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Just One of the Guys Ch. 01

I met Rachel online when we were both 26. I had mostly given up on online dating, and only messaged girls that were the hottest of the hot in case I could luck into hooking up with one. It didn't work, of course, because they were way out of my league. Until Rachel. She messaged me back because we had the same interests and we hit it off immediately.

Rachel lived a few hours out of town. She had created a profile in my city because she was planning to move there soon. After chatting for a while, we decided to meet up in person. This first time we met was the greatest weekend of my life. I spent the weekend with her in her small town and we hardly left the bedroom. At that point I was pretty certain that she must have been using fake pictures, but it turned out the photos she had sent me had managed to undersell her.

She had wavy brown hair that tumbled down to her shoulder blades. Her eyes were crystal blue, and I called them the tractor beams. When she made eye contact with you, it was impossible to pull away. She made fun of me for how many times I would space out while she was talking to me. She had a very pretty face and her smile felt like an instant party.

She also had the best body by far of any girl I'd seen in the flesh, much less had sex with. Her plump, perky breasts sat high on her chest and were the size of cantaloupes. They dramatically warped any shirt she wore and she had to wear a turtleneck if she wanted to avoid showing a mouthwatering level of cleavage. Her tummy had a small pooch, leading into softly flaring hips and plump thighs. Her butt bubbled out from her back, forming a perfectly looping arch when viewed from the side. If I spread my hand out fully, I could perfectly grab one of her cheeks and give the firm pillow a healthy squeeze. It was one of my favorite things to do and it made her want to tear my clothes off.

She often complained how the shape of her body made almost all clothing slutty, but I could hardly complain. The cleavage she sported in the blouses and tank tops she frequently wore made me want to pull her top up and motorboat her and the jiggle of her butt as she walked around in yoga pants or tight jeans made me want to run up and squeeze it. Of course this meant that other guys could see lots of what she had to offer too, but I didn't worry because I knew she was committed to me. Also, I can't say it hurt to know that every guy I passed was jealous of me.

Which brings us to this week. My friend Mike's parents were selling their lake house, and he wanted to have one last week there this summer before it was gone. He, Andrew, Kyle and I had been planning it all year. When I started dating Rachel, it came together perfectly. I thought it had come time to introduce her to them.

Mike often mocked me, saying that her pics (which I had of course showed them) were fake and that if she was real, she had to be much uglier. I was excited to prove him wrong because he had teased the rest of us about how much better he was with girls since we met in junior high school. This was absurd because he was barely more successful than us, all four of us having hookups on a rare occasion but no real relationship.

I looked over at Rachel in the passenger's seat. Today she was wearing a thin dark blue tanktop and equally thin light blue shorts. She had had both for years and had worn both for years. The drawstring on her shorts were even missing, but her plump booty was more than up to the task of holding them up. With how great they made it look, it was the least it could do. She hadn't put on underwear because she expected to go swimming soon after we got there and didn't want her suit chafing her on the drive. When I picked her up, I teased her that the guys were going to really love her if she didn't wear underwear all weekend, and she laughed and blushed. Right now she was looking out the window, sunglasses covering her eyes.

"I just hope they like me," she said after a long silence.

"They'll love you, don't worry," I replied. I knew there was no way they wouldn't each be desperate to get on the good side of such a hot girl. "I'm more worried about you liking them to be honest."

"Why's that?" she asked. "If I like you and you like them, I'll like them, right?"

"They can just be a little crude," I said. "Especially around women."

Rachel laughed. "I'm sure I'll like them. I've always been more like one of the guys than in chick groups anyway. The crudeness can be fun and refreshing."

"I hope so."

---

We were the last ones to arrive. I couldn't get off work the night before and then had to get up really early to make it to Rachel's. And then drive all the way to Mike's lakehouse, which took most of the day. I was beat by the time we rolled in mid-afternoon. The house was gorgeous, a 5 bedroom modern work of art. Mike's family came from a long history of money, and this was one example of it. Woods surrounded it and the nearest neighbors were around the bend of the road, giving it a nice isolated feeling.

We heard music coming from the back of the house. We grabbed our stuff out of my car and headed to the side gate. As I opened the gate, Rachel grabbed my shoulder and stopped me. I turned around and she fixed me with her stare.

"Tell me it's going to be alright." she said.

I laughed and gave her a kiss. "It's going to be great."

I turned back around and walked in. We rounded the side of the house and came upon the pool. That's right, Mike's family was so loaded, they couldn't resist putting a massive pool, complete with diving board, on their lakefront property. My three buddies were floating in the shallow end, beers in hand.

"Brian!" Kyle shouted, his face lighting up. Andrew turned around and waved. Mike just lifted his beer in toast. Then Rachel came around the corner.

"Oh my God!" Andrew shouted.

"Is that Rachel??" Kyle asked. Mike just sat dumbfounded.

"Hi guys," Rachel said, dropping her bags and giving a little wave that made her braless breasts wiggle back and forth. The guys stood up and exited the pool.

"How the hell did you get her??" Mike drawled out as they approached, his gaze locked on Rachel's breasts as they finished their dance.

"Great job, Brian!!" Kyle yelled as he came in hard with a double high-five. I reached my arms up to meet his, but misjudged his strength. I stumbled back a few steps and would have fallen into the pool if it were not for Rachel. See, I stopped when I tumbled into Rachel, and she fell into the pool.

She hit the water with a mighty splash. Luckily she had already dropped all her bags so it was only her and the clothes she was wearing that got wet.

"You fucking dumbasses!" Mike roared as he let out a belly laugh, before choking it down as she broke the surface.

I turned over to face her right as she surfaced. It was shallow near us, so she stood up easily, the water only coming to her waist. She came up laughing, which was a relief because it meant she likely wasn't hurt. However, I instantly saw what had made Mike forget what he was laughing about. The thin tank top, now soaking wet, clung to her chest like body paint. The commotion of the fall and her struggle back to surface had managed to push the loose tank top under and between her breasts so that it lay completely flat against her skin, perfectly molding itself around each breast. The size, shape and weight of her incredible rack were on display to my gaping friends.

And that doesn't even account for her nipples. This must have been the thinnest tank top in existence because it contoured to every bump on her quarter-sized areola. Meanwhile, the nipples themselves stuck out a half inch due to their sudden dunking in cold water.

I stood back up as Rachel pushed her wet hair off her face and squeezed it out. I turned to my friends and opened my mouth to chastise them about gawking at my nearly naked girlfriend, but something made me stop myself. Seeing their wide-eyed, slack-jawed looks of wonder at my girlfriend's chest-my girlfriend who seemed oblivious to how she was practically topless-felt like an adrenaline shot to my balls. I was dead tired from the drive, but my cock immediately showed signs of life.

"Oh my God," Rachel said, wiping her face dry. "I was telling Brian that I was worried about making a good impression on you guys, and first thing I do is fall into the pool."

"That was amazing, Rachel," Kyle said. "Couldn't have scripted it better."

Rachel started tugging the rubber band out of her wet hair. As she jumped and pulled, her breasts danced and jiggled obscenely. Though part of me was still excited, I decided that that was enough. Any more of this show and my friends would have a perfect image of my girlfriend's tits seared onto their brains.

"Honey," I said, pointing down at her chest. "You're really showing."

Her eyes shot down and she seemed to realize her level of exposure for the first time.

"Oh my God!" she shrieked, clasping her hands to her boobs immediately. Her hands more than adequately covered her nipples, but while the front of her tank top (thankfully) came all the way up to her neck, its wet clinginess still highlighted her bulging cleavage.

"We didn't really see anything," Andrew said, grinning.

"I know how thin this top is, I know you saw something," she said, giggling, as she waded toward the stairs opposite us.

"Sorry for making your girlfriend all wet," Kyle said, smiling bigger than I've ever seen him before.

"Haw, haw, really hoped you enjoyed the show," I retorted sarcastically. But little did I know the show was far from over. Because at that moment Rachel stepped up out of the pool and her shorts didn't come with her. I watched in horror and amazement as the tiny, waterlogged piece of fabric slid slowly off her perfect, plump, dripping wet cheeks and fell with a splat on the pavement around her ankles.

Rachel realized right away what had happened and shrieked. Her first reaction was to reach down and cover her pussy, even though she was facing away and none of us could see it. She looked down at her pile of shorts then back at our gaping faces. Her expression was hard to read. She was blushing furiously, of course, but I also detected a small grin. Like she hadn't planned for us to see her naked butt in all its glory, but that she wasn't exactly upset either.

"H-holy shit," Mike stammered. Kyle and Andrew just cheered. Rachel squealed and turned sideways before kneeling down and pulling her shorts up. We could no longer see her butt and couldn't see her pussy, but got a great view of the curve of her naked, creamy butt and thighs as she crouched and stood back up.

"I'm sorry, babe!" she said to me as she walked around the pool back toward us, clutching one hand to the front of her shorts, holding them up, and her other arm wrapped around her chest, covering her nipples but smashing her breasts together obscenely. "I'm barely here 2 minutes and your friends already think I'm a slut!"

"Nonsense!" Andrew shouted. "Here, you can see my butt too!" Before any of us could respond, Andrew turned around, dropped his trunks and bent over. Mike, Andrew and I all cursed and shielded our eyes, but Rachel just giggled.

"See, we've all got butts, no big deal," he said, pulling his trunks back up. I turned back too soon, though, and caught a glimpse of him when they were still just around his thighs. His cock, above-average sized like mine but nothing to write home about, was rock hard and sticking straight away from his body. As he finished retying the drawstring of his trunks, I snuck a peek at my other two friends' crotches. Both sported significant bulges, but neither seemed to be fully erect like Andrew. Glad they agree that she's hot, I thought sarcastically to myself.

"Well now that that's out of the way," I said, "guys, this is Rachel. Rachel, this is Mike, Andrew and Kyle."

Mike extended his hand and Rachel and she let go of her shorts to try to shake it, but immediately grabbed them again as they had begun slipping down.

"Sorry," Mike said and offered his other hand instead. Rachel let go of her chest and shook his hand. Her top clung to her as tightly as before, and now the guys were treated to her breasts bouncing around only a foot away from them as Mike vigorously shook her hand.

"Actually, after all that just happened, this is too formal," Mike said. And with that, he pulled her into a bear hug. Her tits flattened against his naked chest, bulging out the side of her torso, as she hugged him back with her free arm. Her other arm was trapped between them.

"Mmmm," Mike moaned, rubbing her back and pressing his hips into her. It was then that I realized that by holding her shorts up in front, her hand was perfectly level with his crotch. Unless there was a secret compartment in his trunks, he was rubbing his semi-hard dick all over my girlfriend's hand. "It's so nice to finally meet you," he added. I saw her sneak a peek at his crotch before giving him a blushing smile.

Kyle and Andrew went next hugging her, both pressing their crotches into her hand like Mike had. I knew Andrew was fully hard, and when he pressed himself into Rachel, she let out a soft, "Oh my!" When he stepped away, she stared down at his pulsing erection, clearly outlined in his wet trunks. She then glanced over at Kyle's and Mike's crotches, which were both bulging more than before. Mike's cock seemed to travel a significant way down his thigh, but it was tough to really tell because his shorts were extra baggy and long.

After the hugs, she didn't bother covering her chest again. She stood there, proudly thrusting her chest upwards, her wet top cupping and caressing every inch of her magnificent bosom. Kyle and Andrew made at least a little effort to occasionally look her in the eye as we chatted about the drive up and the (fantastic) weather forecast for the week, but Mike just stared at the perfect breasts right in front of him the entire time, which pissed me off. They were supposed to see Rachel and get jealous, not have free access to gawk at her assets.

I mentioned that we wanted to settle into our room and get changed, and the gawk session finally broke up. The three guys volunteered to help carry our stuff upstairs, which I was happy about because it meant Rachel wouldn't try anything else in her current state. However, I soon realized they had volunteered so they could follow her up the stairs and drool over her butt as it swayed back and forth in the thin, soaked shorts. Whatever, they had already seen much more of her, so I decided to ignore it. A minute later, Rachel and I were finally alone in our room together.

"Your friends are so funny," Rachel said, pulling off her top and bringing her wonderful breasts finally into my view. "One view of a wet girl and they're all boners and heart attacks."

I flopped back on the bed, exhausted from the past few days. She dropped her shorts and then, completely naked, rummaged through her suitcase. After a moment, she stopped and looked up at me.

"You gonna come swimming?" she asked. Then she smirked, and jumped on the bed, laying her wet body on top of me. "Or do you wanna mess around first?"

I was in heaven, as I was every time I felt her. But I was still dead tired.

"I think I need a nap first. I'm beat," I said.

"Aww," she said, then reached between us and grabbed my flaccid cock. "For the first time, I'm naked and you're not crazy hard for me."

"It's not you, babe, trust me," I said. "After working late last night and all the driving today, I'm just exhausted."

"I know, I know," she sighed, climbing off of me. "I just haven't seen you in a few weeks and I'm really horny."

"And that's why I'm gonna ravish you tonight," I said. "You better be ready, because I'll just be gathering up strength until then."

She laughed and said she would be, then wondered aloud what swimsuit she should wear. She held up a one-piece and two bikinis.

"Maybe the one-piece today?" I suggested. "I don't want my friends getting the wrong idea after what happened when we arrived."

"Good idea," she said, putting the bikinis away. "I don't want your friends to think I'm some kind of easy slut." She stepped into the one-piece suit and pulled it up as I stripped down to my underwear and got into bed.

"Uh oh," she said as I was climbing in.

"What?"

"Well, I got this suit several years ago and haven't worn it in a while, and..."

I looked over to her and immediately saw the problem. Clearly she had bought and worn the suit when she was significantly less developed. It struggled mightily to contain her now fully mature body. The suit was black and, like I said, one piece. However, the front had a deep V that reached all the way down to her belly button. It would have been enticing but fine for a girl with a smaller chest, but Rachel's plump knockers pushed the sides apart and revealed a huge amount of cleavage. You could see from her sternum, all the way up the insides of both breasts, to the edges of her areola.

She saw my shocked reaction and laughed.

"I thought this might happen, so I came prepared," she said, and returned to her bag. After a moment, she pulled out a small box and extracted a safety pin. She stood and walked to the mirror on the wall and I gasped. The back was doing just as poor a job containing her ass as the front was at containing her tits. The bottom edge went from the junction at the top of her thighs straight to her hips, leaving half of each cheek hanging out the bottom. She looked back at her butt and laughed.

"Oops! Well, nothing a safety pin can help about that," she said, turning back to the mirror. I watched her partially exposed buttcheeks jiggle as she fiddled with the front. "Plus, they've seen my whole butt already, so it doesn't really matter," she added.

"Just be careful," I said. I'd expected my friends to see her in a bikini at some point, so I wasn't too worried about her showing some skin. But their seeing her half-naked earlier, and her seeming nonchalance about it, had me a bit on edge.

"Will do, babe," she said, turning around to show her handiwork. She'd pinned the two sides of the suit together just under her breasts. You could definitely see much less skin than before, but it also pushed her breasts together and up, and a clear line of cleavage extended from her collarbones to the bottom of her ribs, with an inch of inner-breast showing on each side. I noticed too that her nipples were now rock hard and pushing against the front of her suit. They weren't as prominent and obvious as in her wet shirt earlier, but you could still easily see their size and shape. She gave a shimmy, swinging her heavy breasts back and forth, but the safety pin made sure the suit gripped them tightly.

"See? Perfect," She said. I smiled weakly. She leaned over the bed and gave me a kiss before opening the door and leaving. I watched her plump cheeks bounce their way out of my view. I had hardly laid back and shut my eyes when I heard her return.

"Forgot my towel," she said and quickly pulled it from her bag. She turned to leave again, and I coughed at what I saw.

"B-babe," I stammered.

"What?" she asked, turning back around.

"Your butt."

She twisted around, showing her butt again. Just by walking down the hallway and back, the bottom had ridden up between her cheeks. Fully stretched out, it covered maybe half her cheeks, but now it was wedged up in her crack, functioning as a thong. The wide, plump expanse of her ass was on complete display.

"Oh geez," she said, and quickly pulled it out from her crack, spreading it inadequately back over her butt. "Guess I'll have to be even more careful."

"Maybe a bikini would be better," I said.

"Are you sure? I'll be showing a lot more skin overall."

"I guess that's true. Just keep an eye on it or they'll keep an eye on it for you, if you know what I mean."



She laughed and said she did, then gave me another kiss. She wrapped the towel around her waist and left, closing the door. I rolled over and wondered if I had made a mistake bringing Rachel here. I wanted my friends to see how smoking hot she was and get a little jealous, but I could already imagine them bragging to me about knowing what her tits and ass look like. These worries couldn't put up a fight against my exhaustion, though, and I soon dozed off.

----

I woke up a few hours later to Rachel's scream. My eyes shot open and I sat up. I then heard her laugh, followed by my buddies'. I got up and looked out the open window down on the pool.

All four of them stood in a small circle in the shallow end and all four were laughing as hard as they could. Rachel was holding her breasts, pressing her suit closed.

"Look what you did!" she squealed and thrust her chest forward. The V in the front of her suit widened. She held it closed, but they were treated to the view I got earlier before she'd pinned it. "Where'd it go?!" she said, turning around. I realized the pin must have flown off.

"It was an accident, I swear," Mike said between guffaws.

"Bullshit! You grabbed my suit and pulled it apart," she said, still laughing. I grit my teeth. I knew Mike would try something like this.

"Scout's honor!" Mike said. Rachel rolled her eyes and then waded toward the stairs. "Aww come on," Mike called after her. "Where are you going?"

"I've gotta get another pin," she said.

"No you don't," he said. "You're not showing anything."

"You and Andrew just saw my boobs!" she squealed.

"You did?!" Kyle said.

"Barely," Andrew said.

"It was only for like a second," Mike said. I seethed. I didn't care that it was only a flash or that it could have been an accident. I didn't want them seeing my girlfriend's naked breasts.

"I should still get another one," Rachel said, exiting the pool. She must have forgotten about what this suit did to her bottom after any activity, because it was tucked high and tight inside her crack. Her full buttcheeks jiggled and danced with each step she took across the patio.

I got back in bed to wait for Rachel to come back up. I'd have to have a talk with her, one I didn't want to have. Since we arrived, she'd been less interested in keeping herself covered than I wanted. I knew she'd say it was nothing and think I was being jealous, but I had to say something.

A few minutes passed and she didn't appear. I could hear voices talking low outside and some splashing, but nothing else. I thought about getting up to see if Rachel was still out there. The bed was warm and cozy, though. Before I knew it, I was back asleep.

--

It was dark by the time I woke up again. I pulled on some gym shorts and a Tshirt and stumbled downstairs. The first floor was empty, but I heard voices from the open back door. Walking out, I discovered Rachel and my buddies in the hot tub. The guys sat on the edge of the tub with only their feet in the water, while she sat fully in it, the water coming up to her navel. A small inflatable cooler floated between them, holding their beers.

The first thing I noticed was of course Rachel's breasts on display. If she had ever gotten another safety pin, which at this point I doubted, it too was gone. The suit gaped to the edge of her areola and her nipples were hard, pressing into the suit and displaying themselves. That's not all that was hard, as I could see the guys supporting substantial bulges in their trunks.

"There he is!" Andrew shouted upon seeing me.

"Hey babe," Rachel said, twisting to her right to smile at me. As she did, her left breast threatened to pop out into the open, but her hard nipple clung to the edge of the suit. I couldn't tell in the dim light, but I was pretty sure that Kyle, who sat to her right, could see part of it. I kissed Rachel on the head, then walked to the other side of the tub, next to Mike, so she didn't have to twist anymore.

"How'd you sleep?" she asked, reaching for her beer in the center. As she leant forward, her suit spread apart. Her breasts dangled down beneath her, free from the constraints of the suit. My buddies stared as her full heavy breasts and nipples dropped into view. The show was over as quickly as it started, though, as she leaned back and the suit came back into place. I wondered how many times they'd been treated to that view. She looked at me, flushed, as she took a swig.

I grumbled something about sleeping okay and then we started talking about dinner. Mike offered to grill and we agreed. With that settled, Rachel finished her beer and stood up. The water rushed off her body and the four at us stared at it as it glistened and dripped. Looking down, I could see the bottom of her suit wedged up between her pussy lips, treating us to a cameltoe.

"Is my towel nearby?" she asked, turning around and looking over the edge. Her butt came into view, and like the front of her suit, the back was once again wedged deeply inside her crack. We stared at her butt, which was 95% uncovered and dripping, as she bent double over the edge of the tub, looking for her towel.

"I got it, babe," I said, rushing around to her side and grabbing her towel. I held it out to her, but she didn't take it right away. Instead she took a moment to stick her fingers into the butt of her suit and pull it out of her crack. The guys watched intently as she pulled the suit away from her skin and let it slap back across her cheeks, no doubt causing them to ripple. I don't know why she couldn't have done that underwater, but I was glad she had done it at all at this point.

After that, she and the guys got out of the tub and dried off. Rachel put on the shorts and top she had come here in, which had been drying out in the sun all day. She still looked sexy, and danced around the kitchen and living room the rest of the evening, making her boobs and butt jiggle for us, but looked like a nun compared to the shows she'd given earlier, so that was a relief. Mike grilled dinner and we ate and drank and smoked while watching some shitty comedies on cable. After a few hours, Rachel said she was getting tired and we headed to our room.

"Tell me about your afternoon," I said as soon as she closed the door behind us. She didn't answer. At least not with words. She flashed a predatory grin before jumping into my arms. I tumbled back onto our bed and we landed with her on top of me. We still hadn't had sex for weeks and the feeling of her on top of me, and her breasts pressed into my chest, made me briefly forget I was angry. She showered my face with kisses.

"I think I did it," she said.

