to the floor, clearly exhausted from multiple orgasms. Jackie looked me with a lewd, cummy grin. Her eyes locked onto mine as she reached down and felt my cock throbbing shamefully in my pants.

"Timmy, did you like watching Derek fuck me?" she teased, her fingers expertly gliding up and down the tent in my pants. "I bet you wish it was you inside me instead."

"Shut up," I muttered weakly, but my protest only seemed to fuel her desire to humiliate me further.

"Kiss him," Derek commanded.

Jackie grinned wickedly through Derek's jizz, then leaned in close so that our breaths mingled. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air, a nauseating reminder of my degradation. I tried to resist, but Derek palmed the top of my head, forcing me to stay still. I did, shivering as Jackie leaned in closer. I had dreamed of this moment, sharing our first kiss. Bust never I had imagined another man's cum all over her face.

As our lips met, I tasted the swampy tang of Derek's cum mixed with her saliva, making my stomach churn.

"Tell me how good it was, Timmy," she murmured between kisses. "Tell me how much you enjoyed watching him take what you can't have."

The cruel words stung, but my body betrayed me, responding eagerly to her skilled ministrations. My arousal built, inching closer and closer to the edge of release.

"Please," I gasped, my voice barely audible. "Don't do this."

"Admit it, Tim," Jackie insisted, increasing the pace of her strokes. "You liked it, didn't you? You liked seeing me submit to a real man."

"Fine!" I snapped, unable to bear the torment any longer. "I liked it! I liked watching him fuck you. Is that what you want to hear?"

Jackie's grin widened, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "That's a good boy," she purred, her hand gripping my cock tightly. "Now, cum for me knowing this is all you’ll ever get."

I couldn't resist any longer. She opened my pants and gripped my cock, jerking hard and fast. As she stroked my burning shaft, the intoxicating mix of pleasure and degradation washed over me in a tidal wave of sensation. My body tensed, my muscles tightening as I succumbed to the inevitable.

With a choked cry, I came, the taste and smell of Derek's cum still lingering in my senses. My cock exploded, my jizz shooting upward and landing on my stomach as Jackie laughed. The laughter only made the release burn hotter, and I fell back on my elbows, my hips humping out the last of my orgasm against Jackie's merciless hand.

It was a mind-blowing climax, unlike anything I had ever experienced before. I shuddered, both repulsed and thrilled by my submission.

"Perfect," Jackie giggled, her eyes twinkling, the excitement I had seen earlier shining brightly and this time I recognized it.

She was getting off on my shame.

"Come on, baby," Derek said softly, running his fingers through Jackie's messy hair. All the venom seemed to have left him with his orgasm and my humiliation. "Let's go get you cleaned up."

"Just a second, D," Jackie said, still looking at me. "I need to have a word with my 'friend'."

Once again I saw Derek's eyes narrow as he glared at me. There was something in that look that I recognized, but I was too groggy from the physical and emotional tumult to figure it out.

"Fine," Derek grunted. "Hurry before the water gets cold."

Derek stalked out of the room and the door slammed shut, leaving Jackie and me alone in the room. The air was heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, a tangible reminder of what had just occurred.

"Tim," Jackie's voice was low and sultry as she leaned over me. "I want to thank you."

"Thank me?"

"Yes," she said. "It was so hot having you watch. I've never come like that before."

She was thanking me? For being humiliated? Despite the shame, I felt a flare of warmth glow in my belly as I realized I had given Jackie pleasure in my own, twisted way. It's not what I wanted, of course, but it was a small glimmer of a silver lining.

Jackie's eyes locked onto mine. I couldn't look away. My body still trembled from the aftershocks of my orgasm, and the conflicting emotions swirled inside me like a tempest.

"Say thank you, Timmy," she commanded.

"What?" I stammered. "Why? You hurt me!"

"Did I?" she grinned and gave my cock a tweak which made me groan in pleasure. "It looks like you had fun. I thanked you, it's only right that you thank me for letting you take part.”

My mind whirled with that absurd logic. This was the closest to sex I had ever been, yet it was so painful. Jackie's smiles slipped into a small frown and her eyes grew cold. If was clear that if I didn't say thank you, then this would be the last time I would be allowed to 'take part’.

I took a deep breath.

"Thank you." I hated myself for giving in so easily but unable to resist her power over me. Jackie smiled again, a predatory gleam in her eyes.

"Good boy," she purred, tracing her lips with her tongue—the same tongue that had tasted Derek's cock just moments before. "You know, there's something incredibly arousing about having control over someone like you. So eager to please, even when it humiliates you."

My cheeks burned with shame, but I couldn't deny the truth in her words. As much as I despised the degradation, some part of me craved it, needed it.

What did that say about me?

"Remember this feeling, Tim," she whispered, leaning in so close that I smelled the swampy stench of Derek’s cum on her breath. "Because this is only the beginning."


Chapter 6



The door to the bathroom was ajar, steam billowing out into the hallway. The tendrils seemed to carry Jackie's moans through our small apartment, each guttural sound a stinging reminder of my shame. I paused, torn between the urge to peek inside and the humiliation of seeing Jackie with that bastard Derek. The memory of Derek fucking her pale body, his powerful form and massive cock dominating her, haunted me.

"Fuck that," I muttered, turning away from the door. "I need coffee."

The bell above the entrance chimed as I walked into the dimly lit coffee shop. The scent of freshly brewed coffee and pastries filled my nostrils, providing a brief reprieve from the lingering taste of humiliation. A pretty girl with bobbed blonde hair and a nice smile was behind the counter.

"Hey, what can I get you?" she asked, her blue eyes locking onto mine as her lips curled into a warm, welcoming smile.

"Uh, how about... " I looked blearily at the menu, then ordered the first thing that made sense. "How about the chocolate cream cold brew?"