"Did what?" I asked.

"Made a good impression with your friends. Right before you came out they were telling me that they loved hanging out with me and that I was just like one of the guys."

Yeah, I'm sure they look at her as just another one of the guys, I thought to myself. I still wanted to confront her about the whole safety pin issue. My boner had other thoughts, but I knew if we had sex right now that I'd want to just forget about it and go to sleep. So I pushed on.

"Tell me about what happened," I said. She frowned, a bit put off that I wasn't ready to immediately screw her brains out. She got off me and laid down on the bed. I moved and laid down next to her.

"Eh, you know, we were just messing around in the pool all day. It was fun but I couldn't stop thinking about this," she said, slipping her hand into my shorts and grabbing my hard dick. I groaned and she grabbed my hand with her free hand and brought it to her breast. I started massaging it through her shirt and suit. With herculean effort, though, I pressed on.

"I wanted to ask you about something though," I said. "I woke up sometime in the late afternoon when I heard you scream."

"Oh yeah, that," she said, and stopped stroking me. "We were all surprised that you didn't wake up."

"I did. I went back to sleep a little while after cause I heard you all laughing and splashing again. But what happened?"

"Promise you won't be mad," she said.

"Mad about what?"

"Well... ok, so you know how my suit was too small and I put that safety pin in to make it ok?"

I nodded.

"Well after just playing catch with a frisbee and just kinda messing around in the pool for a while, we decided to play some games. The first one we played was chicken. So I was up on Kyle's shoulders and Mike was up on Andrew's shoulders, and Mike and I were fighting to knock the other pair down, right?"

I nodded. My buddies and I have played chicken for years in this exact pool. She continued, but not without starting to slowly stroke my cock again.

"I thought Mike would easily win since he's so much stronger than me. Like, if it was just the two of us in the house, I he could easily just pin me down and do whatever he wanted to me. But we were evenly matched at first. Then I realized that was because he was distracted by my boobs. He was staring straight at them the entire game and only kind of focusing on my arms pushing and pulling him. So I had an idea and shimmied like this."

She laid back on the bed and shook her shoulders. Her big breasts sloshed back and forth in the most enticing way. She rolled back against me.

"It was so funny, his mouth just dropped open. So of course that was the moment I pushed him as hard as I could, and they toppled over. The funniest part, though, was that I was so happy we won the first round and was bouncing up and down on Andrew's shoulders and that made my boobs flop around all crazily and whack Andrew in the head a bunch of times."

I groaned, imagining her giant tits flopping around in front of two of my friends while they slapped the head of the third. Precum tumbled out of the head of my cock, and Rachel's jacking fist quickly spread it over the whole shaft. A squick, squick sound came from my shorts as she continued to jack me.

"Oh wow, babe," she said. "You like the idea of my girls bouncing around like that?"

I couldn't answer, so she continued.

"So after Andrew was done joking that I'd given him a bunch of concussions from, and I quote, 'slapping him a bunch with my giant hooters,' Mike and Kyle said they needed a rematch because I cheated by distracting them. I made fun of them for being so distracted just in the presence of boobs, that they'd probably never seen any before. They said they had, just none close to as amazing as mine."

I groaned again and ejected more pre-cum. Rachel stared down at my increasingly wet shorts and began to grin wickedly. She squirmed next to me, pressing her thighs together.

"Round two started and I could tell that Mike still couldn't take his eyes off my tits. I thought that I could win again, but then..."

She paused, unsure how to continue. I grunted out that she should go on.

"Well, he swore he did it by accident, and I think I believe him. He explained to us what happened afterward. While we were grappling, both of his hands slipped at the same time and fell down to my shoulders. It made him lose his balance, and as he tried to push himself back up, his thumbs slipped under the straps of my suit so that when he pushed, he pushed the suit apart. I'm not sure how much that poor safety pin could take, but it was definitely less than that and it popped off. His hands were still tangled up in my suit straps, so he accidentally pushed them off my shoulders and all the way down to my elbows, which made my boobs pop completely out in the open."

That was it. Before I knew what was happening, fireworks were exploding in my brain and I was filling my shorts with more cum than they could handle.

"Oh my God, babe!" Rachel shouted as I sprayed her hand, wrist, arm and our bed with my cum. She kept jacking me until I was all spent. She pulled her hand out of my shorts and marveled at the mount of cum on it. "I've never seen you cum that much," she said.

I didn't know how to answer. My mind was racing. Why did the idea of my girlfriends' boobs popping out on accident (or "accident") in front of my friends make me cum so hard? I felt the energy drain out of me.

"Seems like someone likes the idea of showing me off a little," she said, smirking.

"I don't know if that's it," I said as I took off my wet shorts and underwear and threw them to the ground. We both looked at my spent, deflated dick as it shriveled back into my body.

"Aww, does that mean he's done playing for today?" she asked, pouting.

I shrugged, but was pretty sure the answer was yes. The naps had helped, but I was still exhausted. Also, with all the beer I drank and pot I smoked tonight, plus just having one of the biggest orgasms of my life, I was pretty sure I was done. She frowned.

"I've been so horny for you for weeks, babe," she whined. I apologized, and she went back to smiling. "That's okay, it was so hot watching you explode all over yourself like that. And I know how to take care of myself," she said before quickly pulling all of her clothes off and grabbing a tit in one hand and her cunt in the other. I rolled over and started watching her. The view was incredible, her boobs jostling around as she frantically pulled at one, then the other nipple while her other hand massaged her clit, but my li'l guy still showed no signs of life.

"Anyway, I screamed when my suit flew open and I fell into the pool," she said. I was surprised she wanted to keep telling me the story while she masturbated, but I wasn't about to stop her. "And that's probably what you heard. I was going to come up here and get another safety pin, but the guys convinced me I didn't have to."

"How?" I asked.

"Well, I told them how I bought it when my boobs were a lot smaller, and that you thought it showed too much when it wasn't pinned. But they said that was crazy, it didn't show much more either way. I looked at myself then and realized it was right. I said that I'd keep it like that as long as we stopped playing chicken, because I knew my boobs would just come popping out again and that you'd get upset. Of course that was before I knew you'd cum all over yourself just hearing about it."

She was right. I had cum all over myself just hearing about it. I didn't want to deal with that thought now, though, so I pushed it aside and asked her what happened next.

"Well, first of all, Andrew was mad because he hadn't gotten to see my tits. Mike and Kyle had and were bragging about how amazing they were. I tried to quiet them down because I didn't want you hearing them talk about my breasts and assume that I was just showing them to your friends when you weren't around. I finally got them to stop when I suggested we play another game."

My cock started showing signs of life when she said Mike and Kyle bragged about seeing her tits. I wondered how good of a look they got.

"That's when we started playing Grab Ass," she said.

"Grab Ass?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said, furrowing her brow, confused. "Mike said you guys played it all the time growing up."

I thought for a second before realizing what she meant. "No no, grab ass wasn't a real game. Whenever we were horsing around in the pool too much for Mike's dad's liking, he come out and yell, 'Quit playin' grab ass!' We thought it was funny."

"Oh," she said, and paused her masturbation. "That's weird because Mike said it was a real game you guys played. He explained the rules and everything."

"Well, it's not real a game."

"Well, we played it for a couple hours."

We both stared at each other a moment. She looked guilty. I could tell that she was realizing that she might have gotten into trouble.

"Explain the rules," I said.

"Ok," she said, biting her lip. "But promise not to be mad because I thought it was a real game you guys always played and I just wanted to be one of the guys." I nodded tersely and she continued. "There wasn't much to the rules. It was basically like tag, except you couldn't just touch someone anywhere. You had to grab their ass. Y'know, Grab Ass."

My mind reeled. Did this mean...? My cock started to grow again. It flopped over, which caught Rachel's eye. She smiled devilishly.

"Of course, none of them wanted to grab each other's asses, so it ended up pretty much just being me versus all three of them. One of them would chase me down and grab my ass, then I'd have to chase one of them down and return the favor. It was really funny because they kept losing. Whenever I was 'it', it was like they all wanted to lose so they'd have the chance to chase me down again."

I groaned, imagining my hot, wet, voluptuous girlfriend bounding around the pool in her too-small swimsuit, my three best buddies chasing after her before grabbing her plump ass, which was no doubt on complete display given all her running around. My cock's hardness reached its zenith and Rachel grabbed it again.

"Oh my God, babe," she moaned. "They also just got worse as the game went on. When one of them would catch me, they'd just stand there, squeezing my butt with both hands a bunch of times even though they only had to squeeze it once to tag me. That made it easy for me to just reach around and tag them back. One time, Mike and I just stood there squeezing each other's butts back and forth until the other two guys dragged him away so they could get a chance to be 'it' too. Your friends are so silly, sometimes."

I bit my lip and struggled not to cum again. She recognized my predicament and rolled her naked body on top of mine. With one hand she reached underneath us and slid my cock into her hot, soaking wet hole. "Didn't want to tell you the next part without getting you inside me first. It might make you explode."

Worry and arousal bounced around between my head and my dick like a pinball machine during an earthquake. I reached up and grabbed her breasts as they dangled above me. She moaned and ground herself down onto my pubic bone.

"I had stopped playing chicken because I was afraid my boobs would keep popping out," she continued. "But I think playing Grab Ass, they popped out more. After they had each grabbed my ass several times, and my boobs had flown out right in front of them several times, I gave up trying to keep them covered for the rest of the game."

I grunted. I could feel her juices pour out of her as her orgasm approached. A roiling in my balls let me know mine was close too.

"Your friends... oh my God," she continued, ragged. "Your friends saw my mostly naked tits for over an hour as they... hnnnnnnggghhh... as they tried to chase me down and molest me."

"And you didn't care?" I panted.

"And I didn't... ohhhhhhhhhhhh!" she moaned as her orgasm hit. Her vagina tightened around me and I started cumming strongly for the second time in twenty minutes. I unloaded jet after jet of cum into her throbbing cunt as she moaned and screamed above me. No doubt her screams could be heard all over the house, but I didn't care. Let my buddies hear the screams of the woman only I got to have sex with, I thought. We both rode out the rest of our orgasms, then lay panting on each other. After a moment, she lifted her head.

"I was exaggerating, by the way," she said.

"They didn't see your boobs?" I asked. She rolled off me and sighed deeply.

"No, they did. Just like, a nipple here and a nipple there. Except for one time when I didn't realize one of my straps had fallen down for like ten minutes. Not like I was just topless for hours."

"I see," I said, slightly relieved. I couldn't deny that her becoming exposed was turning me on, but there had to be a limit. And I wondered how hard she was trying to stay covered when she didn't realize she had a full boob hanging out for ten minutes. "So what happened after that?"

"Nothing much," she said, still twisting her nipples lightly. "We got out and just hung out in the hot tub. I was worried you'd be waking up soon and come out to see what was happening and get mad because you'd jump to conclusions seeing my suit apart and your friends trying to grab my ass. I wouldn't be able to explain it all to you like I did just now."



That was strange, I thought to myself. So she did know she was acting out of line? If not, why was she worried about being caught?

"So we're okay?" she asked. I rolled over and looked into her eyes. The deep blue eyes that send me into a trance. She was smoking hot all the time, but I realized she may look the hottest when she's slightly worried and ashamed. "I mean, I know I probably let things get a bit farther than they should, but I wanted the guys to like me and not have to act all awkward because a girl is around. They got a few peeks at my boobs and felt my butt some, but it wasn't like, anything sexual."

"It's fine," I said. The two big orgasms had relaxed my mind so much I was probably willing to let anything go. "Just try not to do it anymore. They need to know you're my girlfriend."

"Of course, babe," she said, and then grinned. "But you can't deny it turned you on."

"Maybe it did," I mumbled sleepily. "We can talk about that in the morning."

"I love you. You're the best," she said and kissed me. I kissed her back.

"I love you too," I murmured and fell asleep.


Just One of the Guys Ch. 02

I woke up the next morning before Rachel. I watched her peaceful face slumber a moment before lifting the sheet and staring down at her naked front. When she was on her back, her natural breasts sank back into her chest somewhat, but still stuck out significantly from the side and front. Her nipples, relaxed and soft for the first time since I picked her up yesterday, rose and fell with her breaths. Beyond, her soft tummy led to her pubic hair, the same dark brown as the rest of her hair. She kept a furry V between her legs, though she waxed her bikini line and kept the hair short cropped. I loved it.

"Good morning," she cooed. I looked up to see her watching me check her out. "Hope you got a good look."

"Just trying to see what all my friends saw yesterday," I said.

"Oh hush," she groaned, rolling over into me. Neither of us had gotten dressed since having sex last night, and her naked body pressing against mine helped wake me up some. We stared at each other a moment before she continued. "I actually have a confession to make."

My heart raced. What could she mean? What else happened while I was napping yesterday? Did something happen in the middle of the night? She sighed and then continued.

"I wanted to tease your friends some yesterday. It went a lot farther than I had planned, but I was going to at least a little," she said. "I grew up always being one of the guys because I knew that if I tease them a little... tease them with my body, I mean... they're always nicer. I wanted your friends to like me, so, well... that's why I wore what I did yesterday."

"The swimsuit?" I asked. She laughed.

"Yes, that too. Well, kinda. I had worn that thin tank top and shorts without underwear because I knew they'd be able to see my boobs and butt wobble around. I figured since I wasn't actually showing anything it'd be no big deal."

"But then you fell in the pool."

She laughed again. "Exactly! Gosh, I was so embarrassed. They could basically see my boobs. And then my shorts fell down. It wasn't how I wanted to meet them, but thankfully they were all gentlemen about it. So I wanted to reel it back a bit, but then remembered that I only packed revealing bathing suits. I knew that one-piece was too small, but it wasn't until I put it on for the first time yesterday that I realized how truly small it had become. And then after the back kept riding up and showing my whole butt and the front kept flying open and showing my whole chest. It was humiliating, I felt like some kind of cheap slut. I didn't want to feel that way, so after a little while, I figured the damage had been done and the only way for me to take control of the situation was to own it. So I stopped acting like I noticed or cared when I was exposed, and that helped me feel a lot better about it all. Plus, the guys were loving it so much, and I was so happy they had accepted me right away, so I didn't want to stop it."

"There's gotta be a line, though," I said.

"You're right. I was thinking the same. I don't want them thinking you brought me here to be everyone's sex toy. They're your best friends and they've already seen my boobs butt and even felt my butt a lot. So I'll be better today," she said. "But I hope I can still be a little flirty. It'll make sure the guys have a good time this week and then we'll all have fun. Plus, then I can tell you about it tonight when we're back in this bed together."

"Just keep it tame. You're still my girlfriend, not theirs," I said.

She said of course and we had sex. It was sweet and tender, which was a welcome difference from the craziness of the previous night. Afterward, we got dressed in our swimsuits because she wanted to spend the day laying out on the beach at the lake.

She wore one of her bikinis this time. This one was a pale blue, matching her eyes. It provided moderate coverage, as much as any bikini really could with her body. The bottom creases of her buttcheeks were still visible, as was the significant expanse of cleavage on top, but at least it held itself in place, unlike her suit yesterday.

We went downstairs to find Kyle making bacon and eggs for everyone while Andrew and Mike played Mario Kart in the living room. Naturally, they paused and gaped at Rachel as she walked through the room in her bikini.

"Oh, my breakfast hero!" Rachel cooed when she saw Kyle cooking, and bounced over to him. She embraced him from behind, pressing her bulging bosom into his back. He blushed and stammered out a good morning. "I didn't know you were such a good provider," she continued, and he just stuttered and coughed in reply. I poured myself a cup of coffee and looked over at them. She had one hand pressed flat against his chest, rubbing one of his nipples through his shirt. Her other hand was on his lower abdomen, caressing the strip of skin below his navel that showed between his T-shirt and swim trunks.

"I'm, uh... I just know how to cook a few basic things," he managed, trying to concentrate on the stove and her caresses at the same time.

"Well, it smells wonderful," she said. Her bottom hand fingered the top edge of his trunks, before dipping its fingertips under the band. I knew she wasn't reaching in far enough to touch his dick, but I was pretty sure she was running her fingers through his pubic hair. His dick grew and pushed against the front of his trunks. He looked up at me, red in the face, and I quickly ducked away. Rachel wanted to be a little flirty, but still behave, and I wanted to give her the chance to prove to me that she could.

When I turned away, I saw that Mike and Andrew had entered and were watching Rachel's ass as she rubbed herself against Kyle. I asked them to help me set the table to distract them, and they did so unwillingly. When we were done, she told us to sit down and she'd serve us. We took our spots at the four chairs surrounding the table and she went to each one of us, dishing bacon and eggs onto each of our plates. When she did, the guy getting served got a wonderful view of her cleavage as she leaned over right in front of his face. Meanwhile, each guy behind her leaned back to enjoy the view of her smooth backside bent over.

When she was done, she returned to the table with a plate of her own, but nowhere to sit. Mike scooted his chair out and patted her on the butt. "Got you a seat right here," he said, smirking. His semi-hard dick pressed against the front of his trunks. The deal was clear: she could sit on his lap, but he'd feel free to rub his boner all over her ass. She stared at his crotch a moment, then looked to Kyle.

"Kyle should get to choose where I sit since he cooked," she said. Blushing, he pushed his chair out a little.

"You could sit on my lap," he said. "I mean, if you want, I don't want to, uh..."

"My gosh, Kyle, you're so sweet," she said, sitting down down sideways on his lap, the bulge in his trunks nestling itself between her lucious cheeks. Her bust sat invitingly right under his chin. "First you cook me breakfast, then you let me sit my fat ass on you while we eat." He tried to mumble something in response, but she started slipping off. "Oh no! Kyle, you'll have to hold onto me to make sure I don't fall off," she said.

He mumbled a sorry and put his arm around her back, resting his hand on the outside of her thigh. "You'll have to hold me better than that!" she exclaimed and grabbed his hand, pulling it over her thigh and resting it against her lower abdomen, right above her swimsuit bottom where she had been stroking him. The message seemed clear to me, she wanted him to return the favor. He wasted no time in stroking the top edge of her bottoms.

We talked as a group about our plans for the day. We all agreed we should spend the day down at the beach since it was the first full day. After a few minutes, I looked back over at Rachel and Kyle. His fingers had slipped under the edge of her bottoms, and it looked like he was caressing the top of her pubic hair like she had him. I looked up at her, raising an eyebrow. She mouthed at me that it was okay.

I kept an eye on them the rest of the meal, making sure he didn't try to go lower and actually finger my girlfriend in front of me. One time I looked over to notice half his hand was inside her suit and moving around her crotch. Rachel must have noticed it at the same time, because as soon as I looked over, she grabbed his wrist and moved out of her suit and laid it to rest on the front of her suit. His hand cupped her pussy, but at least there was a fabric barrier and he wasn't moving it (that I could tell).

When we got up to clean up, I noticed Kyle sneakily sniff the fingers on that hand. Damn, I thought, he must have actually touched her pussy. So much for her plan to keep it under control today. But at least she stopped it right away. I don't know how long he was doing that before I looked over, but I wanted to give Rachel the benefit of the doubt. I knew she had lots of guy friends growing up, so she had to know how to handle them. As we cleaned up, Mike and Andrew joked that they were going to cook the next meals so that Rachel could sit on their thrones.

We headed down the path to the lakefront beach on the property. The beach was small, but isolated from the other properties around the lake. We could see other people enjoying the lake, in boats or out, but they were too far away to really see or hear. For all intents and purposes, we were alone here.

"Thanks for being so welcoming, you guys," Rachel said as she spread out her towel. "I felt bad about intruding on your vacation, but you have really made me feel like just one of the guys."

Kyle and Andrew smiled at her, but before they could respond, Mike butted in. "Well, you're not really one of the guys yet."

"What do you mean?" she asked, suddenly worried.

"We're all topless," he said, pointing at us in only our trunks. "But you're still wearing one."

"Very funny, Mike," I responded sarcastically.

"Guys don't wear bikini tops," he said, shrugging.

"She's not taking off her-" I started.

"So you want me to do this?" she interrupted. She turned her back to them, facing me, and winked. She reached behind her and undid her top, pulling it off and revealing her breasts to me. The guys cheered and she blushed instantly. I gaped at her, unsure how to react. She covered her breasts with one arm and hand and turned back to them, throwing her top at Mike.

"I didn't know you wanted to wear my top so much, Mike," she said. "You shoulda just asked." He balled it up and stuck it in his pocket.

"Why don't you drop your hand?" he said, smirking. "I want to see how your pecs compare to mine."

"That's not happening," I said. "Give her her top back."

"They're just playing around," she said to me, running her free hand through her hair. I noticed that the fingers on her hand cupping her boob were splayed open, displaying her hard nipple to all of us. I coughed and pointed at it, and she laughed, moving to cup a boob in each hand. We got a brief flash of both naked boobs as she adjusted.

"I don't want you just having your boobs out here, though," I said.

"She could do a sand bra," Mike said.

"What's that?" she asked.

"You see it in magazines all the time. Get your tits wet then put sand on 'em. It'll cover your breasts more than adequately, but you can still be one of us guys by not wearing clothing on top," he said.

"Ok!" she said, grinning wide. "I'll go get wet then."

She walked down to the water's edge, dropping her hands after she turned away from us. Mike said he'd help and followed her down. The other two guys mumbled something about testing out the water and followed close behind. I watched as the three of them followed a few steps behind her, watching her ass as she swung it back and forth seductively on her walk down to the surf.

When she was a few steps away from it, Mike broke into a run and grabbed her from behind. His arms wrapped tightly around her front, she shrieked as he hoisted her up and carried her into the water, dunking both of them. I stood up, ready to intervene (he was certainly using this moment to cop a feel), when she resurfaced, laughing. She stayed crouched, her naked breasts below the water, as she pushed her wet hair out of her face and playfully punched him on the shoulder. They were joking and laughing about something, but I was too far away to hear what they were saying.

She stood up and waded back out of the water, her hands gripping her boobs again. The guys followed her back to dry sand, admiring the no doubt amazing view of her wet suit bottoms clinging to her butt. She turned around and said something to them, and they responded. Then, she dropped her hands, revealing her boobs to them in the bright sunlight. It only lasted a moment, though, because then she dropped to the ground and pressed her chest into the sand.

She stood back up, and it was clear the plan had worked. At least somewhat. Her entire front was covered in a thin layer of sand. Her breasts were still hanging loose and bulging obscenely out from her body and I was pretty sure I could see her nipples through the sand, even from where I was sitting. The guys said something and pointed to her stomach, and she brushed the sand off of there, her boobs bouncing around enticingly as she did. Then she bent over in front of them to brush off her legs, her boobs falling away from her body and swaying and jiggling.

She stood back up and struck a pose, sand covering her boobs and nowhere else. Mike said something, then bent down and picked up a couple handfuls of sand. He walked up to her and pressed the sand into her gorgeous tits. She gaped down at him, watching his big hands grasp and grope her tits, a smile on her face. This was too far, I thought. Teasing them a little was one thing, but letting them grope her was too much.

"Hey!" I shouted, standing up. Rachel looked at me, then pushed Mike's hands away from her chest. I fumed. We just talked about this this morning and now she's crossing the line already. She walked up the beach, returning to me, as the guys turned around and went back into the water.

"What the hell was that?" I asked when she got back to the towels.

"Sorry, that wasn't what it looked like," she said, looking guilty.

"Really?" I asked. "It looked like Mike groped your chest while you stood there and giggled at him."

"He was just trying to help," she said. "Don't be mad at him. He saw that the sand was too thin to actually cover my nipples and so was putting more on the girls. He was doing what you wanted."

I looked down at her chest. She was right, the sand now mostly obscured her nipples. She still looked outrageously sexy, standing there in only bikini bottoms and some sand caked onto her plump breasts, but she was indeed pretty much covered.

"I'm sorry," I said. "He could have told you to do it yourself."

"I know," she said. "I was glad you stepped in. Any more of him groping the girls and I would have gotten much hornier than I should be around them." It's true, her nipples are very sensitive and can get her going in a blink. "But can you blame him for wanting to cop a feel?" she asked. I knew I couldn't, but I didn't know why she was defending him. "Anyway, I want to lay out," she continued, fishing some lotion out of her bag. "You want to cover my back before the guys get back here and want to do it themselves?"

I did, glad she was saving me of that. She laid down on her stomach and I rubbed the lotion into her back, from her neck to her feet. She looked incredibly sexy laying like that. She folded her arms in front of her to rest her head on, so her breasts bulged out from her sides. Her tasty booty rose away from her smooth back and thighs, delectably cupped by her bikini bottom. I realized that she was still way out of my league. If she wanted to show off for my friends a little, that was fine. She was still mine, and that made me the luckiest guy in the world.

The guys returned and checked out her naked back as they dried off. After they settled in and lay down, she rolled over. About half the sand that formed her 'top' stayed on the towel, and we could kinda see her nipples again. She reached for the suntan lotion and started applying it on her arms and legs. Her breasts jostled around deliciously as she rubbed the lotion in. I felt like she was shaking them more than she had to, but I decided not to say anything.

She began lotioning her stomach and we all watched her, silent and entranced. Her hands knocked the undersides of her boobs as she did, making them jostle more and knocking the sand off the bottom. She then skipped her boobs and did her upper chest and face. When she finished, she looked down at her free-hanging heavy breasts, screwed up her face like she was thinking, then looked at me.

"So much sand has fallen off the gals," she said, cupping them for emphasis. The guys strained to watch. "I need to lotion them up, but I don't want to go get wet again to do it. I think I have to brush the sand off, rub the lotion in and then cover them back up."

"Makes sense," I replied.

"The guys will be able to get a good look at my naked tits, though, as I rub the lotion into them, and I don't want you to get mad," she said.

I sighed. I didn't want them seeing her tits again, especially as they watched her lube and massage them. But at this point, they had each seen them a few times, and she promised to cover them again as soon as she was done. "Go ahead," I said.

"So you agree, then," she said, as she started brushing the sand off her breasts, causing them to bounce and wobble once more as they came further and further in view. "You agree that sometimes your friends might get a look at me from time to time when necessary. But it's not a big deal because we're all adults and sometimes adults see each other naked."

She finished brushing the sand off and picked up the bottle again, squirting a big glob of lotion into her hand as the four of us stared at her now naked tits. Her nipples were shriveled tight and hard, even though the late morning sun was making us all sweat. She rubbed her hand together, causing her naked tits to bounce.

I opened my mouth to respond, to say how the rules were different because we were in a relationship, but the words didn't come because at that moment, she slapped her lotion-filled hands onto her breasts and began rubbing it in. It was the hottest thing I'd seen in my life to that point, and I was speechless. The four of us watching as she massaged and rubbed her succulent breasts.

"Oh no," she said, looking down at them. "I used too much lotion." Indeed she had. Her boobs were still pasty white with lotion. "I can never get it to come off," she said, grabbing each boob where it connected to her chest, and squeezing down the whole length, finishing by twisting each nipple in a supposed attempt to get the excess lotion off.

"Sorry," she said, still looking at me, acting oblivious of the other three men gawking at her from her other side. "Looks like I'll just have to rub it in." And she did. We all sat watching as she massaged her breasts for several more minutes.

"Ta-da!" she said, lifting her hands away from her breasts, the lotion finally rubbed in. They glistened in the hot sun. "Time for the new sand bra!"

She rolled off her towel and hovered above the sand in the pushup position, her glistening tits hanging down underneath her. She lowered herself slightly until her hard nipples touched the hot sand. She lifted back up and rolled onto her towel, reclining on her back. Sand lightly dusted her nipples, but nowhere else on her expansive chest.

"I didn't want any tanlines after all that," she said to me and settled back, covering her eyes with her arm and leaving us free reign to gape at her almost completely exposed bust. Realizing the show was over, the guys lay back down, though they all kept their eyes on her. I wasn't thrilled at how she was essentially topless, but I was glad that she had actually come to a stop, so I laid back too.



It wasn't long before we started getting hungry and headed up back to the house. When we got to the door, Mike insisted that Rachel couldn't bring sand into the house and had her brush the remaining sand off her nipples right in front of him. She did without protest, flicking her hard nipples and jostling her plump breasts in the process. Luckily, I was there to usher her inside and up the stairs right after, so they only got a glance of her completely naked chest.

We walked into our room and she immediately pressed herself against me and kissed me deeply. She bit my earlobe, then whispered, "I want to fuck you so bad right now, but the guys would hear and get jealous." She leaned back and looked me in the eyes. "But later, please? I'm gonna go take a shower."

I didn't know why she was shy about them hearing us after last night, but I just nodded. She grabbed a Tshirt and walked out into the hall, still topless. At least she plans on putting one back on at some point, I thought wryly. I searched through my suitcase for a change of clothes, when I heard voices out in the hall.

I leaned my head out the doorway to see Rachel, still topless and with seemingly no interest in covering up, standing in the bathroom doorway. All three guys crowded around her, their eyes glued on her naked tits.

"Guys, come on," I said. They looked to see me. Rachel raised her hands to cover her breasts, and turned back to them.

"No more hall time, I was gonna take a shower," she told them, and walked into the bathroom. I returned to my room and my suitcase. Then the shower came on, and it sounded louder than usual. I peeked my head back into the hall, and the bathroom door was still wide open, but Rachel and the guys were nowhere to be seen.

I walked down the hall and looked in. The three guys stood in their trunks, facing the cloudy shower door, as Rachel's semi-obscured naked figure rubbed itself behind the foggy glass. Her bottoms lay in the middle of the bathroom floor. Did she take them off as the guys watched her get in?

I watched from the doorway as the four of them talked about how to spend the afternoon. Kyle wanted to play Grab Ass again, but Mike said they only should if the timing is right, looking back at me briefly.

"Ok, I'm finishing up," she said. "Who's next?"

"Me!" Andrew yelled before the rest of us could react.

"Do you want me to leave the water on for you?" she asked. "I don't want to do that unless you're ready to hop right in, so we don't waste water."

Andrew immediately dropped and stepped out of his trunks, leaving him completely naked, his boner waving in front of him.

"Grab me a towel, and you can get in," she said.

He grabbed a towel from the shelf and opened the door. For a brief moment, we were treated to a view of her complete naked front as she stood there, uncovered, grabbing her towel from his hand. She shook it open as she looked at his naked body for the first time. Her eyes stopped on his erection and she gasped. His dick was about the size of mine, probably a little wider. But it was fully erect, red and pulsing.

"Oh my, Andrew," she said as she stepped through the door past him, facing away and letting his boner drag across one, then the other buttcheek. "Is that because of me?"

"You're so beautiful," Andrew said, stepping back into the shower, but not closing the door so as to not obscure the view of her as she dried herself. "I couldn't help myself."

"You're so sweet," she said, blushing. She was still facing him in the shower and away from us, so we were treated with a view of her complete naked back and watched her ass jiggle as she dried herself. I didn't know what Andrew was seeing, but probably regular glimpses of her breasts and bush as she rubbed the towel over her body. Then she wrapped the towel around her back to dry it shimmied it back and forth, treating him to a jostling full frontal view.

"I'm sorry if I'm teasing you, I'm just trying to blend in like one of the guys," she told him as she shook her naked body in front of him. "I know my huge tits are just an obstacle in the way of our friendship, and I hope we can overcome them together," she added. She finished up and turned back to us, holding the towel in front of her, covering her front but leaving her back completely bare.

She walked up to me in the doorway and stopped. The three guys all stared at her naked butt. I could see Andrew grab his erection and start to pump it, while the other two guys fondled themselves through their trunks. "Excuse me," she said sweetly, and I realized I was blocking the door and moved out of the way. She walked past me and back to our room.

I followed her swaying, jiggling asscheeks back to our room and closed the door behind us. I was mad. She spent this morning pushing the boundaries we had established, and then blew them away when she showered and dried in front of them. But when I walked in, she stood in front of the mirror, brushing her hair completely naked, and the sight of her jostling jugs ruined my train of thought.

"Oh my gosh, babe," she cooed at me, checking out my crotch. I looked down and saw my boner standing at full attention inside my trunks, a wet spot of pre-cum spreading out from the tip. I covered it with my hands as my face turned a deep red. She set down her brush and walked over to me, pushing my hands away and grabbing my dick through my shorts. "You don't need to hide this from me, babe," she said. "I love seeing you all ready to explode like this."

"You went too far today," I squeaked out, barely able to think straight as I watched her rub my dick. "We talked about a little bit of teasing this morning, not getting naked in front of them in broad daylight."

"I'm sorry, babe," she said, slipping her hand inside my shorts and stroking my naked hard-on. "I didn't think they'd follow me into the shower. When they did, I thought they'd just see my butt again for like a second, which would just be one of those times we saw each other naked by chance and it'd be no big deal. But then they stayed and watched me shower. And while I cleaned myself basically in front of them, I thought that if I made a big stink of them standing there trying to catch another glimpse of my naked body, they would have felt all weird. I mean, I spent the previous twenty-four hours letting them see my boobs a lot and my butt some, and then for me to get mad at them for thinking they could watch me shower? If I shamed them for being horny for me after I had my boobs out all morning, they'd think I was some hypocritical bitch trying to make them feel like perverts. And I didn't want that, I wanted to be one of the guys. And I thought one of the guys would play along with the joke. So I made up that bit about wasting water so that Andrew would go next and we could pretend like there wasn't this suffocating sexual tension in the room because I was a naked girl and they were all horny boys."

"Be one of the guys?" I asked. "We don't get naked and shower in front of each other. We don't jerk off staring at each other's naked bodies."

When she heard this, her eyes brightened and she started jacking me harder. "That'd be so hot!" she said, licking her lips. "Which of your friends do you think has the best dick?"

"I don't want to think about it," I said, pulling her hand out of my trunks and walking to the bed. She frowned at me.

"Come on, I was just having fun," she said, pouting. "I wasn't asking you to go be your friends' cumslut, I just thought it'd be hot if one of them had a dick you liked."

"Other than Andrew's a few minutes ago, I haven't seen any of their dicks," I said. "Nor do I want to."

"You might be seeing more of it," she said, smirking as she went back to brushing her hair. "Last night he was talking about wanting to be a nudist." I just rolled my eyes. I knew Andrew was a bit of a hippy, but he was probably just drunk and horny last night when he told her that.

"Should we take a nap?" I asked, sitting on the bed. "I'm tired after spending all morning in the hot sun."

"Go ahead, babe," she said. "But I'll probably lay out by the pool with the guys."

That obviously worried me, so I said I'd join her. I also made her promise to keep all her clothes on for the rest of the day. This created a bit of an issue when we went back downstairs a little while later, because Mike still had her bikini top. He said he'd only give it back if she put it on in front of them. She only looked at me and shrugged before agreeing. My friends got another look at her naked, jiggling tits as she pulled off her Tshirt and put the top back on, but it was fleeting because she thankfully did it quickly.

After eating some snacks for lunch, we spent the rest of the afternoon lounging in and around the pool. Rachel mostly just laid on a lounge chair and tanned. She'd undo her top whenever she was laying on her stomach, but thankfully tied it back up whenever she'd roll over onto her back. Mike was even cheeky enough to suggest another game of Grab Ass, but she demurred. She encouraged the four of us to play together, smirking at me like she did when she was asking me about my friends' dicks in our room, but obviously that wasn't in any of our interests, so that didn't happen.

Mike grilled again as the sun set, and we started drinking more. The hot sun had made us sweat out all the cold beer we were drinking, but as it cooled off and we switched to hard liquor, we each became tipsy, then drunk rather quickly. We were having a great time, though, and I remembered why these guys were my friends. They were each obviously flirting with Rachel, and she was flirting back, but it all had a layer of innocence to it, especially as she sat on my lap, caressing my head and back.

Once we had digested dinner some, our combined drunkness made a diving competition seem like a great idea. None of us were great divers, so we made it into a biggest splash competition. Also, everyone had to take a shot before they could do their dive. Mike put on some music, and Andrew went first. He downed a shot, swayed onto the diving board, raised his arms, screamed, ran down the board, jumped, formed into a cannonball and hit the water with a mighty splash. We cheered wildly.

Kyle went next. He did his shot, struck a few bodybuilder poses on the board, then did a can-opener into the water. His splash was about the same size as Andrew's and we cheered in kind. Mike went next. He did his shot and did his best Magic Mike male stripper impression on the board (without getting naked). He licked his hands and rubbed his nipples with them as he swung his hips to the beat of the music. We hooted and hollered, and when he got to his trunks, he pulled each side down an inch, showing more of his happy trail of hair that lead down to his crotch. Rachel screamed for him to take it off, but he just wagged a finger at her, and then jumped.

He spread-eagled in a giant belly flop. The splash wasn't huge, but the slap of his full body against the water was super loud. We gasped in shock, but he quickly came to the surface, laughing and shouting about his body stinging. I had to admit, it was all hilarious.

Rachel went next, and as she did her shot and climbed onto the board, I started to worry what she might do. But I reminded myself she had behaved all afternoon, and tried to relax. A new song came on, a club banger with a throbbing beat. She felt it instantly, swinging her hips back and forth as she sashayed to the end of the board. She turned around and shook her ass for us. We cheered, then she looked over her shoulder at me and winked.

She grabbed the sides of her bikini bottom and pushed down. They hit the board with a splat. The guys cheered more loudly as she shook her ass again, her naked cheeks now flopping back and forth in front of us. The sun had gone down and the only outdoor light that was on (except for the pool lights) was against the house by the back door and hot tub, so we couldn't see much detail. Her dance only lasted a moment, too, as she then jumped, executed an arcing backflip, and landed with a small splash. The guys jumped up and down, cheering wildly anyway.

I did my shot as she swam to the shallow end where the other guys were standing. I was so drunk that it wasn't until I was out on the board myself that I realized her bottoms were still sitting on the end of it. I picked them up and called to her, where she stood in the waist deep water laughing with the other guys. The water covered her exposed half, but the lights in the pool may still give my buddies a good glimpse of her bush as she stood there only a foot away from them. I threw her the bottoms and they landed a few yards away from her. She swam over to them, letting her naked butt crest the surface as she did. I'm not sure if the guys also got a shot of her naked pussy from behind as well, but if they did, it thankfully only lasted a moment. Also thankfully, she slipped the bottoms back on as soon as she got them.

I knew whatever I did next would be anticlimactic. There's no way the guys would care as much about me after my girlfriend's partial strip show. So I decided to just get it over with. I pretended to be a cowboy, firing finger guns, as I ran down the board and shouted "Yeehaw!" as I jumped. I did a cannonball, which was a mistake in retrospect. The water slammed back against my head as I entered, and combined with hard liquor I'd drunk, my head was spinning out of control when I surfaced. I managed to swim back to the shallow area, but the others could instantly tell I was in a bad way.

Rachel walked me to the stairs as Mike swore at me not to puke in the pool. I was able to look down at Rachel and see that the underwater lights actually gave you a pretty good view of her body, even through the water. We walked out and I laid out on a lounge chair and Rachel retrieved a water bottle for me as I struggled to stay awake. The worst of the spins had passed by the time Rachel returned and I sipped from it. I just wanted to go to bed, but she said that round two of the diving competition was just starting, and that I should just rest up on the lounge chair so they could all keep an eye on me to make sure I didn't get worse. I was too drunk and dizzy to offer a real protest. So Rachel announced to the guys that I was going to lay there and just watch the rest of the competition and that they should proceed.

Andrew was up first again, and I watched through bleary eyes as, after his shot, he wasted no time jumping into the stripper routine Mike and Rachel had adopted after his first turn. He stood on the end of the board and swayed his hips to the beat as he pulled one end of his trunks' drawstring, then the other, letting his trunks loosen and fall down a few inches, showing the top of his pubic hair. He turned around, let his trunks drop, and kicked them onto a nearby chair, then walked to the start of the board completely naked. I could hear Rachel screaming with anticipation.

He turned around to face us and my eyes dropped to his crotch. I could tell he had a penis, but other than that, couldn't make out much detail. Sure, he was naked, but it was pretty much dark over there at this point. He ran down the board and jumped onto the end, letting it catapult him into the air. I could definitely make out his dick flopping around as he flew through the air. He did another cannonball, and his splash was met with cheers from Rachel and the guys.

He swam over to them in the shallow area without a thought of retrieving his trunks as Kyle got out of the pool and headed to the board for his turn. I heard Rachel tell him his was amazing as Kyle did his shot. I was really struggling to stay awake at this point, the booze, the lack of a nap, and the impact from my cannonball were all conspiring to put me asleep. I started fading in and out of consciousness. I remember Kyle dropping his trunks out on the board, then I opened my eyes, and Mike was up there doing the same. He didn't do a belly flop this time, and I couldn't blame him, now being naked and all.

He swam over to the other guys, staying naked like Andrew and I assume Kyle had, as Rachel got out and did her shot. A small shot of adrenaline rushed through my body as she stepped onto the board. I didn't think she'd strip and stay naked like the guys did, but I was worried how far she'd go. She'd drunk at least as much as me at this point and all three guys were naked now, but I held out hope that she'd stick to behaving like she had earlier.

My hopes were immediately dashed, though, when the very first part of her "performance" was pulling her bikini top off and whipping it in circles over her head. The lighting around the diving board was still minimal, but her tits were big enough that we could still see them flopping back and forth as she gyrated. She flung her top at the guys before untying one side of her bottoms, then the other. That, too, she flung at the guys. She shook her naked body to the rhythm as Mike gathered up her swimsuit and flung it onto the patio.

I don't remember what happened after that because I passed out for real. I think I briefly came to a couple more times, but it's hard for me to trust what I saw. During one flash, I thought I saw Mike and Rachel naked on the board together, and all four of them screaming and laughing. During another, I thought I saw them playing chicken again. And still later, I think I remember them all standing over me (still naked, I think?), asking me if I was awake.

I finally woke up for real later when I heard Rachel shriek. I blinked myself awake as I heard her repeat "Oh my god!" over and over. Once my vision was clear, I looked to see where it was coming from, which turned out to be the hot tub. The guys were sitting around the rim of the tub like last night, while Rachel knelt in the center. The difference tonight, though, was that they were all completely naked. Rachel and I made eye contact, and I thought I saw fear briefly wash over her face. It didn't last long, though, because she quickly submerged herself underwater.

I staggered to my feet and saw my trunks next to me. It wasn't until I pulled them on that I realized they were actually Rachel's bikini bottoms. I thought of looking for my trunks in the dark, but was too drunk and tired to deal with it, so just walked up to the hot tub still in her bikini bottoms. When I got there, Rachel was lounging back in one of the seats, her naked, succulent breasts proudly on display above water. The guys, meanwhile, sat fully out of the water, still naked, and each had their legs spread wide.

"You feeling better, babe?" Rachel asked, stifling a giggle while looking at my package struggling to stay contained inside her small bikini bottoms.

"Are you wearing panties?!" Mike barked, then roared with laughter. The other guys laughed too and Rachel giggled.

"No, they're her bottoms because I couldn't find mine," I said. "Can we go to bed now?" I asked Rachel.

"Sure thing," she said, still giggling at me as she stood. Water flowed off her body as she stood naked in the middle of my equally naked friends. Their eyes immediately dropped to her pussy, which peeked out of the bottom of her trimmed bush. I guess they've seen her all now, I thought to myself. "Since you insist on wearing MY suit," she continued. "Could you grab me a towel?"