"Ooh! That's a good one!" She continued to smile, and I was reminded of Jackie's wicked grin as she kissed me, Derek's cum dripping down her lips. I felt my stomach churn and the heat rushing to my cheeks.

"Name?"

"I'm sorry?" I asked, trying to push the lurid memories to the back of my mind.

"Your name, silly!" she said and there was that smile again. Was she teasing me? Could she see the weakness and humiliation on my face?

"Uh, Tim," I said. "My name's Tim."

"Ok, Tim," she said and wrote my name in black marker on the cup. "Have a seat and I'll call you when it's ready!"

She turned her back to me, her hips swaying gently under her skirt as she prepared my order. My eyes traced the curves of her form, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn't even look at a pretty girl without thoughts of Jackie and Derek threatening to overwhelm me.

I turned away and found a seat next to a window and stared listlessly out at the street. I let my mind wander as I watched the people walking blithely about their lives, none of them aware of the boiling turmoil inside me.

Now, that I had a small bit of distance from recent events, I tried to turn my logical brain to the problem of Derek and Jackie. Of course, Jackie wanted Derek. He was a popular football player with the body of a Nubian god. I was still jealous, but at least that I understood.

But, why did Jackie feel the need to include me in their games? Couldn't she had just put a sock on the door and I could have gone to the library or the arcade? Hell, I would have done our the laundry! Anything not to have to endure that humiliation.

And yet, I had gotten off. Boy had I gotten off! The orgasm I experienced had been one of the most excruciatingly pleasurable things of my life. I felt myself getting aroused by the memory of how Jackie's pussy smelled as I prepared her to take Derek's cock. It was almost--

"Tim?"

I jumped as the barista appeared beside me. She giggled and placed a hand on my shoulder.

"Hey, are you OK?" she asked gently, setting the coffee cup down beside me, breaking my train of thought. I looked up at her, concern etched on her delicate features.

"Y-yeah, just tired," I lied, hoping she would accept my feeble excuse and not probe any further.

"Well, hopefully this will help!" she said cheerfully. She turned to walk back to the counter, then stopped and looked over her shoulder at me. "Didn't I see you at that party with Derek Washington last night?"

I groaned inwardly, but nodded my head.

"Do you know Derek?" I asked, not really wanting the answer.

"Only by reputation," she replied mysteriously, her words leaving a bitter taste in my mouth. "Have a good day, Tim."

She walked back to the counter, and I wondered what she meant by Derek's reputation. He was the big man on campus, so I guess a lot of girls would know about him, but that the cute barista might be into him only made the swirling pain in my gut worse.

Then, I raised the cup, and I noticed the barista had written her name underneath mine, and under that she had put the ten digits of her phone number. I stared at it for a moment, then looked over at the counter. She saw me look and gave me a dazzling smile, then waved her fingers at me. I nodded back, then took a drink of coffee to cover up my awkwardness.

"Thanks, Katie," I murmured, my lips curving into a genuine smile for the first time since the previous night's debauchery. Her warm grin enveloped me like a soothing balm. I lingered in the coffee shop, savoring each sip of my drink and wondering if I should talk to her. Then, other customers came in and I quit while I was ahead.

So, I sat back and savored the sweet taste of my coffee, and let the normal sights and sounds of the coffee shop soothe me. A part of me longed to stay there forever, basking in the normalcy of that moment—an escape from whatever twisted shit might be waiting for me at my apartment.

But eventually, I knew I had to return to reality. As I left, I raised the cup to Katie, and she gave me a nod, a smile, and a hint of a blush that surprised me. When had a girl ever blushed around me? I wondered if my experience from last night had left an outward mark on me of some kind. Whatever the reason, I was practically floating by the time I got to my apartment, but that's where the good feeling ended.

As I unlocked the door, the sound of Jackie's moans echoing through the hallway, the sight of her writhing beneath Derek's powerful thrusts, and the bitter sting of humiliation that accompanied my helplessness, came rushing back to me. I took a deep breath, steeled myself against the worst, and stepped inside.

It was quiet.

There was no one in the small living room, dining room, or kitchen. No sounds of Jackie moaning or the harsh grunts of Derek as he drove his cock into my roommate's pink, wet cunt.

I heaved a sigh of relief. I took the coffee cup with Katie's name and number and went to my bedroom.

And that’s where I found my beautiful roommate curled up asleep on my bed, wearing a clean, white nightshirt.

Her skin was still wet and the white cotton stuck to her, becoming translucent in places. She looked even more beautiful, her head resting on my pillow, her pink lips curled into a secretive smile that made me wonder what she was dreaming about. Derek?

Me?

I stood halfway to the bed, wondering if I should just let her sleep. Before I could decide, Jackie turned over, and looked at me. Her wet hair hung over one eye, but the other had a sparkle in it.

"Timmy, you're home!" She stretched out and the hem of the shirt rode up, giving me a flash of the dark thatch between her legs. My mouth went dry and my cock lurched in my pants.

"Jackie, what are you doing in here?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper, the desire and horror warring within me as I took in the sight of her. I thought of Katie and gripped the coffee cup a little tighter.

"Did you get coffee?" Jackie sat up, stretched her arms above her head, and pulled the wet cotton taut over her large breasts. Her hard, pink nipples poked against the fabric and I had to fight to keep my tongue from licking my lips.

"I... I did," I said, holding up the cup. "But, I—I didn't get you one."

"Oh, that's fine. I don't blame you," she said and settled her arms to her sides, blinking up at me innocently as if she wasn't almost naked in my bed after a night of debauchery. "Are you still mad at me?"

"Mad?" My voice cracked. Was I mad? Ashamed and humiliated, yes, but mad at Jackie?

I suppose a deep part of me was angry, but I was angry at myself. I could have left, but I had stayed and watched as Derek used Jackie’s beautiful body for his pleasure. I had even joined in a very limited way.