I mumbled in agreement, and handed her one nearby, anxious for her to cover up. She stood in the middle of the tub, letting my friends gape at every inch of her exposed body in the moderate light coming from the outdoor lamp as she dried her hair first. I took that moment to peek at my friends. I don't know what compelled me, but I couldn't resist sneaking a peek at their openly displayed dicks to see how I measured up. Kyle and Andrew seemed about equal to me in size, though it was tough to really tell since they were both soft. Their dicks also seemed weirdly purple, but I was no dick expert, so I didn't think too hard about it.



Then I looked at Mike. He was not soft and he was not average. His dick was rock hard and dripping pre-cum down its footlong length. Not only was it absurdly long, it was probably as big around as my wrist. My mouth hung open in shock. Luckily, he didn't see me, but unluckily, Rachel did. She chose that moment to lower the towel from her head, and caught me staring at Mike's giant dick. She smiled devilishly as she started drying her torso.

She got out of the tub as she finished drying, giving my buddies another lasting look at her complete naked body in all its glory. Eventually, she finished and dropped the towel, turning back to the guys and chastising them not to stay up too late. Then, finally, the show was over and she walked inside and I followed. As soon as we got to our room and closed the door, she threw me on the bed and pounced on top of me.

"Oh my god, babe, I'm so glad you woke up in time to see Mike's dick," she moaned. "That thing's amazing, isn't it?"

"It's absurd is what it is," I said as she ground down on top of me. "I thought you weren't going to get naked with them anymore, though."

"I know," she said. "But the diving competition just went in that direction and I didn't want to be a party pooper, because I knew they were mostly getting naked in the hope that I'd join them. If I didn't strip too, they'd forever think of me as Brian's Boring Girlfriend, and I'd never be friends with them. And then they threw my suit out of the pool, where I couldn't go get it without them getting a good look at my entire body. I mean, they'd seen my boobs and butt plenty, but that's PG-13 nudity. If I did that, they'd see my entire pussy for the first time other than that brief show in the bathroom earlier. And who knows, maybe they'd see my butthole too as I got out of the pool, and I really wasn't ready for that. Once all the fun and games were all over, it seemed silly to get all shy again. Especially since you wanted to wear these so badly." She punctuated her last point by yanking her bikini bottoms down my legs and off. She looked at my soft dick, which stood no chance against the amount of booze I'd drunk, and frowned.

"I guess not tonight, babe," I managed.

"Can I take care of myself?" she asked. "I'll tell you what you missed while you were sleeping."

"Yeah, please do," I said, as we positioned ourselves on the bed, laying on our sides facing each other naked. She lazily rubbed her pussy.

"What do you remember?" she asked, biting her lip.

"I remember you getting naked. Then I had a couple weird dreams, and then I woke up when I heard you shrieking in the hot tub," I said.

"Oh right, that," she said, blushing. "I know you probably didn't like waking up to see me naked in the tub like that, and I have a couple other small things to confess, but I think you'll agree that it wasn't that bad considering."

"What do you mean?" I asked. She seemed to enjoy telling me these things even though she knew I was going to get mad. I was determined to make sure she told me everything, and I'm pretty sure that fell into her plan. I didn't like that I was doing what she wanted by making her tell me how naughty she got, but I didn't have another option. I needed to hear what happened.

"Ok, so round two of the diving competition ended with us all naked," she began, still touching herself. "It was funny with us all being naked like that. I mean, no one could really see anything. It was so dark on the diving board and then the water kinda obscured what we could see of each other. Like, they could tell I had a bush and a buttcrack and I could tell they had dicks and butts themselves, but that was it. Well, except for the times I forgot I was topless, and stood there in front of them with my chest out of the water. I felt really embarrassed at first, but I could tell it made them really happy to be able to look at my chest whenever they wanted and for as long as they wanted. And I wanted to make it feel like I was in control, that they weren't taking advantage of me, y'know? So I made sure to keep my breasts in view after that. When I realized what I was doing, I was worried you'd wake up and get mad, but then remembered I could tell you that they'd all seen lots of my boobs over the past two days, so it really didn't matter if they saw more of them."

At that point, my dick, which I didn't realize was growing, began pushing into the back of her hand that was rubbing her clit. She gasped and grabbed it, slowly jacking me off as I reached full hardness.

"Oh my god, babe," she moaned. "You DO like me showing off." I opened my mouth to say something, but then she switched hands and shoved the fingers that had just been playing with her pussy into my open mouth. I sucked her juices off and moaned.

"Anyway," she continued. "The guys did their third round of dives, and they were so funny trying to one up each other. At this point they all had boners and their dance routines were all about showing them off. It was hilarious watching them stroke and thrust their dicks up there. So then it was my turn, and I didn't know how to one-up them. Especially since it was so dark up there. I mean, you could see their boners in silhouette, but I didn't have a boner. Well, didn't have a dick, at least. So I thought I'd turn around and rub myself a little as a show. I was worried it was way too slutty of a thing to do in front of your best friends, face away from them on hands and knees and masturbate for them, but I knew they'd have a hard time seeing in the dark, so it was probably fine. But that was when Mike surprised me."

"What did he do?" I choked out. Rachel was now stroking me with both hands as I started leaking pre-cum. Her boobs wobbled back and forth as she continued.

"He had gotten out of the pool while I had my back turned and joined me on the diving board. It was dark, so I didn't see him until he was right in front of me. I was kind of hunched over so I didn't see him approach. Just out of nowhere, he whacked me in the face with his dick!"

"He what?!"

"Yeah! His dick. Slapped right across my face. So of course I was shocked and stood up. Then he picked me up and jumped us off into the pool. I wrapped my arms and legs around him to hold our chests tight together because I was so scared. And that's when I felt it, baby. I was basically sitting on his huge boner like a seat. My pussy was against his crotch, and his hard dick reached up along my entire buttcrack and the head was pushing into the small of my back."

"What?!" I shouted. This was not okay.

"I know!" she shrieked back. "I can't believe how big it is! You saw how amazing it is. But don't be upset, babe. I was upset at first too. I mean, who did he think he was, slapping me in the face with his monster dick. And then to grab me while I was naked and smash my breasts against his chest while his huge boner slid between my legs against my naked pussy lips and asshole? The nerve on the guy! And then I realized how sweet and touching it all was. He knew he could trust me enough to know that he could treat me like his little fuck toy and I'd know it was just a joke. So then I really relaxed and pulled myself into him as we splashed. Then we all laughed because it was so funny."

I didn't see how my friend rubbing his massive dong against my girlfriend's pussy and asshole was a funny joke, but she was right. It was short-lived.

"After we all finished laughing about that," she continued. "Which took a while because it was so hilarious, Kyle and Andrew pointed out that Mike had ruined my last dive. It didn't count because we did a partner dive and they had to do dives on their own. So we all agreed that we should have a round where we each did a dive with a partner. We argued a bit on how that should work because the guys all thought that it'd be most fair if they each took a turn with me. That way, they'd each have the same light girl to toss around, and they wouldn't be handicapped by not wanting to touch each other when we were all naked. I thought it was just because they each wanted a chance to be next to my naked body in the low light and have an excuse to touch me some. But then I thought the best way to get to know them would be to perform with each of them like this. Also, the boys were right that it was only fair, and that this meant that no matter what, I'd be co-winner. They were also way better at coming up with funny stuff to do, so I agreed and didn't worry about not having my own turn."

"So you were just prancing around on the board with each of the guys? Naked?" I asked, incredulous.

"Oh, don't make it sound so bad," she said. "It was completely dark up there, so we could barely see each other. There was a little touching that went on as we each planned and performed our little routine together. I let them each take a little liberty and grab my boobs and my butt a little. But it wasn't much beyond grabbing here or there."

"What happened after the diving competition?" I asked, wanting to speed this along. The pit in my stomach was growing, hearing everything my girlfriend and my buddies did together, but I was also approaching an orgasm. Sensing that, Rachel swung her leg over me and sat down on my hard dick. It sunk quickly into her soaked, hungry pussy. We both moaned.

"We wanted to play another game," she said as she slowly gyrated on top of me. "They wanted to play Grab Ass again, but I told them I knew they had just made that game up as an excuse to grab my ass a lot. They cursed you out a bunch for ruining their scheme, it was really funny. Then we decided to play chicken again, but that only lasted one round because it was pretty unfair. I was up on Mike's shoulder, and he got to feel my bush and pussy pressing against the back of his neck, but Kyle had to feel Andrew's dick pressing against his, so that ended pretty quickly. They wanted to each play a round where I was up on their shoulders, but that was clearly just so they could feel my crotch, and I wasn't ready for them to see and feel that yet, so I said we should just get in the hot tub."

So she DID have her own limits, I thought to myself as she ground down on top of me. I reached up and pinched her nipples, causing her to gasp before she could continue.

"So we got out and checked on you," she said. "I knew there was a lot more light in that area of the patio, so at first I just stayed facing away from them. Them seeing my butt at this point was pretty much no big deal, but I made sure to climb the stairs kind of sideways so they wouldn't see my cheeks spread and my asshole say hello. I faced away because I felt like my pussy is something special and just for you, so I didn't want them just staring at it. But as we were trying to wake you up, I noticed they'd all moved to my other side. At first I thought it was just to watch my boobs swing around as I shook you, because they'd been doing that all day and, like I said earlier, I was happy they wanted to see my boobs.

"But then I realized they could see past my swinging boobs to my pussy. I looked down and saw it really clearly in the light. We'd already been trying to wake you for a minute or two at that point, and I realized I'd just been out on display that entire time. I was freaking out, but tried to play it cool because I figured the cat was out of the bag already, and they'd all gotten good, long looks at my privates. It made me feel really embarrassed and slutty. I mean, these are your best friends and now they knew exactly what my bush and lips looked like. Also, all the dancing around naked in front of them and them touching my sensitive nipples and rubbing their hard dicks against me had me horny all night. So my clit was really sticking out and they had to notice. I mean, I made you wait months before feeling comfortable enough with you to let you see my vagina in the light, and here they all got a good long look at it after only one day. But then, as they stood there staring at my genitals, wide open and in the light, it really just relaxed me, knowing I pretty much had nothing left to hide from them."

I bit my lips and shut my eyes. This was too much. They'd seen all of her now. My chest throbbed with anxiety while my dick throbbed with pleasure, ready to explode its seed. Rachel sensed this and stopped moving. I rode the very edge of an orgasm as her wet, tight pussy gripped me over and over. After a moment, it passed. I had managed to keep from cumming at the idea of Rachel showing her most intimate of areas to my friends. I relaxed a little, thinking that this might keep her from doing it again.

"You okay, babe?" she asked. I nodded. She continued. "After that, we went to the hot tub and got in. Well, actually I was the only one to really get in. I wanted to hide my dripping vagina and throbbing clit from them so they didn't know how turned on I was. I was turned on knowing how much you were going to enjoy hearing about this, but they'd think it was because of all the times their hard dicks rubbed against me or all the times they'd groped me and pinched my nipples. The guys just sat around the rim. They said it was because the water was too hot, but I teased them, saying they just wanted to show off their boners for me. Which was true, by the way! I was sitting there and every direction I looked, an angry boner throbbed back at me. It was kind of scary, but I knew they all loved me, so I just felt really lucky that they let me see them all exposed and aroused like that. I thought it was beautiful, knowing we would wake up tomorrow and look at each other and know how we each looked when we were most vulnerable, completely naked and super aroused. Then Mike said that if I was going to just stare at their dicks all night, the least I could do is settle a bet.

"He said that Kyle and Andrew insisted that while his dick was much larger than theirs, they could get theirs harder, so his extra size didn't matter. He thought he could get just as hard as them, but they needed an unbiased judge to determine who was actually hardest."

"How did they expect you to do that?" I croaked out.

"They were all acting pretty silly about it," she said. "I told them that I had felt Mike's dick when he slapped me in the face with it, and had felt each of their dicks a little when we were doing our doubles diving routines. Before the dives, each guy would spend a few minutes trying out different positions with me, and I think they just using that as an excuse to rub their hard dicks all over me. So I knew that they were each capable of becoming very hard. But they insisted that I had to feel them with my hands while I was actually thinking about and focusing on their boners, or else it didn't count.

"Obviously I said no at first. This was just an excuse to get me to touch their dicks, and it was their worst excuse yet. Kyle and Andrew admitted that's all they wanted, but then Mike started telling us about all the issues that guys with huge dicks have. Like, no girl has been able to fit him inside. I felt really bad. And then he said that the rumor that huge-dicked guys can't get as hard is a lie to hurt their feelings more, and that's when I agreed to do it. I thought you'd be upset if you knew I'd touched their dicks, but it was all so your friend could feel better about himself. So I decided to be a friend and help him out. But I told them if they thought I was going to just give them all handjobs, they were mistaken. They insisted this was all just for science, so I finally relented.

"Mike went first. He had me kneel in the middle of the tub, and then he stood in front of me so his giant schlong was waggling right in front of my face. I had felt slutty when he slapped me in the face with it earlier, and I really felt slutty now, kneeling in front of him like I was about to blow him to completion while his two friends watched in the bright light. But then I looked him in the eye and he had this adorable sad puppydog look. I couldn't leave him like that.

"So I grabbed it with both hands and stroked it up and down a few times. He had already dribbled out a ton of pre-cum, so it was really easy to slick my hands up and down the sides of it. I told them he felt at least as hard as your cock has ever felt. Kyle and Andrew swore that I feel them too because they were still sure they would win. They and Mike trash-talked a little bit, and it wI could tell Mike was mad that I let go of him, but he sat back down without making too much of a fuss.

"I turned to Andrew and Kyle as they stood over me with their hard dicks right in front of my face. Kyle joked that I should be measuring the hardness with my mouth because it's more sensitive, but I just laughed and grabbed one of them in each hand. I gave them each a few strokes to make sure they were fully hard, then felt them up and down. And let me tell you, they were just as hard as Mike! So I told them all that, and they said that they needed a tiebreaker. So while they were arguing about what the tiebreaker should be, I just knelt there, and, well... don't be mad, okay?"

We stopped thrusting into each other a moment and I stared up at her. "Mad about what?" I asked.

"Well, I just need you to know it was all an accident. We were all just having fun being naked and showing off for each other a little, and then, well...," she took a deep sigh, then started gyrating on my dick again and continued. "I left my hands on Kyle and Andrew's dicks while they were arguing about tiebreakers. I don't know why I held onto them, I just wasn't really thinking about it. And I didn't realize that as I was holding onto them, I was slowly rubbing my thumbs around the heads of their dicks. I don't know why I did that, I think it was just because pre-cum was dripping out of their holes and I know how much you like it when I rub you like that and their cocks just felt so good and hard and hot and, well, I forgot what could happen."

I gulped. I knew what could happen and I hoped somehow that I was wrong.

"And so they were both standing there, looking down at me, my big boobs out in the open in front of their hard dicks while I massaged their sensitive cockheads after I had been teasing them all day. I guess it was all too much for Kyle, so all of a sudden I hear him groan and say, 'oh God!' and next thing I know, his cock jumps and starts spurting rope after rope of cum onto my tits. Seeing Kyle cover my rack with his cum must have set Andrew off, so before I could even react, he was shooting a massive load all over face."

At that, I also released. I groaned and shot deep in her wet, hot, pulsing womb.

"Did that make you... oh god," she moaned as her whole body shuddered. "They made me... oh goddddd... they covered me. They... hnnnnnnnggghhhh!" She stopped forming words and just screamed and moaned as her climax hit full force. I pinched her nipples and kneaded her breasts as she hit an incredible sexual high. After a few moments of ecstasy, she collapsed on top of me, then rolled off next to me.

"Please tell me you were exaggerating again," I said, knowing pretty well I was wrong. I saw their soft, purple dicks when I arrived and now it made sense. They had just cum. All over my girlfriend's tits and face.

"I'm sorry, babe," she said softly. "It was an accident, I swear. I must have shrieked when they did it because it was so shocking and there was just so much cum flying at me from multiple angles. It made me feel like such a slut all of a sudden. I mean, what kind of girl gets herself in a position where multiple guys, her boyfriend's friends after all, are shooting cum all over her like some scuzzy porn? And then I saw you wake up. I quickly washed all that cum off because I knew I'd need some time to explain it all to you before you could think I was acting as their porn star or something."

Now that I had cum, my energy and mental clarity rapidly left me.



"Mike was mad," she continued as I felt my consciousness fade again. "He said I owed him a handjob since I gave them to the other guys, but that's when you walked up, so I didn't have to give him one. Please don't be mad, it was all an accident I swear."

"That's okay," I mumbled, not really understanding what she was saying.

"Thanks, babe," she said, snuggling up to me again. "You're the best."


Just One of the Guys Ch. 03

The next morning's hangovers were brutal for all of us. Rachel got up twice in the early morning to go puke. She said the first time she found Andrew passed out on the bathroom floor, completely naked, though he apparently made it back to bed by the other time she went. While lying awake before the sun came up, I heard Kyle rumble down the hall and hurl mightily as well. I didn't hear Mike, but he was staying in the master suite, so was probably soiling his own toilet.

I eventually got a few hours of uninterrupted sleep and woke up to Rachel holding her forehead and moaning.

"You feeling okay?" I croaked out.

"No," she said. "Remind me to never drink again."

"Same," I said. It was what we told each other every time we woke up hungover. It never worked.

"Things got out of hand last night," she said. "I'm really sorry, babe. I don't remember everything that happened, but found some dried cum in my hair earlier and that made me realize that, y'know...THAT did happen."

She turned her head to look at me. Her lip quivered like she was about to cry. The 'that' she was referring to was of course two of my best buddies depositing their loads on her naked body while she supposedly tested how hard their dicks were. I can't stand seeing her upset, so I said, "It's okay, babe," before it really registered in my head.

"You say that, but it's not okay," she said. "I know I tried to act like it was all innocent, but the truth is... well, you don't know how difficult it is to be a woman surrounded by three horny naked guys treating her like some kind of goddess. I know part of me was just goofing off and having some relatively harmless fun, but I know part of me was trying to push it to see how far it could all go without, y'know..." She trailed off.

"Crossing a line?" I said. She nodded.

"And I feel like what happened in the hot tub last night was crossing a line," she said. Then her face screwed up, and before I knew what was happening, she was letting loose big sobs against my chest. I felt awful. I had lied wake most of the night, thinking about my friend's cocks erupting onto her wet, naked breasts (and face, I reminded myself), but I couldn't stay mad at her when she was upset.

"Maybe just tone it back today," I said. "They now know you're a cool chick that likes to have fun. You don't have to keep taking off your clothes to convince them."

She laughed through her sobs, which was a little gross and a little adorable.

"You must think I'm the biggest slut," she said.

"No, you're not," I said. "My friends just seem to be really good at getting you naked."

"Yeah, that's what I'm worried about," she said. "Before I met you, all it took was a little alcohol and my slutty side would come out. I was hoping Slutty Rachel was gone now that I'm taken, but turns out she's still there I guess." She started crying again.

"It'll be okay," I said, rubbing her back. "Maybe let's just avoid drinking today and stay a little more dressed."

"You're right," she said, wiping her eyes. "Let me make this all up to you. Today is about you and what you want, ok? What do you want?"

"Right now, just an Advil and a pile of greasy food," I said. She laughed.

"Oh my God, that'd be heaven right now," she said, then smiled. "I got it, you go shower and freshen up, I'll go downstairs and make us breakfast."

That sounded like a plan, so I told her so and headed to the bathroom. The shower really did feel good, and I threw on shorts and a Tshirt and headed down stairs feeling almost like a real live human. I smelled coffee and bacon as I headed toward the kitchen, and my spirits were ready to soar, but then I heard Rachel's hushed voice coming from kitchen. I stopped dead in my tracks and listened.

"He's out of the shower and will be down here any minute," I heard Rachel say. "So go sit down." I thought about intervening, but then let her have a chance to defend herself.

"No, this is bullshit," I heard Mike say. I peeked around the corner to see him standing over Rachel by the stove. They both wore shorts and tank tops. "You give Kyle and Andrew handjobs last night, and now you act like you're some kind of nun?"

"Those weren't handjobs," she protested.

"I've got an idea," he said. "Give me your bra and your shorts right now or I'll tell Brian how you couldn't stop staring at my dick all night."

"I wasn't staring at your dick all night," she said.

"Like hell you weren't," he said. "I guess if you had no trouble not staring at my dick, then you won't have to look at it when I pull it out now."

With that, he pulled down the front of his shorts and his massive dong fell out. It hung in front of him, semi-erect, as Rachel defiantly stared at his eyes. Then she bit her lip, struggling, then looked down at his huge cock. He laughed triumphantly.

"Oh don't be so proud of yourself," she said. "I've just never seen one like that before." She continued staring at his dick, flicking her eyes occasionally up to meet his.

"No one has," he said. "Now give me your bra and shorts before I ask for more."

She sighed and reached up under her tank top, unsnapping her bra. She pulled the straps off her shoulders then pulled the bra out from under her tank top. She set it on the counter next to Mike, then hooked her thumbs in her shorts and pushed them off her hips, letting them fall to the ground. I was happy to see she was wearing panties, though high-cut lacy boyshorts left the bottom half of her supple cheeks exposed. It was better than nothing, I thought, and she wasn't planning on exposing them in front of the guys.

She tossed her shorts on top of her bra. Mike scooped them up and set them in the middle of the table.

"What are you doing?" she asked, redfaced. "Don't leave them there!" As she turned around, I found out the boyshorts were just as lacy in front and you could make out her bush pretty clearly. Mike just shrugged and poured himself a cup of coffee.

At that moment, I heard Kyle coming down the stairs behind me, and I realized I couldn't keep standing there without being caught watching this whole exchange. So I rounded the corner and entered the kitchen.

"Morning, babe," Rachel said to me, clearly flushed. Her hard, puffy nipples pressed against her thin tanktop that molded itself around the contours of her large, unsupported breasts. "I was just telling Mike I was getting really warm cooking, so I took a couple things off."

"No worries," I said, walking up to her and giving her a kiss. I didn't want to embarrass her by letting on I knew what happened. Her excuse that it was too hot while her nipples were hard as diamonds would have never held water anyway. I was just glad she was able to stop him on her own, because it meant I had to be less worried about her being alone with him now.

"I'm really sorry, babe," she whispered to me. "I didn't want to take those off, but Mike made me. Don't be mad at him, I'll explain it all to you later, ok?"

"Seriously, I trust you," I whispered back. "Don't worry." I kissed her again and squeezed her half-naked buttcheek. She smiled and mouthed a thank you at me, then turned back to cooking.

Breakfast was uneventful. Mike and Kyle spent the whole meal watching Rachel's tits sway and her butt jiggle with every movement, but otherwise kept their comments to themselves. Neither of them mentioned Rachel's bra and shorts that sat in the middle of the table. Andrew was nowhere to be seen, but Kyle assured us that he was okay, just still sleeping in their shared room after a late night of barfing.

"What should we do today?" Kyle asked as we finished up.

"Sun's supposed to be out, we could go back to the beach to work on our tans more," Mike offered, staring at Rachel's chest.

"Only if Brian wants to," Rachel said. "He's missed a lot of the fun so far this week, so I want to make today all about him."

Mike glared at me. I want to think I'm not a petty person, but my heart swelled with pride knowing he was pissed to not get another look at my girlfriend's tits today.

"I'm too hungover for the beach," I said. "I want to stay in the A/C today. Preferably lying down."

"But today's your special day," Rachel said. "We can do something like that, but I want to make sure it's something special for you."

"I've got an idea," Mike said, smirking. I didn't like where this is going. "But it's a secret."

He wiped his face and stood up. "Trust me," he said. "I just need to borrow Rachel for a little bit. But trust me, you'll like this."

"In your dreams, Mike," I said. "Why don't you just go jerk off yourself?"

"Ok, I'm not gonna get mad about what you just implied and throw you out of my family's house," Mike said. "I'm not gonna try to fuck your girlfriend or anything like that. I think we all know things got out of hand last night and I feel bad that you've been passed out for most of the fun stuff. If I make any sort of pass on your girlfriend, I promise to leave and let the rest of you enjoy my parents' place for the rest of the week without me, ok? Just give me a chance to make this all up to you."

I frowned. Apologies and "feeling bad" weren't Mike at all. He was up to something, though I didn't know what.

"What's involved with this plan?" Rachel asked.

"Just give me five minutes, then join me in the master bedroom," Mike said. "Brian, you go back to your room, and she'll come join you in a little bit. Then you two lovebirds can do whatever it is you like to do, ok?"

Rachel and I looked at each other. She shrugged. Sighing, I shrugged too.

"Great," Mike said, walking to the stairs. "You're not going to regret this."

"I feel like, I umm..." Kyle stuttered, looking between the two of us, unsure of what to say. Then he muttered something about checking on Andrew and scurried away.

"What do you think it could be?" Rachel asked once he was gone.

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

"I don't want to worry you more," she said. "But before you came down earlier, it was Mike who made me take off-"

I waved my hand, cutting her off. "I know," I said. "I was watching from around the corner. I was going to step in if it got out of hand, but I was proud of how you defended yourself."

"Really?" she said, her initial embarrassment turning into pride. "Thanks, babe. I was so worried what you'd think after we just had that talk about not doing that sort of thing anymore."

"It's really fine," I said. "But after he was hounding you for a handjob and then coerced you into partially stripping, I'm not thrilled about sending you to his bedroom, no matter what he promises." She thought for a moment.

"Why don't you watch and keep an eye on everything?" she said. "Like earlier. You can jump in if anything makes you uncomfortable."

"But how?" I asked. "I don't think it'll be as easy as listening around the corner earlier."

"What about the balcony?" she asked. "You can climb from our balcony to his, then watch through the sliding door. I'll find a reason to unlock it when I get in there, and then you can just slide it open if he gets too pushy." She was right. It wouldn't be that hard to climb over, and then I'll have a clear view of the bed. So I relented. To be honest, I was curious what Mike had in store for her. I didn't have to worry because I got the last say as to what would go.

Mike was waiting for us when we got upstairs. He beckoned Rachel from his doorway. She kissed me and said she'd be right back, then walked into his room. He watched her ass pass by, then shot me a smirk and closed the door behind them. I heard it lock. That lit a fire of anxiety in the pit of my stomach. I'd just sent my half-naked girlfriend to his bedroom.

With barely contained panic, I rushed into our room and out onto our balcony. I hoisted myself onto the bannister and pulled myself onto the master bedroom's balcony. Easy as pie. I heard their voices from a cracked window as soon as I was on the balcony.

"How do you know he'd even like that?" I heard Rachel ask as I peeked through the partially opened blinds across the sliding glass door. She and Mike stood facing each other at the foot of the bed.

"Trust me, every guy would like it," he said. "And you'd love it too. There's nothing like going down on a bald pussy. He won't be able to keep his mouth off you. And correct me if I'm wrong, but I've had you pegged as a girl that loves having a guys head buried between your legs."

So that was it. He wanted to shave her crotch. I knew he didn't have an innocent bone in his body. I thought about whether I should barge in now, or climb back to my room because there was no way Rachel would allow this.

"Are you sure?" she said. "It's just...I kind of promised Brian I wouldn't get naked in front of you guys today. I could just do this myself."

"It can be kind of dangerous if you've never done it before," he said. "And I know this is a little more intimate than you want to be with me when your boyfriend's right down the hall. But I swear he'll understand I'm doing him a favor."

She bit her lip, thinking. She briefly looked at the sliding door. I jumped out of view quickly, not wanting him to to follow her line of sight.

"If you don't want to feel all unbalanced and taken advantage of, I'll get naked too," he said.

"No, that's ok," she said as I looked back through the window. She had hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. "I saw lots of your huge dick yesterday."

He smirked at her as she slowly pushed her panties down. They caught on her plump buttcheeks a moment, then snapped down to around her knees. She covered her naked crotch with her hands and let the panties drop to the floor. I could see Mike's dick push lightly against the front of his shorts. He picked up a towel and laid it out on the edge of the bed behind her. Once he had, he told her to sit, patting her naked butt as he did.

She sat timidly on the towel and leaned back. She leaned back on her hands, removing them from her crotch, though she kept her thighs pressed together tightly. I could see the top of her bush peeking out between her thighs, but nothing else. Mike squirted shaving cream into his hand and picked up a razor.

"I'm so embarrassed," she said, blushing. "I've always been worried guys think my pussy is ugly. I kept my bush to keep it covered still. And now, well... now you want to get rid of that."

"I'm sure it's beautiful," he said.

"You don't understand. You'll think it's ugly and smells really strong and even if you say otherwise, I won't believe you. It's just, well... a complex I've always had."

"Please, Rachel. All pussies are beautiful and smell like heaven. And after I've come to know you so well, I really doubt that yours won't be the most beautiful and most delicious."

She blushed. I could tell his speech really affected her.

"But I'm worried," she continued. "I know we've been goofing around and having fun this week, but..."

"But you don't want your boyfriend's friend to have his face right next to your most private area, touching and prodding."

She nodded.

"Relax," he continued, hooking his thumbs in his shorts. "I'll show you you have nothing to worry about." He pushed and dropped his shorts to the ground. He stood there in front of her completely naked, his huge dick mostly hard and starting to point away from his body. She stared at it as he continued, "I knew years ago that my dick was unlike anyone else's I knew. I was so ashamed for anyone to see it for a long time. But I've seen how you can't stop looking at it and smiling at it like you are now. You've made me feel really special and sexy and I want to do the same for you."

"Oh my god, Mike," she said, wiping a tear from each eye. "You're so right. And I'm glad I could help you realize how fucking sexy you are. Ok, let's do this."

She leaned back and spread her legs. Wide. She exposed every inch of her holiest of holies to my friend, only a thin layer of hair covering the upper half of her vagina. He knelt in front of her, brought his face within an inch of her hot hole and breathed in deeply. Then sighed and shook his head.

"Good lord, Rachel," he said. "You look and smell fucking amazing."

"You're so sweet," she said, giggling and blushing. He pressed his hand, covered with shaving cream, to her naked crotch and started rubbing it in. I thought I heard her moan, but I couldn't be sure. I realized then how hard I was. Painfully hard. The front of my shorts sported a large stain from the copious amounts of precum I'd been leaking out. Fuck, I thought. I really wanted to put a stop to this, but my heart was pounding in my ears as I wondered what would happen next. Would he go down on her? Would he fuck her? I cursed to myself as I realized I had to find out.

"Almost forgot one thing," he said, continuing to rub the cream in small circles around her bush and vagina. His fingers weren't going inside her, but he was getting a good feel of everything else. Her eyes were half-closed, heavy with desire. "You should lose the tank top. Don't want it to get, uhhh, get shaving cream on it."

"You just want to see my tits again!" she said teasingly.

"Guilty as charged," he said, smirking. I was glad she was trying to keep a pretext to their whole encounter, but I didn't like how they were joking with and teasing each other. They seemed more like lovers than people who had just met. "Alright, here we go," he said, finally removing his hand from her naked crotch.

"Wait," she said. She grabbed the bottom of her tank top and pulled it over her head, throwing it to the ground. Her naked tits bounced into view, taking a moment to finish jiggling and settling onto her chest. Her nipples were rock hard, sticking out from the top of her round, juicy tits. "That's to thank you for doing this for me," she said, winking at him.

He smiled back and started shaving her. She watched intently as he carefully ran the razor over her sensitive, engorged lips. Before I knew it, it was over, and my girlfriend was lying there completely naked, bare and spread wide in front of my equally naked friend. He wiped the excess cream off her pussy lips with a towel and she squealed.

"I'm sorry, it's just really sensitive right now," she said, pushing his hands away and feeling her bare naked sex for the first time. "But wow, it feels so..."

"Sexy?" he asked.

"I was gonna say weird," she said, giggling. She removed her hand and grabbed her knees, forcing her thighs even farther apart, spreading her legs as wide as they could go for his appreciative eyes. "But I'm glad you like it."

"I love it," he said. "Now, flip over."

"What?" she said. I was just as shocked. Surely that had to be it.

"You still have some hair here," he said, reaching between her legs and sliding a finger up between her buttcheeks.

"Hey!" she said, scooting back on the bed away from him. "You just touched my butthole!"

"I'll be touching it a lot more when I shave your crack," he said. She blushed deeply.

"I don't need that, I'll be fine."

"I'm not going to leave the job unfinished."

"Brian has no interest in my back door. I really don't need it."

"He doesn't? That's a shame because I bet your back door is just as beautiful as your front door and if he won't pleasure it, well... it's just a shame," he said standing up. His huge cock was fully hard now and dripping with precum. Rachel stared at it and bit her lip.

"What do I have to do?" she asked.

"Turn over, I'll do the rest," he said.

She complied, rolling over and laying on her stomach.

"Not like that. Here," he said, walking up to her between her spread legs where they hung off the end of the bed. His huge dick towered over her plump ass. He grabbed her hips and pulled up, pulling her onto her knees and leaving her head and shoulders pressed into the bed. As he did, her cheeks spread apart and engulfed the shaft of his dick as he pulled her ass upward.



"Oh my god, no," she shrieked, flopping back down to the bed.

"Rachel, please, just trust me," he said, grabbing her hips again and pulling them up. Her naked ass spread and dragged up against his balls and then up along his shaft until her cheeks curled around his shaft, pressing it up against his stomach.

"I'm just so embarrassed," she said, her voice slightly muffled from being pressed into the bed. "No one's ever seen my butthole before, not even Brian. It's hard to let you just see it so up close when I'm so spread and vulnerable."

"Do you feel how hard I am?" he asked, thrusting forward slightly and letting his shaft push against the outside of her pussy and asshole that were still pressed back against him. "That's because you're so fucking sexy. You're so fucking sexy from every angle and position. Trust me when I tell you that you shouldn't be embarrassed to let me see your butthole. Any guy would be lucky to see it, and I'm flattered you'd let me be your first."

"Ok, you're right," she said. "I'm sorry. Thanks for dealing with my insecurities without freaking out."

"Of course, darling," he said. "Now I'm gonna step back and get to work, okay?"

She said ok and he did what he said. He sprayed more shaving cream into his hand and rubbed it into her buttcrack, no doubt getting a thorough feel of her puckered hole.

"Still ok?" he asked, continuing to massage her butthole.

"Yeah, just tickles a little," she said, her buttcheeks twitching as he continued to rub her.

"Ok, here we go," he said, picking up the razor. He took his time with this side, but still finished shaving her in just a few moments. She squealed when he wiped the excess off with his towel. "Sensitive again?" he asked.

"Yeah," she said. "And hurts a little bit to be honest."

"I'm sorry, I tried to be gentle," he said. "Here, let me make it better." Before Rachel could respond or react, he leaned forward and planted a loud kiss directly onto her puckered hole. She squealed and her butt clenched involuntarily around his face. He gave it another kiss and she squealed again, but when he kissed it a third time, she let out a stifled moan.

"Does it feel better?" he asked, taking a momentary breather.

"Yeah, but it could probably use a little more," she said waving her exposed ass back in forth in front of his face. He growled and dove back in, licking her from the end of her vagina up to the top of her buttcrack. She moaned loudly and reached back, grabbing her cheeks and spreading them wider for him. That was the sign he needed and he dove in hungrily.

I couldn't believe it. Mike was eating out my girlfriend's ass and she was letting him and loving every minute. I had no interest in performing analingus on her, but it still felt wrong. I thought about it, though, and didn't think it'd be right for me to intervene when I wouldn't do the same. If he wanted to eat her asshole out this one time, I'd let her enjoy it. As long as he didn't try to cross over into territory that was mine, it would be ok.

I snapped out of my thoughts when I heard her moan louder. I focused on them again and realized she'd reached up between her legs and was frantically rubbing her clit and vagina as Mike continued to go to town on her other hole. She groaned and cursed loudly. Damn, I thought to myself, she was really loving this. I resolved to learn to deal with pleasuring her asshole, even if it grossed me out.

As I watched, Mike reached under her torso and grabbed her big tits where they hung down from her chest. He mauled them, alternating between squeezing her whole tits, letting their excess volume mash between his fingers, and pinching and pulling on her nipples, making her curse and moan even louder. Fuck, I realized. There's no way Kyle and Andrew wouldn't hear her now. Hopefully they thought it was me in Mike's room giving it to her.

She screamed in pleasure and I reached into my shorts and grabbed my throbbing erection. I was startled by how wet it was, sopping wet in my own precum, and the stimulation immediately sent me over the edge. I unloaded rope after rope of hot, sticky cum into my shorts.

I looked back at Rachel to see hit her own orgasm. She screamed at the top of her lungs and thrashed violently on the bed. Mike grabbed her hips tight and held them still, keeping his tongue buried deep inside her asshole as she struggled in vain to escape the overwhelming waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her juices overflowed her fingers buried deep inside her vagina, flowing down Mike's bare chest before dripping onto his giant erection, itself flowing precum freely into an expanding puddle on the floor.

I don't know how long her orgasm lasted, but well longer than any I had ever given her. Eventually, she stopped moaning and thrashing and pushed Mike's hands off her hips and flopping, completely drained, onto the bed.

"Holy fuck, Mike," she wheezed. "What was that?!"

"That," he said, rolling her onto her back and lying down next to her, "was you discovering ass play." He rolled on his side, facing her, and through his arm across her torso. His cock lay across her soft thigh, its angry, drooling eye staring straight at her open, raw, drenched pussy. He groped one of her plump melons, then the other, while slowly thrusting, dragging his hard dick across her thigh and back.

"I can't believe it," she sighed. He started pulling on her nipples and thrusting farther, managing to hit his cockhead against her exposed clit. She gasped. "You're gonna get me revved up again," she said.

"You know, the nice thing would be to reciprocate," he said before dipping his head down and taking the close nipple into his mouth, sucking on it loudly. She moaned.

"I'm not giving you a rimjob," she said, reaching down and grabbing his dick, pushing it away from her vagina. She didn't let it go, just gripped it tightly, her small hand struggling to grip his massive member. He released her nipple.

"Just, please. Use your hand at least. You're killing me here," he said before sucking her nipple again. She began subtly stroking his cock.

"I can't give you a handjob," she said. "I have a boyfriend. He shouldn't be upset about you doing me a favor and helping me cum. I mean, you didn't get anything out of it. And last night with the other guys was an accident. But me sitting here and purposefully jacking your huge dick until you cover me with your cum is something different."

"You've gotta be kidding me," he said, thrusting harder back and forth through her tight grip. I was glad she drew a line, but it looked like he was going to get his handjob anyway. He reached down between her legs and started rubbing her bare sex. She moaned and tried to push his hand away with her free one. "No," he said. "You said it was totally ok if I pleasured you." She moaned again and stopped fighting him. I saw him thrust two fingers into her vagina, clawing upward at her G-spot. She thrust her hips forward, trying to get them deeper.

"No, wait, seriously. I have an idea," she said. He stopped his hand, but kept his fingers buried inside her. "What if I lay here like this," she continued, grabbing a boob in each hand and pressing them together, creating a huge, tight fissure between them. "If I were to lay here like this, and you happened to straddle me, well..."

"Go on," he said, smirking and starting to thrust his fingers in and out of her again, slowly. She bit her lip and subtly ground against his fingers. "Tell me what would happen if I did that," he said.

"I could be wrong," she said, smirking back at him. "But I think that if your dick was hard, like it is now, the only place it could lay would be between my tits. And if you're really horny, like you are now, it'd probably feel so good to have my hot, sweaty tits pressed around your giant dick like that. So you'd probably wouldn't be able to stop yourself from thrusting back and forth, fucking my tits until you came all over my face."

What the fuck, I thought. I was willing to believe her when she said giving the guys handjobs last night was an accident. I was even willing to allow the touching that'd been going on the past couple minutes because she was coming down from a huge sexual high. But here she was essentially offering to let him titfuck her, something she'd never let me do, and acting like it'd be something I'd be okay with. But the thought of her offering herself to him like that made my dick hard again.

I looked down at my pulsing dick and swore at it. Why did it have to act like this? Why did my girlfriend, who I loved and who supposedly loved me, acting like a complete wanton slut make me harder than I even thought possible. I sighed and grabbed it. Fuck, it felt good. I told myself that at least she was setting a border, a border I could no longer trust myself to set, so I was free to enjoy watching what happened.

When I looked back up, he had straddled her stomach and was leaning over her upper body, slowly thrusting between her giant tits that she wrapped around his cock. He began to thrust harder, and due to its size, its huge head started ramming her chin. She looked down at it and laughed, smiling wide. His next few thrusts hit her flashed teeth, bouncing off and catching for an instant under her lips each time. I could see her hips thrusting into the air, searching in vain for something to fuck or rub against.

He didn't last very long, and I couldn't blame him because neither did I. But while I just shot a small load into my already soiled shorts, he erupted with giant rope after giant rope onto my pretty girlfriend's grinning face. He groaned loudly as he came, his voice reverberating around the house.

I came down from my orgasm and was instantly filled with regret and shame. I hated that I liked that. No doubt Andrew and Kyle heard her scream and then his scream. There was no doubt to what caused them and no doubt I wasn't involved. How could I ever look them in the face again? More likely, I thought to myself, they'll probably think they'll soon get a turn to titfuck her. My spent dick started to struggle back to life at the thought.

I looked back inside to see Mike roll off of Rachel and grab his phone from the side table. She went to wipe his cum from her face, but he grabbed her arm.

"Wait, I want to commemorate the occasion," he said, lifting his phone to face her. Before she could react, it flashed, taking a picture of her naked, cum-splattered chest and face.

"What the fuck?!" she said. "Did you just take a picture?!" He smiled and took another one. "No. Delete those." Good, I thought. I didn't want him having proof he got my girlfriend naked and covered her with his cum.

"Come on," he said. "They're beautiful. I'll send them to you so you can always remember what happened here."

"Ok fine," she said. "Just don't ever show them to anyone else. They're just for you." I cursed to myself. She couldn't be naive enough to think that Mike wouldn't share them. He would let all of my friends know that he had taken my girlfriend.

"Can you actually get in a pose for me?" he asked. "I just did a lot for you, and it would mean a ton if you did this for me."

"Fine," she said. "But nothing crude. What do you want?"

"Just kneel down in front of me," he said, standing up off of the bed. His partially deflated dick hung in front of him, a couple drops of cum still stuck to the end.

"That'll make it look like I gave you a blowjob!" she said.

"Yeah, but it's no big deal because we know you didn't," he said. "But I'm going to pretend you did when I look at it and jack off later."

"You're such a dog," she said, giggling. She knelt down in front of him and immediately grabbed his dick. She held it an inch from her cum-splattered face. "Like this?"

"Perfect," he said. "Just open your mouth." She did and he snapped a few pics.

"How do they look?" she asked.

"So fucking sexy," he said. "I'm sending them to Kyle and Andrew."

"What? No!" she said. "We agreed they were just for you!"

"I thought they'd be okay," he said. "I don't want them to feel left out. They probably heard us screaming in here, so it's not like it's any big secret. Besides, they're already sent, so there's not much I can do about it now."

"You're right," she said. "Just make sure to tell them later that I don't want them showing them to just anyone."

"I promise," he said. I don't know why she would believe him. He's shown he'll break any promise he makes. Mike got her a towel and she finally wiped most of his cum off her face. She met him at the door, both of them still completely naked. She hugged him, her jugs pressing tight against his bare chest, her tummy pressed firmly against his returned erection.