Worst of all, I had enjoyed it.

"I don't know," I said truthfully. "A little."

"Ok." She pouted. "I guess that means you don't want me in your bed, then?"

"No!" I said too quickly and Jackie grinned. "I mean, I don't know."

"Will you sit by me?" She patted the bed next to her, her frosted pink nails mesmerizing me. A day ago, this would have been my dream. Jackie Montgomery, in my bed, wearing just a thin little shirt, beckoning me to join her. "I won't bite."

In the end, I couldn't fight the urge. I wanted to sit on the bed, to feel her wet skin against mine. I suddenly didn't care that Derek's cock had been inside of her, making a mess of that perfect body, less than an hour ago.

I set down the coffee cup on my bedside table, then sat down beside Jackie.

"Too bad you didn't stick around," Jackie purred as if reading my mind. She slid a hand over my leg, making my balls twitch.

"That would have been a horrible idea," I muttered under my breath, playing absently with my pillow, wondering if I should place it in my lap to hide the growing tent in my pants.

"Aw, poor little Timmy," she cooed as she reached out to stroke my cheek with her pale, pink fingernails, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. "Are you afraid of me?"

"Stop," I jerked away from her touch, my cheeks burning with a mixture of embarrassment and anger as I struggled to maintain control over my emotions. But, the truth was, I was terrified–not just of Jackie, but of my obvious need for her.

"Come on, Timmy," Jackie purred as she stretched out across my bed, draping her firm thighs over my lap. "Don't you want to touch me? I'm so sore from Derek's cock, and I need your gentle touch to make it better."

"No," I said, but I was aware of the moist heat coming off of her body, and the musky scent of her lust rising from between her legs.

I hesitated, torn between the conflicting emotions that threatened to tear me apart. Images of Katie's pretty smile flashed through my mind, and I couldn't help but wonder if she would treat me like this—if she would use my vulnerability against me for her own twisted amusement.

"Please, Timmy," Jackie whispered, her soft thighs rubbing together over my lap. "Don't you want to make me feel good?"

I did! Oh, how I did! And Derek wasn't there, so it would be just us. Together.

Jackie shifted slightly and spread her thighs, exposing the swollen, pink flesh between them. The scent of her arousal filled the air, a musky, swampy aroma that both repulsed and intrigued me in equal measure. My heart raced with anticipation, even as my stomach churned at the thought of what I was about to do.

I gulped, then lowered myself between her thighs with, the smell of her pussy filling my nostrils. The scent was stronger than the night before, thick and pungent. As my tongue tentatively grazed her slick folds, I couldn't deny the primal thrill that surged through me at the sound of her moans–the knowledge that I had the power to bring her pleasure overcoming the whirling emotions in my heart.

"Ah, yes... that's it, Timmy! Nice and slow now. Don't be too rough!" she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair as she pressed my face deeper into her heat. "Derek's cock beat my pussy up sooo bad!"

I groaned in to the swollen folds and Jackie giggled at my torment. Still, I didn't stop. I slid my tongue between her puffy lips folds and felt a thick slimy liquid spill onto my tongue. It tasted bitter and salty, not at all like the way she tasted when I had prepared her for Derek.

Jackie laughed when I hesitated over her pussy, the thick juices drizzling down my throat.

"You know, Derek left you a little gift," she chuckled. "Can you taste it, Timmy?"

Suddenly, I realized why her juices were so thick. I was licking Derek's cum from Jackie's used, swollen cunt. My stomach heaved at the realization, and I jerked away. Jackie followed me upward and hooked her arm around my neck then, before I could stop her, she drew me into a deep, passionate kiss.

I was so shocked by the kiss; I let her tongue spear into my mouth, swirling her and Derek's combined juices around my tongue, then push them down my throat.

"Please, Tim," she whimpered, desperately clinging to my neck. "Please, I need you."

I looked into her eyes and saw a raw, naked vulnerability I had never seen before. Like a lost little girl who needs someone to cling to. In that moment, I was that person for Jackie. I was the one she needed.

All thoughts of sweet, innocent Katie were gone, replaced by the overwhelming need to please Jackie.

I pushed her back to the bed, not caring about her squeak of surprise, and relishing the satisfied moan as I dove back between her legs. My tongue explored every inch of her sticky, swollen folds. The taste of Derek's cum still lingered, a constant reminder of my place at the bottom of the hierarchy. But as Jackie's cries filled the room, I felt myself losing control—giving in to the raw, animalistic hunger that drove me forward.

"God, yes! Just like that!" she screamed, her fingers digging into my scalp as I sucked her cunt with renewed fervor. I felt her body tense, her thighs trembling against my cheeks as her pleasure mounted. "Timmy, don't stop! I'm so close!"

I doubled my efforts, my tongue lashing at her clit while my fingers plunged into her wet tunnel. My jaw hurt, but I didn't care. I wanted to make her scream, to know that I was the one responsible for her ecstasy, even if it meant wallowing in my degradation.

"Fuck! Yes, Timmy! Yes!" she cried out, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm tore through her. The sound of her pleasure reverberated through the room, as loud and passionate as it had been with Derek, perhaps even more so. Her body shuddered and convulsed, her nails raking down my back as she rode the waves of ecstasy.

My face still buried between her legs, I could feel Jackie's need seeping into me, consuming every ounce of resistance I had left. As if sensing my submission, she tightened her thighs around my head and grabbed a fistful of my hair.

"More, Timmy," she demanded, grinding herself against my face with increasing fervor. "I want you to make me come again."

Her words were like a whip in my ears, urging me on. My tongue danced over her swollen clit, delving into her wet heat as she bucked her hips against me.

"Fuck, yes!" she hissed, her voice laced with sadistic pleasure. "That's it, Timmy. Be a good little bitch and take it."