"Thank you for everything," she said. He reached down and grabbed her butt with both hands, squeezing and pressing himself harder into her.

"Of course. For you, anything," he said, then leaned down and kissed her. She was startled at first, but didn't pull away. He reached one hand up and grabbed the back of her head, pressing his lips harder against hers. She started kissing back and soon they were full on making out. He started humping his hard dick against her stomach and she pulled back, grabbing his shaft in one hand and his balls in the other. She stroked and fondled him as they continued making out. He grabbed a tit in each hand, and squeezed.

"We should stop," she said, pulling back and staring deep into his eyes. She kept fondling his dick and balls and she carried on mauling her tits.

"You stop first," he said, smirking. She jerked his dick a few more times then let go.

"What am I supposed to do with this?" he said, looking down at his raging erection as he continued to fondle her perfect breasts.

"You've got that picture to jerk off to," she said. "Maybe send me a pic of what you do while looking at it. But right now I've gotta get back to Brian and try to explain all of this."

She pulled away from him and grabbed her clothes and it seemed like their encounter was finally over. I pulled myself back onto our balcony and into our room. I was lost. Where do we go from here? On the one hand, there's no question she crossed a few lines. On the other hand, my shorts were filled with my cum from watching it and she had drawn a line somewhere. I laid in bed, waiting for her to return.

---------------------------------------------------------------------

Thanks for reading everyone. Just a heads up, the next entry will probably be moving into new territory, and I'm thinking it'll probably be under Group Sex.


Just One of the Guys Ch. 03a

This takes place directly after Chapter 2 and in place of the original Chapter 3. The first few paragraphs are the same, but it goes off in another direction before they get out of bed.

When I originally wrote the story, I had always planned on it taking the dark, sideways turn begun in Chapter 3 and realized fully in Chapter 4. However, it didn't play out how I imagined and most readers liked it much less than the early chapters. Those combined to keep me from continuing the story further. Now, with hindsight, I miss the playful nature of the early chapters and have some other story ideas to slot in there.

I'm keeping the original Chapters 3 and 4 up for those who liked them, but for this timeline, they effectively never happened.

*****

The next morning's hangovers were brutal for all of us. Rachel got up twice in the early morning to go puke. She said the first time she found Andrew passed out on the bathroom floor, completely naked, though he apparently made it back to bed by the other time she went. While lying awake before the sun came up, I heard Kyle rumble down the hall and hurl mightily as well. I didn't hear Mike, but he was staying in the master suite, so was probably soiling his own toilet.

I eventually got a few hours of uninterrupted sleep and woke up to Rachel holding her forehead and moaning.

"You feeling okay?" I croaked out.

"No," she said. "Remind me to never drink again."

"Same," I said. It was what we told each other every time we woke up hungover. It never worked.

"Things got out of hand last night," she said. "I'm really sorry, babe. I don't remember everything that happened, but found some dried cum in my hair earlier and that made me realize that, y'know...THAT did happen."

She turned her head to look at me. Her lip quivered like she was about to cry. The 'that' she was referring to was of course two of my best buddies depositing their loads on her naked body while she supposedly tested how hard their dicks were. I can't stand seeing her upset, so I said, "It's okay, babe," before it really registered in my head.

"You say that, but it's not okay," she said. "I know I tried to act like it was all innocent, but the truth is... well, you don't know how difficult it is to be a woman surrounded by three horny naked guys treating you like some kind of goddess. I know part of me was just goofing off and having some relatively harmless fun, but I know part of me was trying to push it to see how far it could all go without, y'know..." She trailed off.

"Crossing a line?" I said. She nodded.

"And I feel like what happened in the hot tub last night was crossing a line," she said. Then her face screwed up, and before I knew what was happening, she was letting loose big sobs against my chest. I felt awful. I had lied wake most of the night, thinking about my friend's cocks erupting onto her wet, naked breasts (and face, I reminded myself), but I couldn't stay mad at her when she was upset.

"Maybe just tone it back today," I said. "They now know you're a cool chick that likes to have fun. You don't have to keep taking off your clothes to convince them."

"I know," she said, wiping the tears from her face. "I just...well, to be honest, I was thinking about the first night and how excited you got hearing about your friends seeing my naked breasts and grabbing my ass. I wanted to be a little naughty again so I could tell you about it and get you all riled up."

Her words cut straight into me. She was right. Sex between us had always been good, but nothing like the past two nights. Right now, one boob was hanging out of her tank top and I was rock hard, not because I could see it but because I was imagining my friends seeing it. I could feel myself blushing deeply.

"Yeah, ok, that's...well, you're right," I said. "I've never felt so aroused in my life. But that also scares me."

"Aww, baby," she said, wrapping me in her arms. "You don't have to worry, I'll always be yours."

She kissed me deeply and now it was my turn to tear up. She wiped them from my face and we smiled at each other. I felt relieved.

"Is this something you've always known about yourself?" she asked. "That you like your girlfriend teasing other men?"

"No," I said. "That was a surprise the first night."

"Well, I've always known I'm a tease," she said, giggling. "I'm actually really glad you like it because now I can do it without worrying."

"Well, no, you're still my girlfriend," I said.

"Oh, I know," she said. "But your buddies have all seen me naked now, so we can't really unring that bell."

"That's true," I said. "But that doesn't mean they have to see you naked again."

"They don't have to, no," she said, smirking. "But don't you kinda want them to?"

I tried to say no, but my conscience wouldn't let me. Because deep down, part of me did want them to.

"I thought so," she said. "And don't worry about Mike saying I owe him a handjob or whatever. He's far from the first guy to say I owe him sex just because he saw my tits."

"That's good," I said. At least she was just trying to get my permission to flash them again, not more.

"And don't worry," she said. "I promise to tell you absolutely everything that happens. That's the whole point isn't it?"

She grinned wide and she looked so goddamn pretty when she grinned. I kissed her deeply. I wanted so badly to fuck her right then, but after the kiss she pulled back and groaned about her hangover. She got out of bed and took some Advil, then said she was going to shower.

When she opened the door to leave, I could already hear the shower going. She'll be back in a moment, I thought. I reran our conversation in my head. I realized that I forgot to emphasize to her that I didn't want her teasing them just to get me riled up. If things continued to go well between us, and she was the girl I married, my buddies would be in her life forever. They'd be my groomsmen, watching her give her vows to me, but picturing her naked body that she'd shown to them. My dick throbbed at the thought.

She said she'd always known she was an exhibitionist. She'd lived a couple hours away while we'd been dating. Does that mean she'd been showing her body to men there when I wasn't around? I don't think she'd frolic naked in a pool with anyone, but what about letting a grocery bagger look down her shirt? Or leaving a changing room door open while trying on lingerie? Or talking to her neighbor while tanning topless? The possibilities were almost endless. I could feel my aching dick leak a puddle of precum into my underwear while I thought about it.

I realized that Rachel still hadn't come back from the bathroom. I wondered why for an instant before feeling stupid for missing the obvious. One of the guys was in the shower she wanted to use. She wanted to tease the guys because she knew it aroused me. This wasn't rocket science. My heart thumped as I got out of bed. I was in the hallway before I realized I was only wearing boxers, which did nothing to hide my massive erection. I raced back inside, threw on a shirt and some shorts, and slunk down the hallway to the bathroom.

The bathroom door was shut and I could hear the shower. Was Rachel inside? Was anyone else? I gulped and knocked on the door. No answer. I knocked again.

"Yeah?" Kyle said, his voice muffled by the shower and the closed door.

"Can I come in?" I asked. My question hung in the air. Why would I even ask that? I thought quickly. "I really have to pee."

"Ok, fine," he said, and I opened the door. Sure enough, two blurry figures were behind the clouded shower door. One with long, brown hair. My heart almost stopped. She was in there with him. The two of them, completely naked, wet and pressed up against each other.

"Hi baby," Rachel said from the shower. "Kyle was already in here so I just jumped in."

"It wasn't my idea," Kyle said. "But she insisted it was ok with you."

"Of course it's not a big deal, silly," she said to him. "We spent last night naked together so what are we hiding. Right, Brian?"

"Y-yeah," I stammered. I know she thought I gave her my permission to tease the guys, but thought maybe she'd let a nipple pop out briefly in the afternoon or something. Not immediately get completely naked in a small stall with one of them.

"Oh my god," she shrieked.

"Are you ok?" I asked. I couldn't see at all what they were doing, just two vague shapes behind the glass.

"Yes, I'm fine," she said. "Kyle is just-oh god. Kyle! That tickles!"

"Does it?" he asked. He must have done whatever it was again because she shrieked again and he cackled.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Oh nothing," she said. "Kyle's just being cheeky. Didn't you have to pee?"

"Oh, uh, yeah," I said. I waddled over to the toilet, my aching boner leading the way. I opened the lid and pulled it out. Of course, I couldn't pee with this erection, and there was no way it was going down while my girlfriend and friend fooled around in the shower right behind me. I tried to think of a reason to get in the stall with them. I needed to see what was going on in there. But did I really want to? After failing to produce anything for a few moments, I dropped my shorts and sat down on the toilet, hoping that would help me relax. My dick was so hard, though, that I couldn't bend it into the bowl.

"I don't hear any tinkles," Rachel said.

"Sorry, I'm just..." I mumbled. I didn't know what to say. Sorry, I'm just too aroused at you rubbing your naked, wet body against my friend's?

"Just too shy?" she asked, opening the shower door. Her body, completely bare except for the suds that covered her front from her neck to her waist, appeared behind the opened door. Kyle was behind her, his hands resting on her naked hips. I noted that his hands were covered in soap, while hers pulling through her hair, were not. Had he been rubbing her tits?

She saw my boner standing proudly in my lap and smiled, then winked at me.

"Kyle, hun, I need to rinse off," she said, then backed into him to get under the spray. She pressed him into the back wall of the shower, her wet, fleshy buns no doubt flattening themselves against his naked crotch. "Ugh, there's not enough room," she said, turning around so she could face the showerhead and Kyle. I got a brief glimpse of his naked, hard cock before she pressed her own nude front against him.

My dick throbbed as I watched them. I dared not touch it for fear of erupting in front of them. Once Rachel rinsed her front she turned back around.

"Best of luck with your problem, there," she said before blowing me a kiss and shutting the shower door again. I heard Kyle whisper something and she giggled and told him to stop it. My cock was clearly going nowhere, and the excuse that I had to pee was running out of its plausible time frame.

"I'm gonna brush my teeth while I'm in here," I said. I'm sure Rachel and Kyle heard me, but they didn't stop their whispering and giggling to acknowledge it. I started brushing my teeth and felt awkward hanging around while they clearly did something in there. I only hoped that Rachel wasn't having any kind of sex with him. Or did I?

"Can you wash my butt while you're at it?" I heard Rachel say.

"No problem," Kyle said.

"No, not with that!" she said, and they both giggled again. I wanted to say something, but my mouth was full of toothpaste. "Brian, your friend is trying to take advantage of me!"

"Am not!" Kyle said.

"Then why do you keep trying to clean the same few spots?" she asked.

"They're the dirtiest spots," he said. "You just can't see like I can."

"I've always...oh god," she moaned. I quickly spit out the toothpaste.

"Are you ok, baby?" I asked.

"Yeah, I just, hnnnng," she said. "I'm just trying to...oh god. Trying to finish."

"What's going on in there?" I asked. "What are you guys doing?"

"I'm wash...washing my h-hair," she stammered. "And Kyle's...Kyle's trying to d-distract me."

"Can you get out and let my girlfriend finish in peace?" I said, clearly annoyed.

"Yeah, yeah," Kyle said. A moment later the shower door opened again and he stepped out, his full, naked erection leading the way. He grabbed a towel and started drying off.

"I'm gonna wash my hair and enjoy the hot water a bit more," Rachel said. She left the door open so me and Kyle could watch her wet breasts bounce and jiggle as she rubbed shampoo into her hair. It was a heavenly sight.

"Ok, I'll meet you downstairs," I said after a few moments. Kyle finished drying off and I followed him out of the bathroom, closing the door behind us. I went downstairs while he returned to his and Andrew's room. I made my way to the kitchen and brewed some coffee, which did wonders to my hangover once it finally brewed and cooled off. I was surprised no one else had shown up because at least a half hour had passed since I left the bathroom. I made my way back upstairs.

The bathroom door was still closed and the shower still running as I passed it. I expected to see Rachel in our room, but it was empty. I walked back into the hallway right as Rachel exited the bathroom, a towel wrapped around her head and her freshly cleaned body completely nude underneath.

"Hi baby," she said, approaching me and giving me a kiss.

"Were you in the shower that whole time?" I asked. She nodded. "It takes that long to wash your hair?"

"No, thank god," she said. "Andrew came in and joined me soon after you left. I offered to wash his back if he hopped in, and then we got kinda carried away." She blushed.

I started to respond, but the door at the end of the hallway opened and Mike walked out of the master suite.

"Well, hello!" he bellowed, raking his eyes up and down Rachel's nude form. Great, I thought, we haven't been up an hour and already all of my friends have seen her naked again. She laughed and covered her pussy with one hand and her tits with her other hand and arm. She didn't do a good job, though. The fingers on both hands were splayed, showing plenty of her bush and nipple.

"Morning, Mike!" she said, a huge grin on her face. "How are you feeling?"

"Much better now," he said, licking his lips and staring at her like I didn't even exist.

"Me too, after that shower," she said. Kyle then walked out of his and Andrew's room and joined the three of us.

"Oh, did you finally finish with Andrew?" he asked her.

"You showered with Andrew?" Mike shouted.

"Yeah, with me too," Kyle said, beaming.

"It wasn't a big deal," she said, rolling her eyes. "Four of us have to share that one bathroom, it's easier if we can double up."

"Feel free to use my shower whenever you want," Mike said. "Especially when I'm in there."

"You're so generous," she said, dripping with sarcasm. She gestured with her arm as she spoke, letting her bare tits bounce free to their gaze. I saw them both catch their breath as they did. She didn't cover them up again when she finished, instead having that hand join her other one in covering her crotch. This caused her arms to push her naked breasts together slightly, and they bulged toward my two friends' greedy eyes.

"If you'll excuse us, we've got to get ready," I said, trying to wrap this up. I'd been incredibly hard all morning now, and my balls were starting to ache.

"Get ready for what?" Mike asked. "We haven't decided what to do today."

"Yeah, what should we do today?" Rachel asked, turning to me. She put her hands on her hips, baring her naked bush to the three of us. Mike and Kyle didn't know where to look, their eyes bouncing all over her body, unable to focus on all of it at once while she made no effort to shield any part of it.

"B-beach?" I croaked out. I could barely talk, I was so aroused.

"We did that yesterday," she said.

"There's a public beach down the road," Mike said.

"Let's do that," I said. I could barely breathe watching them gawk at her proudly displayed body.

"Ok, we'll get dressed," Rachel said. She grabbed my hand and finally made her way back toward our room. Of course she had to squeeze between my friends to get there, and they made no effort to move out of her way, making her drag her body across theirs. They were nice enough to make room for me as I followed her, thankfully. I didn't need to feel their boners.

We got inside our room and I shut the door. She pulled the towel from her head and used it to rub her hair dry.

"What was that?" I asked.

"What do you mean?" she said. She leaned over as she dried and I watched her big, hanging tits jostle back and forth.

"You just showered with two of my friends!" I said.

"Well yeah, we talked about me teasing them," she said and winked at me.

"We did, but that's not what I meant," I said. She dropped the towel and pushed me back on the bed.

"Don't worry, I planned on telling you everything," she said, getting into bed next to me.

"It's not like you can just do whatever as long as you tell me after," I said.

"How about this...I'll tell you everything that happened, and at the end, if you think I was unfaithful, I'll agree," she said. "But I think you'll cum in your little shorts instead."

I was already painfully hard and drooling precum all over my shorts, so I had a feeling how this would end.

"W-what happened?" I asked.

"When I first got in the bathroom, Kyle shouted that it was occupied," she said. "So I quickly stripped down and asked if there was room for two more, then pressed my naked tits against the shower door. He was really surprised and thought that was hilarious. He said there was always room for me and the girls. Then I turned around and pressed my naked butt against the door and asked if there was room for my big ass too. He said probably not, that we'd probably have to press ourselves together to fit my big tits and fat ass in there, but he was willing to put up with that. Isn't that so funny?"

"Yeah," I said sarcastically. "So funny."

"The best part was once he opened the door and I got in, there was plenty of room," she said. "But I played along with the joke and pressed my body hard against his for most of the shower anyway, acting like we really had to squeeze in there. I kept laughing because every time I'd press my tits into his bare chest, they'd squish out the sides between us and he'd try to lean back so he could see them better, and I'd just push into him more. So he was backed up against the wall and I was pressing my full body against him even though there was plenty of room behind me. He wanted to see my naked boobs so badly, but I wouldn't let him and kept insisting he said we had to squeeze together in there. He got so mad, but I could tell he actually liked it because his dick was really hard and pressing into my tummy."

I tried to sit still while she told her story, but the arousal was overwhelming in me and my hips started moving on their own accord to generate some friction between my hard, wet dick and my saturated boxers.

"Oh, do you like that, baby?" she cooed and pressed her hand to my bulge. I groaned. "Oh wow, baby, I knew you'd love it. Anyway, then I said we should wash each other's backs since we were in there together. I rubbed some soap into his back, but he was like, 'I thought we had to squeeze together.' I didn't know what he meant at first, and then I realized I'd backed up to wash his back with my hands and he wanted me to do it with my chest instead. So I played along with the joke and rubbed my big soapy boobs all over his back for a while.

"Rubbing my nipples against his big chest and back muscles got them all tingly and I was getting really turned on thinking about telling you about all this later, so I pressed my hips against his and rubbed my kitty against his naked butt. He flexed his butt muscles and it felt really good to hump, I mean, rub against his hard ass and I almost got carried away. But I turned around before it was too late."



I tried to ask her what she meant by getting "carried away", but all that came out was a moan.

"Oh wow, baby, you really are loving this story," she said. "Let's get you out of those clothes." She pulled them all off, baring my angry, purple erection to her. She grabbed it and I moaned again and she let go. "Don't want you getting carried away before the story's done," she said, and just rubbed it slowly with one finger. I was so turned on that I was still on the edge of cumming, but she kept me just below the threshold.

"I expected him to wash my back once I turned around," she said. "But he just started washing my front instead! I protested, but he said that he couldn't wash my back because I was pressed so tightly against him, which was fair, but I didn't want to ruin our joke. And of course, his hands went straight to my breasts and he started squeezing and rubbing the soap all over them. I was about to say something, but that's when you came in.

"I didn't have a chance to tell him to stop playing with my boobs because I had to explain to you why it was okay for me to be in there with him. So he just kept massaging my tits and stomach while I talked to you. Naturally, he chose that moment to start pinching my nipples, and that's why you heard me yell. I mean, clearly he'd washed my breasts more than enough and was just going on with it to cop a feel, but pinching my nipples was too far. So I shouted and he played dumb and just started tickling my sides. I struggled to get away from him, but I think all I really did was rub my butt against his boner a bunch.

"I felt like I had to calm things down a bit, so that's why I opened the door. You looked so cute sitting there with your big boner sprouting up. I'd been a bit worried I'd taken things too far, but I felt a lot better knowing you were there and loving it all."

I would have loved to have been able to say otherwise, but I could barely breathe, let alone speak, due to the effects of her story and her fingers stroking my cock.

"Then I rinsed off and closed the door," she continued. "I turned my back to him again and told him to wash it for real this time. I'm sure he planned on washing my butt too, but I told him loudly to anyway because I knew you'd love hearing about his hands groping my naked ass. Of course, he didn't use his hands, he just jammed his big hard dick right between my cheeks! I think you heard me shout about that. But he just kept it there, and I decided to drop it since he was finally washing my back.

"He finished that up really quickly though, then reached around and went back to washing my tits again. I scolded him about washing the same spots, and he had some cheeky response. I was trying to tell him off when he finally pulled his big boner out of my buttcheeks and slid one of his hands down my crack and around the underside. It all happened so quickly, and I didn't realize how open and dripping my love canal was. I was really turned on thinking about how much you were loving me teasing him in front of you."

"I don't understand," I gasped. "What happened?"

"Oh, just that two of his fingers slid straight into my vagina," she said. I groaned. "It was really overwhelming. You were asking me if I was okay, and he was just pinching my nipples with one hand while jamming his fingers in and out of my aching puss with the other. I almost came right there! That's when you asked him to leave, thank goodness. My slutty puss almost came all over his hand!"

I moaned and pushed her hand away. I could feel an orgasm building within me and I focused everything I could on keeping it down. My dick pumped a few times and an extra large glob of precum splurted out, but I didn't fully cum.

"Wow, baby," she said, rubbing her fingers in the new puddle of precum on my belly. "That's basically what happened to me." She giggled. "Seeing you like this is getting me really wet," she went on. "Is it ok if I touch myself some too?" I nodded and she rolled on her back and stuck a hand between her thighs. She moaned deeply and I could hear the squelching as she rubbed her fingers in her sopping wet vagina.

"Ok, then, I...hmmm," she moaned, then closed her thighs together over her hand and lay still. "Sorry, I should probably sit still too or I won't be able to talk. So then I was left alone in the shower and I was all frustrated that Kyle had gotten me all riled up...by giving me a good story to tell you, I mean. So I leaned against the wall and started massaging my clit with one hand and groping and pinching my breasts with the other. I'm not sure if I was actually trying to cum or just enjoy the sensation or what.

"I was lost in my fantasy, though, because I didn't hear Andrew come in. I wouldn't have pleasured myself knowing he was on his way. I guess Kyle went back and told him what had happened and he wanted the same treatment. I should have known. Anyway, suddenly the door swung open and Andrew was standing there completely naked, a huge grin on his face. I was so far gone it took me a few moments to realize what was happening, so he saw me rub myself for a bit.

"He teased me that he needed a shower, and that he'd have to jump in with me if I was going to just masturbate. I was really embarrassed. I didn't know what to say, so I just kinda said ok and he came in. He watched me as he started to get washed, and I wasn't sure if I was supposed to start masturbating in front of him again. Part of me really wanted to, but it wasn't like earlier with Kyle where we were showering and just happened to get really turned on. He would just be standing there watching me masturbate. So instead I just offered to wash his back and he said ok.

"We didn't have the running joke about there being too little room, so I just washed his back with my hands instead of my boobs. I could tell he didn't care, though, because his dick was still really hard. It was actually kinda nice, we stood under the water, chatting about the week so far, while washing each other's bodies."

"Each other's?" I croaked. "I thought you were just washing his back."

"Oh, that's how it started," she said. "But then he asked if I needed cleaning and I knew he just wanted to rub my boobs and butt a bunch. Kyle had just been doing it and we were having a nice chat so I decided to just let him. So congrats, baby, your girlfriend has probably the cleanest boobs and butt in existence."

She giggled. I imagined Andrew groping and squeezing her tits while the two of them chatted on like nothing was out of the ordinary. My balls ached, begging for release. Rachel could sense it and started lightly stroking my shaft again.

"After a while, I stopped cleaning him," she said. "He said I missed a spot and pointed at his huge erection. I told him that was all him, and he got kinda pouty. He said the best way to clean it was this way his ex-girlfriend showed him, and he hadn't had the chance to do that since they broke up. He figured since I was showering with him, I might give it a try. I felt bad for him, so I said ok as long as this method wasn't me jerking his big dick til he unloaded all over my chest again. He laughed and promised that wasn't it, but that I had to trust him.

"He put a big glob of body wash in his hand and, before I could react, slapped it straight onto my crotch. I asked what he was doing and he said he just had to build up a lather. So we stood there a moment as he rubbed the body wash around on my bush until it was nice and frothy. Thankfully, it didn't take too long, because he was also strumming my clit back and forth and I was about ready to cum. Then he pulled his hand away, crouched down a little, and pushed his dick between my thighs, right under my soapy crotch. He told me to close my legs and I did, trapping his hard shaft between them and my pussy lips."

"Oh fuck," I groaned. A tingle started to build behind my balls, deep within me. I knew there would be no stopping this one. Rachel could tell and finally closed her fist around my shaft and started rubbing herself again in earnest.

"He tried to, oh fuck-" she said, struggling to speak. "He tried to push it in and out, but because of how he was crouching, he couldn't really do it. So he asked me to move my hips back and forth and clean him. I did and he moaned and fell against me. I could feel my pussy lips drag up and down his hard shaft and my clit grind against his pubic bone with every stroke. It felt really naughty, but then I remembered I'd get to tell you all about it later and that made me even hornier. He really loved it too, because he reached down and grabbed my butt in his big hands and really started thrusting against me.

"He groaned that he was gonna cum. I suddenly panicked because I didn't want things to go that far. But then I realized that I was the one who'd been rubbing my hot, wet pussy up and down his aching shaft, so what could I expect? So I just whispered in his ear, 'Cum for me, baby,' and he instantly roared and sprayed the wall behind me with his cum."

"F-f-fuuuuuck!" I shouted as my dick erupted.

"Yeah baby?" she cried, pumping my jizzing dick. "Yeah, baby, you like that? Oh...oh my godddd!" Rope after rope of semen sprayed from my dick onto my belly as her orgasm overtook her next to me. We both shook and grunted in bed next to each other as her hands brought us to mutually satisfying orgasms. After several moments, we finally lay still. She wiped my jizz off her hand onto my thigh, then wiped the sweat from her brow.

"Wow, I almost need another shower," she said with a giggle.

"I think that was enough," I said.

"I know, I'm just kidding," she said. "Anyway, that was about it. I got out and dried off. I was so excited to tell you about everything, so I didn't put on any clothes. I kinda hoped that Mike or Andrew would run into me naked in the hallway, so I was thrilled when both did. And now we're here, and that's it! I'm so glad you loved it."

"Baby, I know I came really hard, but I think what you did with them was a bit much," I said.

"What? It wasn't that bad," she said. "I embellished some things to make a better story for you."

"What things?" I asked.

"I can't tell you," she said. "That would defeat the point. Just know that it didn't go down exactly like I told you."

I don't know why she insisted on changing some details. I thought the whole point was that she would tell me everything. But I guess if she actually did less than she told me, that was good. Still, it seemed alarmingly easy to make her do whatever you wanted.

"What was your favorite part?" she asked, stroking my face. "Was it when I let your friends rub my naked tits as long as they wanted? Or when your friend fingered me? Or was it when I let your friend fuck my thighs til he came?"

I struggled to not react, but I gasped at the last one. She smirked.

"I thought so," she said, then kissed me and got out of bed. "Come on, we gotta go to the beach!"

Oh yeah, how could I forget.


Just One of the Guys Ch. 04

After her encounter with Mike, Rachel returned to my room expecting wild sex, but instead found me pouting in bed. What followed was a long, difficult conversation that I don't really want to relive in full right now. Her main point was that I was watching outside the whole time and that she figured I'd step in if anything was crossing the line. Since I didn't, that meant everything should be ok and I couldn't be mad at her. My main point was that she willingly had a sexual encounter (a very intense sexual encounter from what I could tell) with my friend and my reluctance to intervene doesn't mean I approved of it. She cried, saying she was just going along with Mike because she thought I liked her teasing my friends. She was just trying to follow my lead on how to please me sexually and now I was shaming her for it. When she found out that I had cum three times (I had jacked off again waiting for her to return because I didn't want to be horny while trying to talk to her), I didn't really have anything to say back.

I tried to get her to agree to no more nude shows and no more sexual favors for my friends (no matter how much they tried to cajole her), and that's when she really got mad. She told me she'd stop the first time I said something was going too far while it was happening (and not afterward when I'd already cum), but she didn't think I'd ever do that because I loved it too much. I managed to get her to agree to at least talk to me before doing anything else so extreme, and she agreed with one condition.

That one condition was that I owed Mike something because his confidence and expertise had caused me to blow three loads in my pants and had opened my girlfriend's mind to a whole new area of sexual exploration. She didn't know what exactly I owed him, but after all this turmoil, I eventually agreed. I figured that eventually she'd give him a handjob or something, but that would be it. If he heard about this favor I owed him, he'd want to fuck her, I was sure of it. But his giant dick couldn't fit inside any part of her, so I was in the clear there.

Having come to some sort of agreement, we relaxed in the room for a bit longer, coming down from the emotional high of the argument. Eventually, we got dressed and headed downstairs to find Kyle and Andrew watching cartoons, Kyle wearing only his swim trunks, Andrew completely naked.

"Andrew, what the fuck," I said.

"What?" he asked, innocently. I scoffed and he looked down at his naked body. "Oh this? I've decided to embrace the nudist within me."

"Just because you're some hippie that let's everything fly doesn't mean we all wanna see your dick all the time," I said.

"If you don't want to look at my dick, then don't," he said, shrugging.

"But if you want to look at it," Rachel said, nudging me. "Here's your big chance."

That got a laugh out of the guys, but not from me. Rachel plopped down in the easy chair, leaving me with the seat next to Andrew on the couch. I cursed to myself and sat down next to him. He jokingly yawned and stretched, pushing his naked thigh up against mine and draping his arm around my shoulder. I brushed him off and the three of them laughed at me. Great, I thought.

Everyone's attention turned back to the TV as we waited for Mike to finish up whatever he was doing. We were all still somewhat hungover and he generally decided what we did anyway. I couldn't really concentrate on the TV, though, due in part to my hangover and due in part to the naked man next to me. I took another look down at his dick. It was only a couple inches long flaccid, and flopped over a short-cropped bed of hair. Clearly Andrew had prepared for this.

I can't believe my friend is making me look at his dick, I thought, staring at it. I had to admit it was a pretty-looking dick, as far as dicks go. I just wished he'd kept it away because now I couldn't stop thinking about it. I realized I was still staring at his dick and looked up, catching his eye before he quickly looked away. Fuck, I thought. I think he saw me checking him out. I assured myself that it was nothing, though. I was subtle, he couldn't have seen me.

Then it flopped. I caught the movement out of the corner of my eye as it flopped over on its side and pointed at me. I chanced a quick glance down. Fuck. It was definitely bigger. The shaft was a bit thicker and the head was poking out of his cut foreskin more. I wondered if it was because he caught me looking at it or if he was just getting horny being naked in front of Rachel again. Thinking of Rachel, I looked at her, only to see her smirking right back at me. My heartbeat ratcheted up. I wasn't sure about Andrew, but Rachel had definitely seen me checking out his dick. I didn't need this right now.

"What the fuck, Andrew," Mike said, coming down the stairway. "Why's your dick out?"

"I wanted to get dressed, but Brian wouldn't let me," Andrew said, pouting.

"What?!" I shouted. "That's not true at all!"

"Little Brian protests too much, methinks," Rachel said, smirking.

"Little Brian's not protesting this at all!" Andrew shouted, grabbing my crotch. They all burst out laughing as I pushed his hands off. I hadn't been hard at all, at least not really, but now they all thought I was. Great.

"What should we do today?" I asked, anxious to change topics as they collected themselves.

"Rachel said today was about you," Kyle said.

"Yeah!" Mike said. "And you never thanked me for my gift to you."

"Wait, what did you get him?" Andrew asked. Mike turned to Rachel.

"You want to show them?" he asked. She immediately blushed.

"No need," I said. I turned to Mike and heaped as much sarcasm into my voice as I could. "And thank you. So much."

"Come on," Kyle said. "What happened?"

"Actually, that gives me an idea," Mike said. I didn't like where this was going. "Today's about Brian and catching him up on everything that's happened, right?"

They all nodded.

"How about we show him the winning dive from last night that he missed?" Mike said.

"We can't," Rachel said. "I don't wanna get wet." When the guys sniggered, she added, "I meant in the pool! I don't wanna go in the pool right now."

"We can show him right here," Mike said, then turned to me. "It'll be worth it. I promise."

I turned to Rachel and raised my eyebrows. She blushed deeply and avoided my eyes.

"What do you say, Rachel?" Mike asked, holding out his hand to her. She smiled up at him and nodded, grabbing his hand and standing up. They walked to the door to the kitchen, hand in hand.

"Wait," I said, and they stopped. "Where are you going?"

"We have to get, well," she paused, blushing. "We have to get naked."

"Can't you show me over your clothes?" I asked.

"No," she said. "You'll understand when you see. I'll be a little nude, but it's nothing your friends haven't seen."

No one can be a "little" nude, I thought to myself as they went into the kitchen. I sat pouting in my seat next to Andrew. Once again I'd failed to keep my girlfriend clothed for any length of time, though I felt my dick start to harden in my pants despite the self-abuse it took this morning. Looking over at Andrew, I saw he was getting excited too. We heard their clothes hit the floor, then Rachel giggle. Then they started talking, but too quiet for us to make out the words. Then I thought I heard a wet smack.

"I wonder what they're doing in there," Andrew said, turning and kneeling on the sofa to look toward the kitchen. His now mostly hard dick stuck away from his crotch at my eye level, just over my right shoulder. I resolved to ignore it. I'd gotten enough shit about looking at it today.

"Well, he's gotta be hard for the trick to work," Kyle said.

"Really?" I asked, not at all amused.

"Yeah," Kyle said. "Last night, he was so drunk during the diving competition he couldn't get really hard, so Rachel helped him."

"Oh yeah," Andrew said. "We couldn't really see, but he told us later she let him suck on her tits while she jacked him off."

"She told me you guys might have bumped into each other naked a little bit in the dark, but nothing sexual was done," I said. Kyle and Andrew exchanged an awkward glance.

"It was a little more than that," Kyle admitted. "She grabbed my dick a few times and shoved my hands onto her tits."

"Yeah, same," Andrew said. "She didn't jack me off or anything, but she was pretty much holding onto my dick whenever I was nearby." My cheeks burned in shame while my erection struggled against my shorts. She'd sugarcoated the details some, but at least she didn't do anything crazy, I tried to tell myself.

The talking and giggling in the other room then stopped.

"Brian," Mike shouted. "I hope you're ready to meet your new and improved girlfriend!" We all turned to look at the doorway. Andrew turned fast enough to accidentally thrust his hard dick into my shoulder. I glared at him and he mouthed a sorry.

"I'm ready," I said back, deadpan.

"Alright," Mike continued. "Please welcome..."

They jumped around the corner and I gasped.

"Dickgirl!" Mike and Rachel shouted in unison. I gaped at them. Rachel stood in front of Mike. Stood on his feet, actually, while his arms wrapped around her soft belly, holding her naked body flush against his. Her hefty breasts rested atop his arms, her nipples hard and pointing (and it looked like they were a little wet). Her arms were in the air in a "ta-da" pose, while they both grinned widely.

None of us paid much attention to their faces, though, because his giant erection stuck out from between her legs, rigid as flagpole. Her crotch sat directly against it, giving the impression that it was her dick and not his.

"Oh my God," I muttered, too stunned to have any other reaction.

"After we all saw you staring at Andrew's dick, I thought I'd upgrade your girlfriend for you," Mike said.

"Shut up," I muttered to myself.

"Do you not accept me how I am?" Rachel asked, sticking her lip out in an exaggerated pout.

"You shaved!" Kyle exclaimed, pointing at their conjoined crotch. Rachel looked down and blushed.

"I did," she said, then looked back up at Mike. "Let's give them a better look."

They walked, or I should say he walked as she just kept standing on his feet, over to us on the couch. The three of us peered at her crotch and Mike's giant dick sticking out from under it.

"Wow, so smooth," Kyle said, reaching out and rubbing a couple fingers against her pubis where her hair used to be. Andrew did the same. I just stared at my girlfriend's engorged labia as the wrapped around the top of my friend's giant erect dick. Now that she was completely bare, we could easily see her clit sticking out from under its hood, also resting against the top of his dick.

"That's not all," Mike said. "Check it out." With that, he leaned forward and grabbed behind her knees and lifted her up. Her body folded until her knees were pressed against her armpits as Mike held her off the ground, pressed against his chest. The maneuver worked to spread her legs apart and curl her crotch upward toward us. Now she was completely on display for our eyes, her pussy and asscheeks spread wide, her bare labia and asshole winking at us.

"Oh my God, Mike, you're embarrassing me!" Rachel squealed, covering her face. But as we watched, a large drop of her juices slid out of her vagina, across her asshole, and then off her body, splattering on Mike's hard dick.

"Just teasing you," he said, letting her back down. His hard dick was sticking up, though, and its massive head caught in her spread lips.

"Mike! Watch it!" she squealed, hopping away from him, which made her boobs bounce around to my friends' delight. "You almost slipped inside me!"

Mike just shook his head. "I've been telling you, that's impossible. No vagina can fit me."

"I'm sorry," she said, her face falling. "I keep forgetting."

"It just sucks," he said. "I'll never be able to truly be with the woman I love."

"I'm so sorry," she said, pulling him into a supportive hug. I watched her breasts bulge out as she pressed them into his bare chest, his hard dick pressed against her bare, soft tummy. My friends watched closely as well. I could see that Andrew's dick had become rock hard over the past few minutes. I couldn't see Kyle's, but I assumed his was as well, as they both stared at her bare ass.

"It's ok," he said. "We all have our burdens to bear."

"Wait," she said, pulling back from him. "Vaginas may be too small, but what about an asshole?"

"Don't see how'd it make a difference," he said.

"Well, it's certainly gigantic for a dick," she said, holding it in her small hand. "But, and sorry for saying this, but I'm pretty sure I've taken a shit bigger than this. And if something of this size can go out, then why couldn't it go in?"

We all sat in stunned silence. Even Mike was left speechless.

"Right? What am I missing?" she asked. "I mean, it'd probably hurt some, but I know if I was your woman, I would definitely put up with a bit of pain to know that I could fit this amazing dick inside of me."

"You're one of a kind, though," Mike said.

"Well, maybe..." she looked at me, her brow furrowed. "Maybe we can try?"

"No," I said. "Absolutely not."

"But you agreed earlier that you owed Mike a favor!" she pouted, crossing her arms, causing her breasts to bulge out obscenely.

"Yeah, but I figured you'd give him a handjob or something, not let him fuck you in the ass."

"I don't see the big issue," she said. "You've never shown any interest in my asshole. I want to do your friend a favor and clear away his insecurities. I don't see why you're being so selfish."

The turn in the conversation was enough to shake my friends' out of their reverie. They watched, silent but gape-mouthed, as we argued.

"Your friend is nice enough to have you and your girlfriend as a guest at his family's property, and you won't do a thing to help him with the thing he's most insecure about," she said.

"You said you'd stop this as soon as I drew a line and put my foot down," I said. "Well this is it. This is the line I'm drawing."

"Fine," she said. "I won't do this. I won't do this as long as you can pull out your dick right now and show it's not rock hard and drooling thinking about Mike's giant dick invading my virgin asshole."

I froze. I knew she had me cornered. Even with all the abuse I laid on it out on the balcony earlier, my dick was as hard as it's ever been. We both looked down and saw a large wet spot spreading across the front of my shorts.

"I thought so," she said smugly. I hung my head in defeat. She turned back to Mike, who now sported the world's biggest shit-eating grin. "So how should we do this?"

"First, let's get you in position," he said, guiding her to Andrew's side of the couch. He bent her over the armrest, forcing her face into Andrew's naked lap.

"Whoa!" Andrew said as her head descended right onto his crotch. Her hair fell over her face, covering it and his crotch.

"What the fuck," I said. "Blowing Andrew wasn't part of the deal."

"I wasn't blowing him," she said, clearing the hair from her face, which rested high on his naked thighs, mere inches from his hard dick and hairy balls.

"Stay there," Mike said to Andrew. "The more turned on she is, the more she'll relax and the more likely this will all work. Make sense?"

"Yeah, makes sense," she said, her breath tickling Andrew's shaft.

"The way I see it," Mike said. "Our best chance is by starting small and working our way up. So I'll start with my fingers, and that'll get you loose enough to take a normal-sized dick. At that point, Kyle or Andrew could take over for a little bit until you're nice and loose for them."

"And then I'll be loose enough to fit you?" she asked.

"I really hope so," he said.

"Wait," I said. "Now they're fucking you in the ass too?"

"Don't be so crude," she said. "They're just going to help widen my hole so it can fit Mike."

"I don't see why they both have to," I said. "They're pretty much the same size."

"Didn't know you were such an expert on our dicks," Kyle said. The four of them laughed.

"I'm not, you've just all been flinging them around all week," I protested. "And I'm about the same size too. Why can't I be the one to loosen you up?"

"Stop being selfish," she said. "You showed no interest in my asshole until Mike did. And now you want to claim it for yourself."

"But I'm your boyfriend!"

"Actually, it's best if you don't," Mike said. "Because we need her as turned on as possible and it seems like nothing turns her on more than humiliating you."

"That's not true," I said. "Right, babe?"

Rachel blushed as she looked up at me, past Andrew's dick.

"Holy shit," Mike said, checking out her exposed pussy from behind. "She's fucking dripping back here thinking about it."

"I know I'm not the only one who likes it," she said, grabbing my crotch. Her hand wrapped around my wet, stiff member through my shorts. The sensation startled me and I lost my train of thought.

"So I think you should actually hide your face again," Mike said, leaning over her and pushing her hair back over her face and Andrew's dick. "You don't have to blow him, but this way you can feel like a slut knowing that we all think you're just sucking his dick right in front of us."

She moaned. Andrew did too. I burned with shame. I didn't know if she was actually kissing and sucking his dick, but even if she wasn't, she was rubbing her face all over it.

"Ok, just pretend, babe," I said weakly. She responded with an "Mm-hmm", though it sounded like something was in her mouth.

"Now that that's covered, let's get started," Mike said. "Lube is going to be super important, but thankfully..." He trailed off and she let out a surprised gasp. No doubt he stuck his finger in her vagina to collect some of her fuck juice. "You're giving us a lot to work with. Ok, here comes one finger."

From our spot on the couch, Andrew, Kyle and I could see her naked back and the twin mounds of her thick ass. We couldn't see much beyond that, but we did see Mike first massage, then enter her ass with his long middle finger.

"Oh my godddddd," she moaned into Andrew's crotch as he entered.

"How you doing?" Mike asked.

"Good," she said. "It just feels... strange. It kinda hurts but I kinda like it too. It makes me feel really dirty and violated. But in a good way."

"That's because you're a filthy slut," he said as he started working the finger in and out of her asshole. After a few strokes she started pushing her ass back to meet his thrusts. "Yeah, now you're feeling it. Ok, here comes finger two."

She gasped and clenched up. But she started rocking back into him again. She moaned and whimpered at his fingers' intrusion. Before we knew it, he was sawing three fingers in and out of her. My heart beat at double time. Here was my girlfriend, the love of my life, moaning and squealing as my friend stretched her asshole apart so he could fit his giant dick inside.

"Wow, you're loosening up really quick," he said. "This may work after all."

"I told you!" she said, her voice muffled.

"Quiet, slut, your asshole has a lot more in store for it," he said. She moaned in reply. "Kyle, you better get ready, you're up first."

Kyle had watched the proceedings quietly next to me, but Mike's instruction jolted him from his reverie. He jumped up and shucked off his clothes in a split second, leaving him standing there completely naked, his hard cock bouncing in front of him. He walked around to where Mike stood, behind Rachel's bent naked body.

"Holy shit that's hot," Kyle said as soon as he saw Mike's fingers pistoning in and out of her widening asshole from behind. He started stroking himself. Mike pulled his fingers out of Rachel and she immediately whimpered. She pushed her ass up higher and waggled it back and forth, searching for the fingers again.