Her nails bit into my scalp as she forced my face deeper between her legs, driving my tongue further into her eager cunt. The sensation was overwhelming, her musky scent and taste flooding my senses, drowning my thoughts until there was nothing left but the primal urge to please her.

"Harder, Timmy!" she growled, her hips hammering against my face with violent intensity. I bit back the pain as my lips smashed against my teeth. "Don't you fucking dare stop!"

Lost in the darkness of my lust, I obeyed, my tongue probing deeper, faster, desperate to bring her to climax. I could hear her moans growing louder, more urgent, echoing through the room.

"Timmy, I'm...I'm..." she panted, her voice quivering with anticipation. "Oh fuck! Yes!"

With one final, shuddering cry, Jackie reached her peak, her body trembling as waves of pleasure ripped through her. She held my head in place, forcing me to endure the full force of her orgasm as her pussy exploded, drowning me in a fresh wave of juices.

As her climax subsided, she released her grip on my hair and collapsed onto the bed, a triumphant smile playing across her lips. I lay there, my face smeared with her juices and the last of Derek's cum, a dark mixture of shame and lust churning in the pit of my stomach.

"Good boy," she whispered, her eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction. "You've been such a good little boy you deserve a reward, Timmy."

My heart beat faster. Did she mean she was going to have sex with me? My cock, forgotten as I ate Jackie out, was throbbing hard and insistent inside my pants. I looked up from between her legs, my face still dripping.

"Look at you, all eager and desperate," Jackie laughed, the amusement in her voice cutting through me like a knife. She flipped me over onto my back and straddled my waist, her hands ripping at my jeans to free my throbbing cock. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, and I longed to sink my turgid flesh into her wet pussy.

"Did you see how big Derek was, Timmy?" she taunted, her fingers wrapping around my shaft as she stroked me slowly, deliberately. "He fucked me so good, just like a real man should."

I gritted my teeth, fighting to suppress the wave of shame that crashed over me with every venomous word. My heart pounded in my chest, my breaths coming in short, shallow gasps as her skilled touch sent shivers down my spine.

"Please, Jackie," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "Don't..."

"Aw, poor baby," she cooed mockingly, her grip tightening as she increased her pace. "Do you really think you could ever measure up to him? To give me what he did?"

The truth stung like a thousand needles, and yet, I couldn't tear myself away from her seductive gaze and her glistening breasts swinging inches from the sensitive head of my cock.

"Tell me, Timmy," she demanded, her voice dripping with contempt. "Do you honestly believe you could fuck me better than Derek?"

My silence was answer enough, and she let out another cruel chuckle.

Her hands moved fast and smoothly, sliding up and down my shaft, gently tweaking my tender knob. My hips groaned, the pressure building deep in my balls, like a furnace stoked with coal and ready to explode. The room seemed to close in around me, suffocating me with lust and humiliation. I opened my mouth as if to scream but all that came out was a long, drawn-out moan of pleasure.

"Go on then, Timmy," she hissed, her eyes gleaming with wicked glee. "Show me how much you want me."

With a final guttural moan, I surrendered to my lust. My body jerked as I spurted my cum onto my stomach. The hot, sticky fluid was a mark of my submission, a stark reminder that I had given myself over to Jackie's twisted game.

"Such a pathetic mess," she laughed, her mouth curled into that teasing, wicked smile. "But, you're my mess, Timmy."

I lay there, gasping for breath, my chest heaving as the weight of her words bore down on me. And even as the last remnants of my desire ebbed away, I couldn't help but feel a touch of warmth in my belly.

You're my mess.

What did she mean by that? It sounded like she wanted me, but I couldn't think anymore. I was sweating and exhausted. All I could do was lie there, my jizz congealing on my belly as Jackie snuggled up against me, brushing my hair from my forehead and cooing soft nothings in my ear.

***

"So, who's Katie?"

I came up out of a light doze to see Jackie sitting on the edge of my bed. She was naked and the afternoon sun came in through the window, illuminating her ample curves and soft skin with a golden glow.

"Who?" I asked, forgetting for a moment the conversation with the pretty barista I'd had that morning. The visit to the coffee shop seemed like a long time ago.

Jackie turned and held up the coffee cup with mine and Katie's name, the girl’s phone number scrawled in permanent marker along the side.

"Katie," she said.

"Oh," I mumbled trying to read the expression on Jackie's face. She was smiling benignly, but something about the curve of her lips gave me pause. "Just a barista. At the coffee place."

"Oh!" she said and scrutinized the name. "You must have made an impression on her."

"I don't know," I said, feeling my cheeks grow hot.

"Well, she gave you her number," Jackie said. "That must mean you caught her attention.”

I shrugged. The truth was, I did not know why the pretty blonde had given me her number. I certainly hadn't felt impressive when I spoke to her.

"Are you going to call her?"

"I don't know," I said. I couldn't think with Jackie smiling down at me, her naked body so tantalizingly close.

"Really?" She held the cup aloft, then set it back on the table. Then, she slid down next to me, pressing her warm skin next to mine.

"Did you enjoy what we did, Timmy?" Jackie asked, her breath tickling my neck.

"Y-yeah," I stammered. The shame was still raw, but it was nothing compared to the warmth I felt having Jackie sharing my bed.

"Good," she purred, reaching over to stroke my cheek. "Because there's so much more we can do."

My heart skipped a beat, and I couldn't tell if it was from fear or some perverse anticipation. A part of me wanted to beg for mercy, while another, darker part craved the humiliation and degradation that Jackie seemed all too eager to dole out.

"Please, Jackie," I whispered, my voice barely audible as I struggled to articulate the roiling storm of emotions churning within me. "I... I don't know if I can handle this."

"Of course you can, Timmy," she cooed, her fingers tracing delicate patterns on my skin, leaving trails of fire in their wake. "I think you and I were made for each other."

"You—you do?"

Jackie giggled.

"Of course," she said. "I love the way you want me, Tim. It makes me feel so..."

She paused as she searched for the right word.

"Needed."

"I do," I said without thinking. "I do need you."

"You see?" she laid an arm over my chest, her leg draped over my thigh as if she was trying to get even closer to me. "And I need you, too."

"Really?"

She smiled.

"Yes," she murmured and nibbled my chin, making shivers of excitement ripple through my nerves. "I need you to be my good, little boy."

I groaned which made Jackie chuckle. She kissed me again, slid out of bed, and stood up. Her firm round bottom and heavy breasts glowed in the sunlight.

She looked down at the coffee cup with Katie's name and number, picked it up, then grinned at me over her shoulder. She held the cup over my small trash can for a moment and, her eyes still on me, dropped it in the garbage.

I didn't stop her.

"Don't worry, Timmy," she said. "We're going to have lots of fun. I promise."

She padded out of the room and a moment later I heard the shower turn on. I fell back onto the bed with a worried sigh, wondering if Jackie’s idea of fun was the same as mine.


Chapter 7



Iwas still laying on the bed, trying to make sense of my confused feelings. On the one hand, I was completely humiliated by my behavior. But, on the other hand, I had become closer to Jackie in the last two days than I ever thought possible. And she obviously cared about me, but I wondered how much.

Was there a chance that I would be ever more than a toy to be played with? An answer seemed to appear a moment later when Jackie called from the bathroom.

"Timmy, would you be a dear and fetch me my body wash from under my bed?" Jackie called out to me from the bathroom, her sultry voice echoing through the apartment. My heart raced at the thought of what bringing her soap might mean. Perhaps, it was my turn to share a shower with my gorgeous roommate. "It's in a box. You can't miss it!"

"Sure!" I shouted, my voice cracking slightly. I could feel my arousal slowly stirring again as I hurried down the hallway to her room. The bed was a complete mess, the pink sheets wadded up and stained with the sweat and cum from Jackie's recent tryst with Derek. I held my breath to block out the now familiar scent of their fucking and dropped to my knees. I reached underneath the bed to search for the elusive container. My fingers brushed against something solid, and I carefully pulled it out onto the bed.

The box before me resembled a pink treasure chest, its surface adorned with intricate patterns and shimmering rhinestones. A small key dangled from a delicate ribbon, resting in the lock. My curiosity piqued; I couldn't help but wonder what secrets this lovely container held. Gently turning the key, I heard the satisfying click as the lock released.

As the lid creaked open, I stared into the depths of Jackie's most private possessions. There were multiple sex toys, most of which I didn't even know what to do with. I swallowed hard as I moved what looked like a huge flashlight with a pink cap and a huge, black realistically molded dildo poked up from the other toys. My mind flashed back to Derek's enormous cock. In that moment, I realized just how little I knew about this woman who had become the center of my fantasies. I looked down at the toys, my mind filled with images of each one inside Jackie's beautiful body as she masturbated thinking of... thinking of who?

I looked at the big, black dildo again and felt a hint of despair. Definitely not me, I thought to myself miserably.

"Did you find it, Timmy?" Jackie called, her voice bringing me back to the task at hand. I quickly scanned the assortment of bottles and other items within the chest, searching for the one she had requested.

I hesitated, holding up a pink bottle. The label read 'Sex Bomb Body Wash,' and I couldn't help but picture lathering up Jackie's perfect body with it.

"Got it!" I called and, trembling in anticipation, I shut the box and slid it back under the bed.

I stepped into the bathroom, still looking down at the bottle. "I think this is the right one."

Only then did I look up and immediately froze. There, before my disbelieving eyes, stood Jackie and Derek, passionately making out under the steamy spray of the shower. Water sluiced down their bodies, the rivers running over Derek's perfect, chocolate skin, emphasizing the hard contours of his muscles. My mouth was dry as I watched Jackie's plump pink lips sucked eagerly at Derek's mouth, his thick tongue swabbing hungrily inside my roommate's mouth.

Where had he been all this time? In Jackie's bed while she teased me? I couldn't believe we had shared such an intimate moment with this... this asshole just down the hall.

"Oh,Timmy!" Jackie gasped as if just noticing me. She reached forward, grinning wickedly and plucked the bottle from my numb fingers. "This is perfect! He's such a good boy, isn't he, Derek?"

Derek sneered down at me, annoyed by my presence, but also excited by Jackie's glistening curves molded against his hard, dark angles.

"Sure," Derek grunted. "Now be a good boy and fuck off!"

"Not so fast, baby," Jackie purred, her plump, pink lips leaving a wet trail of kisses down his glistening black chest, each touch leaving me feeling more helpless than before.

"I want Timmy to stay," Jackie murmured between each loving kiss. "He's been so nice, I think he deserves to at least watch. Don't you?"

"Watch?" Derek raised an eyebrow. Jackie reached out and wrapped her pale fingers around the thick, black monster growing between his legs. He groaned as she stroked him, her hand so tiny encircling his massive shaft. "Just watch?"

"Well, you didn't think I was going to fuck him, did you?" Jackie laughed which sent a spike of shame through my heart.

Derek looked at me and scoffed. "Of course not!"

"See? It's all settled," Jackie cooed, her teasing tone making my blood boil with a mix of shame and arousal. "Now just stand there and watch, Timmy. Enjoy the show."

I stood, frozen. I wanted to run, but the scene in front of me was too hot, too raw to ignore. Helplessly, I watched as Jackie squirted a generous dollop of the thick, pink liquid onto her palm. My heart pounded with a sickening mixture of anticipation and dread as I watched her lather Derek's muscular black body.

Jackie's skilled hands slid over every inch of Derek's glistening skin, worshiping him with a devotion that left me feeling both jealous and aroused. She massaged his broad chest, tracing the contours of his chiseled abs before moving lower, her fingers dancing around the base of his thick cock.

"God, Derek, you're so big," Jackie moaned, her voice heavy with desire as she stroked the length of his shaft, each movement of her hand making it grow larger and harder before my very eyes. The sight of his enormous erection, coupled with Jackie's obvious pleasure at touching him, sent a shiver of shame down my spine.

"Can't you see how much better he is than you, Tim?" she taunted, her words cutting like a knife. "You could never satisfy me like this. You were made to be a little, cuckold bitch."

The words sliced through my heart and I reeled on my heels as if struck. Is that really what she thought of me? And if a woman like Jackie thought that, was it true? Even as I rejected the thoughts, my body betrayed me, my loins throbbing with each stroke of Jackie's hand on Derek's massive cock.

"He's so fucking BIG!" Jackie purred and gave the bloated, purple-black head an open-mouthed kiss. "Don't you think so, Timmy?"

I didn't want to answer, but Jackie looked at me, her smile cruel and expectant. If I didn't answer would she make me leave? And if I answered, what would that say about me?

Derek snickered at my hesitation, his deep chuckle bouncing off the tile and reverberating in my ears. I felt small and weak in his presence, but the humiliation was intoxicating, making my heart pound in my chest.

"Go ahead," Jackie said, tugging on Derek's thick, lathered shaft, the soap filling my nostrils with a heady mixture of jasmine and flowers. "Tell Derek he's bigger than you. You don't want to make him mad, do you?"

I looked into Jackie's cruel eyes and understood that this was not about making Derek angry at all. This was all about her and how far she could push me.

My heart sank at the realization that Jackie was using Derek's presence to humiliate me and assert her dominance. It was a sick game she played, and I was nothing but a pawn in her twisted fantasy.

"Derek is bigger than me," I finally mumbled, unable to meet either of their gazes.

Jackie's grin widened, triumph shining in her eyes as she continued to stroke Derek's enormous cock. I felt like a pathetic little worm, watching helplessly as my crush pleasured another man in front of me.

"Good boy," Jackie purred, her eyes locked onto mine as she stepped closer to Derek. "Now just stand there and watch as I suck his beautiful cock." She licked her lips, her gaze never leaving mine. "Only real men get to have women like me kneel in front of them and suck their cocks. You only get to watch."

The words stung, but I remained rooted to the spot, unable to tear myself away from the perverse spectacle. As she sank to her knees before Derek, I could see the hunger in her eyes - a dark, animalistic desire that I knew would never be directed at me.

Jackie took Derek's swollen member into her mouth, her plump lips wrapping around its girth as she began to suck and tease its throbbing head. Her tongue flicked against the sensitive underside, eliciting a low growl from Derek that filled the room and made my cock twitch in response.

I couldn't look away as Jackie gobbled Derek's massive cock deeper into her mouth, her head bobbing up and down in a steady rhythm. The sounds of wet slurping and moans filled the bathroom, echoing off the walls and adding to the erotic atmosphere.

My arousal was impossible to ignore, my cock straining against my jeans as I watched Jackie's cheeks hollow as she increased the suction. Then, to my shock, she went even deeper, opening her swollen lips wide and shoving the entire length of Derek's cock down her throat.

Derek's hands tightened in Jackie's hair, his fingers twisting in the strands as she choked wetly on his cock. It was so wrong, seeing the woman I had put on a pedestal being treated like a whore. Still, the sight of it stabbed deep and my cock throbbed against my underwear, pre-cum staining the cotton.

Jackie finally pulled back, the chocolate length of Derek's cock exploding from her mouth in a burst of spit. Gooey ropes of drool spilled down Jackie's chin, spearing her lipstick and dropping into the tub. I was shocked as Jackie gasped in laughter, her mouth spread in a beautiful, slimy grin as she stroked Derek's dripping shaft. She looked up at him through her thick lashes, a wicked gleam in her eyes before she plunged back down on him again.

She continued to throat Derek's cock, the small shower filling with her lewd choking gurgles. I watched with a mixture of awe and despair, my mind consumed by the thought that she would never devour me with such hunger, such need. My heart ached with longing, but I couldn't bring myself to turn away.

"Look at how much he loves it, Timmy," Jackie gasped, rolling the wet, black shaft over her face making her face shine with spit. "I bet you wish you were in his place, don't you? But you'll never be good enough for this."

Her cruel words cut deep, but they only fueled my desire, as if each insult was a drop of gasoline on the fire raging within me. I wanted her, needed her, more than I'd ever needed anything in my life - even if it meant submitting to this dark, twisted game they were playing.

Derek, unable to stand much more of fucking Jackie's throat, took control. He reached down and hauled Jackie to her feet. He kissed her deeply and for a moment; I ceased to exist, the two lovers caught up in each other. My presence was nothing more than an afterthought. I had never felt more alone in my life.

Then. Derek saw me over Jackie's shoulder, and his cruel smile held me still. He turned Jackie around and shoved her over the edge of the bathtub. Jackie gasped and stumbled as her breasts swung over the side of the tub, her arms waving in the air. I instinctively stepped forward to catch her and her hands gripped my shoulders tightly, her nails digging into my flesh.

"Tell me you want it, slut," Derek growled, his voice thick with desire, as he positioned himself behind Jackie. She tilted her head back, a wicked smile playing on her lips, a twisted delight in her eyes as she looked at me.

"Fuck me, Derek. Fuck me in front of Timmy." Her words cut like a whip, the venomous sweetness of her tone only fueling the fire inside me. I wanted to look away, to escape this torment, but my body refused to obey, held prisoner by the electric connection between us.

With a primal grunt, Derek thrust into her, his powerful hips driving forward with an animalistic ferocity that left me breathless. Jackie's moans filled my ears, burning into my brain. Every stab of his cock rocked me on my heels and it was all I could do to keep upright, holding up the woman I loved while her pussy was ripped open by the powerful, black cock.

"God, yes! You're so big, Derek," Jackie screamed in my ear. "Tim, can you feel how hard he's fucking me?"

I could. As Derek pounded into her with relentless force, Jackie's hands dug painfully into my shoulders, the thunderous rhythm of Derek's fucking vibrating through my bones. The sensation was both maddening and intoxicating.

Derek may as well have been fucking us both.

"Look at him, Timmy," Jackie hissed, her eyes alight with wicked glee. "Look at the man who's fucking me senseless while you just stand there, helpless."

My throat was dry, my voice barely a whisper as I stammered out a reply. "Yes...I see him. I see how he makes you feel..."

"Damn right," Derek smirked, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he increased his tempo, driving Jackie closer and closer to the brink of ecstasy. She threw her arms around me and sobbed into my beck as her body bucked in orgasm, using me as her rock in the maelstrom of bliss Derek pounded into her body.

I was hyperaware of Jackie's wet skin, her large breasts pressed into my chest, and the musky smell of sex. My cock was weeping tears of pre-cum now, so turned on by being used as a brace for fucking, I felt like I might cum in my pants. And still Derek pounded into Jackie, the hard muscles of his stomach smacking against her ass he drove his massive cock deep into her belly.

Jackie couldn't speak, her power of speech knocked away by Derek's cock. Instead, she made lewd grunts and helpless whimpers as she submitted fully to Derek's cock. All I could do was hold, helplessly listening to the utter bliss she was receiving. My body trembled under the weight of their fucking, but still I stood upright, holding Jackie's wet flanks in my hands as she convulsed in orgasm after orgasm.

Finally, my strength almost gone, Derek let out a guttural roar. As Derek reached his climax, Jackie's body tensed in response. She cried out in ecstasy as they both exploded into blissful release, their bodies writhing and shaking with pleasure.

I saw the contorted pleasure on Derek's face as he emptied his load deep inside Jackie, his hips rocking against her ass with each powerful spurt. Jackie's head fell against my chest, her eyes closed in pure satisfaction.

For a few moments, we all stood there, our breaths coming in ragged gasps as our hearts raced. The only sound in the room was the water from the shower mingling with Jackie's soft moans.

"Did you feel that, Tim?" she panted, her face flushed and slick with sweat. "He came inside me...filled me up like you never could."

I nodded, the shame inside doing very little to cool the heat in my crotch. I didn't care about Derek fucking Jackie anymore. My mind was focused on one thing. Blessed release.

As if sensing my need, Jackie released her grip on my shoulders and smiled wickedly.

"Get in here," she demanded, yanking me into the shower with her, the sudden spray of water soaking through my clothes. I pulled down my underwear awkwardly as Derek stepped from the shower, but Jackie's voice stopped us both.

"Not so fast, little pervert," Jackie grinned at me. "Derek made a mess of me and I want you to clean me up."

"Oh... OK!" I replied readily, excited to be the one to touch Jackie's body. I instinctively reached for the body wash, intent on at least preserving some small shred of dignity, but she slapped my hand away.

"I want you to use your mouth," she ordered, her voice low and sultry. "I want you to clean me up properly."


Chapter 8



Igroaned, my stomach swirling as I realized what she meant. Jackie saw the recognition in my eyes and called out to Derek.

"Derek? I want you to watch," she flashed me a cruel smile. "I want you to watch this poor, little pervert eat your cum out of the pussy you fucked so well!"

Derek gave me a smug grin, then sat down on the toilet seat. Even soft, his massive erection hung halfway to the floor. He folded his powerful arms and nodded at me.

"Go ahead, you little bitch," Derek growled. "Eat my cum out of your girl's pussy."

I wondered about the phrasing. Since when did Jackie become my girl? If anything, she was more Derek's than mine, but the words had their desired effect. I was going to be eating his cum out of Jackie's pussy, my girl's pussy, and he was going to watch which increased my humiliation to an almost unbearable degree.

Still, I had gone through too much to back out now. Maybe, if I obeyed, Jackie would soften enough to let me make love to her. Because that's what it would be. Not the rough, powerful fucking Derek had given her, I could never do that, but more of a slow, sensual lover where I could show Jackie just how much I needed her.

So, I obeyed, sinking to my knees in the shower, staring at the milky mixture of cum and her juices coating her inner thighs and dripping from her swollen lips. It was a sight both obscene and alluring, the stark contrast between Derek's thick, hot seed and the delicate folds of her tender flesh making my mouth dry.

As I hesitated, Jackie gripped my hair tightly, forcing my face against her sticky cunt. The taste hit me immediately–salty, musky, unmistakably masculine. I wanted to balk, to turn away in disgust, but something within me stirred, a perverse curiosity taking root. Tentatively, I extended my tongue, lapping at the viscous mixture as it oozed from her quivering hole.

"Oh, that's good!" she gasped, pushing me further into her, smearing the remains of Derek's load across my cheeks and nose. "Don't miss a drop."

To my shock, my cock throbbed even harder once, straining against the damp confines of my pants even as I swallowed the remnants of another man's lust. Jackie must have noticed, for she smirked wickedly and issued a new command.

"Jerk off while you eat Derk's cum, Timmy!" she instructed, her voice dripping with contempt. "Show us just how much of a fucking loser you really are."

"Can't believe it!" Derek laughed from behind me, the sound echoing mockingly in the tiled confines of the bathroom. "What a pathetic little bitch!"

My cheeks burned with shame, but I could not resist the dark compulsion that gripped me. With trembling hands, I fumbled with my underwear, freeing my desperate erection before wrapping my fingers around the thin shaft and pumped with frenzied, awkward strokes.

Jackie laughed, then moaned, grinding her sticky cunt over my mouth and nose, coating me in Derek's cum and her hot juices. I could scarcely breathe, the heady scent of sex filling my nostrils, the taste of cum and arousal mingling on my tongue.

"Such a good little boy," Jackie purred as I continued to pleasure her and myself, lost in my twisted shame and desire. My heart raced, my body trembled, and yet, I could not stop – not when every lick, every stroke pushed me closer to my own impending orgasm.

My mouth continued to work its way around Jackie's drenched pussy, lapping up the remnants of Derek's load as her moans grew more and more urgent. My cock throbbed in my hand, aching for release, even as my cheeks burned with shame at my arousal.

"God, Timmy," Jackie gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair and pulling me closer. "You're really getting me off on this, aren't you? You're such a fucking pervert!"

I could only whimper in response, my tongue delving deeper into her sopping cunt, desperate to please her as Derek's laughter echoed through the room. I couldn't deny the truth in her words – how sick was it that I was so aroused by my humiliation?

"That's it, Timmy!" Jackie gasped, her voice breathless with lust. "I want to come all over your fucking face."

Her hips bucked against my mouth, her grip on my hair tightening as her moans grew louder and more frenzied. I knew she was close, and I was powerless to resist, my orgasm building like a tidal wave in the distance as she used my face as a sex toy.

"Fuck!" she cried, her body shuddering as she reached her climax. Hot juices gushed from her pussy, mingling with the last of Derek's thick, swampy jizz as they splattered across my face. The taste of their combined fluids filled my mouth, a bitter reminder of my place in their twisted game.

As Jackie quivered above me, I reached my peak. With a gurgling moan, I erupted, hot cum spurting from my rigid cock and splashing uselessly onto the shower floor. My entire body trembled, overcome by the intensity of my release, as the water washed my wasted seed down the drain–a symbol of my submission and the futility of my lust.

"Look at him," Derek sneered, his voice dripping with contempt. "He actually fucking squirted!"

"Of course he did! Timmy would do anything for me," Jackie, her heavy breathing slowly returning to normal as she petted my wet hair. "Isn't that right, Timmy?"

I couldn't respond, the weight of my shame and desire crushing me beneath their combined force. I remained on my knees, my face still slick with their mixed fluids, as the water continued to flow over my trembling body.

"Get up, Timmy," Jackie purred as she turned off the faucet, droplets clinging to her voluptuous body like tiny diamonds. "You've done your part... for now."

Struggling to my feet, I felt the weight of their gazes upon me – Derek's dark eyes filled with amusement, Jackie's sparkling with cruel delight. I tried to speak, but my voice was choked by shame, unable to articulate the torment raging within.

"Look at him, Jackie," Derek sneered, his dark, chiseled chest glistening in the dim light. "He's pathetic. Can't even string a sentence together."

"Of course not," Jackie agreed, tossing her wet hair over her shoulder with a wicked grin. "He knows his place, don't you, Timmy?"

I wanted to deny it, to assert some semblance of control over the situation. But how could I? My entire being was consumed by the overwhelming need for Jackie.

"Y-yes," I stammered, my cheeks burning with humiliation. "I know my place."

"Good boy," Jackie cooed, running her fingers through my damp hair before leaning in close. Her breath was warm against my ear as she whispered, "And we're not done with you yet. Remember that."

As they moved away from me, leaving me naked and shivering in the cold, empty bathroom, I couldn't help but feel a disturbing thrill at the prospect of what lay ahead. Despite the depths of my shame, the overwhelming pleasure of being in Jackie and Derek's presence–a twisted longing that threatened to consume me entirely also captivated me.

"Clean up, Timmy," Jackie called out, her voice echoing through the apartment. "I'll be waiting."

I shivered, not because of being wet and cold, but at the taunting promise in Jackie's words. Slowly, I got myself together, washing out the bath and cleaning off the remnants of my lust from my hands. Finally, for lack of clothing, I pulled a towel around my waist and stepped furtively out into the hallway.

There was no sign of Derek and Jackie. The apartment was quiet and I breathed a little easier. Maybe Jackie had given up on further torture for the night. The idea relieved me, but I kept my guard up as I opened my bedroom door. Who the hell knew what Jackie was capable of?

However, when I entered my room, there was no Derek. Instead, Jackie was sleeping peacefully on the bed wearing one of my t-shirts and a pair of silk panties. My heart went out to her as I gazed down upon this beautiful girl I had loved for so long lying in my bed. It was the culmination of all of my dreams, yet the lewd nightmare of Derek's black body hammering against her tainted the moment. Was I just a toy, to be used for Jackie's pleasure? Or was the fact that she was in my bed, waiting to sleep with me, a sign that she felt something more?

I was too tired to think about it. Despite the pain and humiliation, the multiple orgasms I had were the most powerful thing I had ever experienced. I was wrung out, used, exhausted. All I wanted to do was lie down next to Jackie, be the big spoon, and imagine she loved me.

So, I laid down and wrapped my arms around Jackie's soft, warm body. She moved a bit in her sleep, snuggling against me until we were lying with our curves pressed neatly together.

As I drifted off to sleep, my mind kept replaying the events of the night. The humiliation, the pleasure, and the twisted dynamic between Jackie, Derek, and myself. It was all so confusing and overwhelming. But despite it all, I couldn't deny that there was a part of me that still loved Jackie and if I had to endure the shame and degradation for this moment, then that is exactly what I would do.

We were no longer friends, but we weren't lovers either. I didn't know what we were, but I knew one thing:

There was no going back.

***

Thank you for reading this book!

Want more Tim and Jackie?

For the price of just one of my books, you can read all of my current series (including Just Friends Book 2) on and help support my writing journey.

Please check it out today!

https://www.patreon.com/manusdare
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