"Hold on, slut," Mike said to her, before turning back to Kyle. "You'll have to stick it in her to get it lubed up, then just work it into her ass slowly."

"Wait," Rachel said, sticking her arm underneath her and blocking her vagina from their view. "You're not sticking your dick in my vagina. That's for Brian only." She turned her head back to talk to them, which caused her hair to pull away from Andrew's dick. It glistened with moisture.

"Yeah," I said weakly. "That's for me only."

"Well we need lots of lube," Mike said. "And it's right there and producing a fucking gallon of it for us."

"There's gotta be something else you can use," she said. "I'm doing this as a favor to you, Mike. I'm not just some cheap slut that wants her boyfriend's friends to fill all her holes as he watches."

"Really?" Mike said. "Because I think that's exactly what you want."

"That's enough," I said, standing up. "She said no."

"She said no, but she's gushing more than ever," Mike said, rubbing her vagina and causing her to moan loudly. He held up his hand and showed her juices that covered it.

"Then just use that to get his dick wet. If she's dripping, you don't need to stick it inside," I said.

Mike glared at me a moment, then smiled. "He's right," he said. "I didn't think she'd get this turned on having her boyfriend watch us play with her body, but I guess that's just how slutty she is. You can come over here and watch us to make sure we stay in the right hole, Brian. Go ahead, Kyle."

I'm not sure if I walked over to their side so that I could keep an eye on them or just because I wanted a better view of them entering my girlfriend's virgin asshole. Either way, I soon saw their view, Rachel's ass raised high, her ass cheeks and pussy lips spread wide, showcasing their prizes within. True to Mike's word, fluid was gushing from Rachel's hole, soaking her legs. She'd never flowed like that for me. Hell, she never made half the sounds she was making for me. I worried that this was going to ruin me for her. After this, normal sex with me and my normal dick was going to be nothing compared to my friends using her body with gleeful abandon.

Kyle scooped some of the fluid from on and around her pussy and smeared it on his dick. After repeating the process a few times, he grabbed his dick in one hand and her ass cheek in the other and lined his dick up with her asshole, which had closed again after Mike removed his fingers. He pressed the head against it.

"Fuck," she moaned. "A dick feels so much bigger than fingers."

"It's not gonna work," Kyle said, stepping back. He stared at her puckered anus as he casually stroked himself.

"Of course it's not gonna work," Mike said. "You need to beg for it, slut. You need to want that dick inside your ass more than anything else in the world."

"But I don't," Rachel said. "I'm just trying to fit your dick in there as a favor to you. You told me Kyle would be able to help make that happen."

"In that case," Mike said. "It won't work. I'm gonna go jerk off and stop trying to deal with this tease."

He started to walk from the room when Rachel shouted after him.

"No, wait!" she shouted. "Please!"

He turned back around. She reached behind her and grabbed her fat cheeks, pulling them as wide as she could. Her asshole started to open again.

"Please fuck my ass!"

Her words were like a dagger to my heart and a shot of adrenaline to my dick.

"What will you do for us?" Mike asked.

"Do for you?" she asked. "You'll get to fuck my ass."

"Not good enough. This won't work unless you want it so bad you'll give up anything."

"Fine!" she shouted. "If you fuck me in the ass it'll be yours, Mike. You can fuck it whenever and wherever you want. You'll own it and I won't let Brian near it. Just please fuck me!"

Mike smirked and walked back behind her.

"You're not, uhh," I stammered. "Not, uhhh, serious about that, are you babe?"

"We talked about this, Brian, I'm going to have to humiliate you for this to work," she said. "So just shut up, and spread my cheeks for them. My arms are getting tired."

I gulped dryly and did as she said. I had to believe that she was only pretending when she gave ownership of her asshole over the Mike to do what he wanted with. As I spread her cheeks and watched Kyle's hard dick press against her hole right in front of me, I imagined having sex with her and Mike barging into the room, demanding to have her ass right then. Would she really push me aside and let Mike ravage her anally? I cursed as I realized the thought made my dick drip.

With a loud groan from both Kyle and Rachel, the head of his dick slipped past her sphincter. I looked to her other end, where Andrew still sat with his hard dick in her face. I could see he slipped a hand under her and was mauling her succulent hanging breasts. Her hair had fallen away from her face so that I could see her face and Andrew's angry rock-hard dick. Her mouth hung open from the exertion of the anal invasion, her lips curling around his wet shaft like her other lips had curled around Mike's dick earlier.

I continued holding her cheeks apart as Kyle worked his way in. After a minute, he was all the way in, his hips pressed against my hands and no doubt his balls pressed against her sopping pussy. I let go and Kyle pressed himself fully against her naked backside.

"Oh my goddd," she moaned. "You're so deep inside me. I feel like you're poking my lungs."

"Work it in and out of her some," Mike said. "Get her real loose and relaxed back there."

He started to, slowly pulling his dick out of her. Her O-ring clung to his shaft, letting it exit her reluctantly. Once only his head was left, he reversed direction and pushed back in until once again her asscheeks pancaked out against his waist. His eyes rolled back into his head from the extreme pleasure of my girlfriend's backdoor.

I started stroking myself as Kyle began speeding up. The force of his thrusts caused her butt and thighs to jiggle. She pushed her torso up off the couch (and Andrew's naked crotch) and slammed her body back against Kyle to meet his thrusts, her pendulous tits swinging wildly with each thrust.

"The slut loves it!" Mike cackled, then saw me stroking myself. "And so does her sissy boy. Oh my god this is amazing."

"Fuck you, Mike," she panted.

"You will soon, don't worry," he chuckled. That just made her thrust against Kyle harder. His eyes widened in shock and fear.

"Oh fuck," Kyle said. "I'm gonna-"

"No you DON'T," Mike shouted. "Not inside her, my dick's still going in there and I don't wanna touch your sperm."

"What do I..." he murmured, his grip on reality leaving him as my girlfriend's rectum milked him violently. "Where do I..."

"Just not in there!" Mike shouted, grabbing Kyle by the shoulders and pulling him out of Rachel right as he started cumming. His first rope of cum splattered across her back. He stumbled back, losing his balance as his orgasm froze his brain, and turned slightly toward me. His second, much bigger, rope of cum hit me directly in the chest, splattering me from the base of my neck to the base of my dick.

"Oh my god!" Mike squealed, laughing and pointing at me. Kyle fell to the floor, his dick still lurching, spraying the rest of its load all over his own chest.

"What the fuck happened?!" Rachel shouted, thrusting her now empty ass back at the air where Kyle used to stand, her sphincter squeezing open and close in vain. She turned her head and saw me covered in cum. "Did you cum again, Brian?!"

Burning with shame I grabbed the nearest shirt and wiped Kyle's cum off my body.

"No," Mike said between fits of giggles. "Kyle shot him with his load!"

Rachel looked at Kyle, spent and covered in his own cum, then back to me as I struggled to wipe the massive trail of his seed from my naked body. She moaned and I saw her vagina spray a tiny jet of juice onto the floor behind her.

"Oh man, that was too perfect," Mike said, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes. "Ok, now it's my turn."

"What about me?" Andrew asked. We all looked to him. I'm sure I wasn't the only one that had almost forgotten him. Rachel stared at his hard, pulsing dick right in front of her face.

"I'm sorry, Andrew," she said. "I'm already pretty sore from that and I don't think I could handle another one and then Mike."

Andrew's face fell. He was crushed to not be able to fuck my gorgeous girlfriend's incredible ass. Who could blame him?

"But I meant what I said earlier," she said. "Andrew, Mike, Kyle. My asshole belongs to you now. I thought I'd like anal sex, and now I know I love it, so please, I hope you guys use it as often as it can handle. And you'll get first dibs on it whenever it's recovered from today, Andrew, I promise. But right now, I need Mike to cram his horse cock inside there as soon as possible. Is that okay?" She leant down and kissed the head of his dick. "Is it?" She licked him from balls to slit. "I promise I'll make it up to you." She opened her mouth wide and stuffed both of his balls into her mouth, humming and rolling them around with her tongue. He moaned out a breathy affirmative.

I was crushed. She was serious. Her ass no longer belonged to me. It didn't even belong to her anymore. It belonged to my three friends to use and abuse whenever they wanted to. Judging by the look on Kyle's face (eyes half-closed and mouth half-open as he struggled to recover from his massive orgasm), they were going to want to fuck her ass whenever they saw it sashay past them. I guess I should be glad I still had sole claim to her pussy, but I could hardly say I was happy, no matter how hard my dick currently was or how much it yearned to explode like Kyle's just had.

Mike walked up behind Rachel and rubbed her pussy, coating his hand in her juices before transferring them to his dick. She looked back at his dick and fear filled her eyes.

"Holy shit," she said. "I don't think I'm ready for this."

"You promised it would fit," he said. "So we're gonna make it fit."

She just bit her lip trembled. Once his dick was adequately covered with her fuck juices, he pressed the head against her hole, which was still open slightly from Kyle. Then pulled back.

"I don't think you want it," he said.

"Shut the fuck up and jam it in there, you shit," she screamed. Mike smirked and did so. At least tried to. Even with all the foreplay, his massive dickhead just pressed against her naked backside like there wasn't even a hole there. After pressing for a moment, he stepped back, readjusted his angle, and pushed into her again. She pushed back, but no matter their straining, he didn't budge.

"Fuck," Mike whispered to himself as he stepped back again. I could see the disappointment washing over him.

"Hey, what happened?" Rachel asked.

"I told you," Mike said. "It won't fit."

"We're not giving up that easily," she said. "I have an idea." She pushed herself off Andrew's lap and stood next to Mike. She grabbed his massive hardon and stroked it. "You said it needs to humiliate Brian, right? That that's the way to make it work?"

"It was just a guess," Mike said. "To get you to loosen up. But it's no use."

"Bullshit," she said. I had to admire her tenacity, even if it was to assfuck my friend's massive dick. "We just need to try a different position. Being bent over the couch with Andrew's dick in my face was pretty humiliating at first, but it's just surface level humiliation for Brian, y'know?"

"What do you mean?" Mike asked.

"Sure he had to watch his girlfriend get stuffed from both ends, but that's just sex. A little extreme, sure, but plenty of couples do it. And I could always assume one of them was Brian," she said.

"So what do you suggest?" Mike asked. I trembled, not wanting to know. It couldn't be good.

"How about I lay down on my back," she said, laying back on the couch, shooing Andrew out of the way. "And you can enter me like this." She grabbed her knees and pulled them to her chest, her pussy and asshole spread wide in front of us. "That way," she continued. "I'd have to either stare into your eyes and watch how your life changes as I become the first girl to ever accept your fucking incredible dick... or watch your incredible dick as splits me open. Either way, it'll be way more intimate than having me bury my face in the couch."

"...and that'll humiliate Brian," Mike finished for her.

"Uhhh, yeah. Brian," she said, glancing over at me.

"Works for me," Mike said, bounding over the armrest and kneeling in front of her presented asshole.

"Anything I can do?" Andrew asked.

"Aww, sweet Andrew," Rachel said, smiling at him. "You can suck on my tits. That'll help keep me really horny."

"And humiliate Brian," Mike said, smirking at me. I was really growing to loathe that smirk.

"Can I play with your tits too?" I asked. I felt ridiculous asking my own girlfriend in front of my friends if I could touch her breasts.

"I don't know," Rachel said as Andrew leant over and took one of her hard nipples into his mouth. Mike rubbed her pussy and smeared more of her juices on his dick. "That wouldn't be as humiliating for you, would it?"

"No, I guess not," I said, blushing.

"And we really need you as humiliated as possible," she said. "Or this won't work."

I didn't say anything. Mike leant forward and pressed his dick against her hole once again. Still nothing. He sat back on his haunches, sweating profusely.

"I don't think it's gonna fit," Mike said.

"It has to," Rachel said.

"I don't know what else to do," he said. "Is there anything else that turns you on? Anything really dirty that you don't want to admit?"

Rachel thought for a second and then blushed. She looked at me, then at Andrew, then bit her lip.

"I can tell you thought of something," Mike said.

"I did," she said, continuing to blush profusely. "But, oh my God." She covered her face with her hands.

"What is it?" Mike demanded. I wondered what it could be. Here she was, surrounded by four horny naked guys, all trying to fuck her asshole. How much worse could it get?

"Well, okay," she said, seeming to make up her mind. "I've always found gay porn really hot."

"Should we play some for you?" Mike asked. "I could get my computer."

"That would be ok," she said. "But what would be way better would be..." She trailed off and looked at me, eyes both pleading and full of shame. "Babe, would you make out with Andrew a little?"

To say I was stunned was king of understatements. "What do you mean, make out with Andrew?" I asked, hoping I'd confused something.

I could see the shame burning her face as she lowered her hands to her tits and gripped them, letting out a soft moan. "Oops," she murmured, dropping her hands back to her waist. I had to admit, despite literally everything else about this situation, I was glad she was feeling at least some of the humiliation I'd been overwhelmed with the past couple days.

"I just mean that it'd turn me on so fucking much if you two would just like, I don't know... kiss and touch each other some?" she said.

"You can't be serious," I said.

"Come on," she pleaded. "It's just some kissing. I know you men have all this shit built up about displaying affection toward one another. But it's just a kiss. Plus, I've seen the way you've been staring at his dick all day."

"That's not true!" I shouted. But I couldn't help thinking back to all the times I'd looked at his dick today. Wondered out it felt. Thought about touching it.

Then I thought, Andrew. Andrew will save me from this. I looked at him.

"Why aren't you saying anything?" I asked him.

"It's just kissing," he said with a shrug.

"But... but we're both guys!" I sputtered.

"If that makes a difference to you," he said. "I don't have all those hangups. We're just two people."

I shook my head. "I... I can't," I said.

"Hey," Andrew said softly, stepping to me and putting a soft hand on my shoulder. "We're friends, right? Have been for a long time?"

I looked up into his eyes. They were deep, dark and I quickly drowned in them. I nodded.

"And have I ever done anything to hurt you?"

I shook my head.

"Then trust me with this, ok? We're all trying to help Mike. Prove to him that sexual intimacy isn't impossible. I'm more than willing to make out with you to help that happen. Rachel agreed to have a fucking tree trunk shoved up her ass to make that happen. You sure you can't accept a little kiss to do your part?"

I stood there dumbfounded. I didn't know how this suddenly all got turned on me. Like I was the asshole. But here I was, believing I was being ridiculous, while lost in Andrew's gorgeous eyes and soft, lilting voice.

"It'll be okay," Andrew cooed, then stepped closer, leaning in for the kiss. I stood still, waiting for it, when I felt him something touch my crotch. I looked down and saw his rock-hard dick pressing against my pubic bone, its shaft rubbing against mine.

I jumped back, but Andrew's hands grabbed my shoulders and held me in place. He whispered again that it was okay and shushed me. I looked over at Rachel. She lay on the couch completely naked and covered in sweat, her mouth hung open and eyes half-closed watching us. Her hand rubbed her clit slowly. Mike hovered above her, his erection towering over her spread thighs.

"Hey," Andrew said, turning my face back to his. "Stay on me. We're naked, and that's fine, and we're gonna kiss, and that's no big deal, ok?"

I gulped and managed to give a tiny nod. He smiled for an instant, then stepped forward and leaned in.

The first thing I felt was his dick once again touch mine, but this time I didn't flinch. An instant later, his lips were against mine. I thought kissing a guy would be all aggressive and hard-edged, but his lips were soft and his kiss was tender. He kissed me once, then pulled back and looked at me. Then kissed me again.

His third kiss was the first I returned. He gasped and stepped into me. His hard dick folded up against my body and mine did against his. He held my body tight against his as we continued kissing. Kissing him wasn't all that different from kissing a girl, I realized. Sure, he smelled different, and his body was a little firmer and I could feel his stubble as our kisses got sloppier. And I could feel the heat from his hard dick as he pressed it against me...

I moaned. He took that as an invitation and dove his tongue in my open mouth. I wrestled it with my own tongue as electricity shot to my cock. I could feel him start to thrust his hips back and forth, dragging his dick up and down against my lower abdomen and I started to do the same to him. We were both warm and covered with a sheen of sweat, and thrusting my dick between our bodies and against his quivering shaft felt divine.

"Oh my god," I barely heard Rachel moan. Then she shouted, much louder, "Oh my GOD!!" I looked to the couch. Mike had Rachel's knees pinned up behind her head, the massive head of his massive dick disappearing between her spread cheeks. He was in, I thought. Mike's massive dick had finally invaded my girlfriend's anal cavity.

Mike screamed, equal parts shock, joy and extreme pleasure, as he pushed down and another two inches disappeared into my girlfriend's body.

"Hey," Andrew said again, turning my face to face his once more. "Stay on me, ok?" Before I could respond, he grabbed the back of my head and drew me in, kissing me again, and I gladly welcomed his tongue back into my mouth, moaning and massaging it with my own. I could hear Mike and Rachel grunting and moaning, but none of that mattered as Andrew grabbed my ass with his other hand thrust his dick harder still into my crotch.

"FUCK!!" Mike screamed. That shocked Andrew and I out of our reverie and we looked over. Mike was maybe halfway inside Rachel, but that was all.



"I'm sorry!" Rachel sobbed.

"What... what happened?" I asked, slow to come back to my senses. I could still feel Andrew's hot, wet, hard dick twitching against my own and it was making my heart race.

"I can't," Rachel gasped, grunting in pain. "It can't go any farther."

"Goddammit!" Mike shouted. "That's not even halfway!" He stared down at his massive dick, still partly inside Rachel's anal passage, though even keeping it that far in was clearly putting her in a lot of pain.

I don't know exactly what compelled me to do what I did next. I want to say it was because I wanted to help out my "friend" Mike. I would have reluctantly admitted that it was because I'd spent the past few days being the prude and knew what would turn Rachel on. I may even admit that it was because Andrew had been so kind and gentle with me during this and I wanted to reward him. But when I really think about it and am honest with myself, I know it was because the idea that this strong, confident man was brimming with sexual desire for me was driving my lust to untold heights and I needed to push it further.

"Rachel," I said calmly. She looked over to me, eyes filled with tears. "Would it help if I got Andrew off?" I reached down and grabbed his erection. He gasped. It felt scorching hot in my hand. Its center was hard as steel, but the outside was soft as velvet. "Would it help if I made him cum?"

"Ohhhh my godddd," Rachel moaned, watching my hand fist his cock. Mike, for his part, saw his opening and moved one hand to her clit, rubbing it in earnest. She moaned again and I saw a small stream of her juices spray out of her vagina, all over his dick. She groaned deeply as he pressed, sliding a few more inches inside her.

I grabbed Andrew's balls with my free hand, fondling them. He moaned and his knees buckled. I guided him to the coffee table in front of the couch and he sat down. I knelt down in front of him, between his spread thighs, and kept jacking him. I stared at the eye of his red cockhead as I jacked it right in front of my face. The musty smell of his manhood lit up my nervous system like a drug. I felt the compulsion to kiss it, put my mouth on it, taste it. Taste him. But I held back.

"Brian," Rachel moaned next to me. I looked over at her. Mike was mostly inside her now, only a few inches stood waiting outside her sphincter. "What are you doing?"

"This is for you, babe," I said, winking. I looked up at Andrew. "You gonna cum on me or not, big guy?"

"Mmmmmmm... fuuuuuuuuUUUUCK!" Andrew groaned. I felt his dick start to pulse, and I aimed his dick at my chest and mentally readied myself for what was coming. Another two pulses, and the first jet of his cum shot from his dick and splattered on my chest. It felt as hot as lava, and had barely cooled off before the second, bigger shot sprayed me. I heard Rachel moan beside me, a deep, guttural moan I'd never heard before. Then Mike screamed with glee. I looked over and saw his thighs pressing against her asscheeks, the entirety of his dick nowhere to be seen.

He'd done it. We'd done it, really. His entire gigantic dick was now somehow wedged completely inside my girlfriend's voluptuous body. I felt Andrew's last few spurts hit my chest as Mike pulled his dick out to its crown, then plunged it back in a single smooth stroke. Andrew pushed my hand away from his now oversensitive dick, but I wasn't ready to let it go, so I reached down and fondled his balls as we watched the show on the couch next to us.

Mike didn't waste any time after he'd finally gotten his full dick inside a woman. He slammed his cock in and out of my girlfriend's ass, his thighs making a loud slap against her cheeks with each thrust. Rachel, meanwhile, was cursing Mike, me, Andrew, Kyle, God, and any other name she could form in between grunts and moans. Mike was busy using both hands to pin her knees against the couch next to her ears, so she grabbed a tit in one hand and mauled her clit with the other while he plundered her ass to an impossible depth.

Mike's first time sticking his dick in a woman didn't last long. He screamed that he was going to cum, and that sent Rachel over the top too. He plunged himself completely inside her, and I watched as his butt flexed as he shot load after load deep inside my girlfriend. Rachel's eyes rolled back into her head and she shrieked as her vagina exploded, splattering Mike's belly with a huge splash of her juices as she hit her climax.

And then it was all over. Mike slumped forward on top of Rachel, resting his cheek against her heaving chest, his mouth an inch from her still-hard nipple. She moaned and wrapped her arms and legs around him, pressing her large, soft breasts against his head. He flicked his tongue out and licked the nearest nipple and she giggled.

"I've gotta clean up," I said, staggering to my feet. I saw Kyle sitting on the floor next to the couch, covered with a fresh batch of cum. He must have jerked off watching the rest of us, I thought.

"Can you get us a towel too?" Mike asked. "I'm gonna have to pull out at some point, and I don't want to make a mess of the couch."

I nodded and headed into the hall. I opened the linen closet and grabbed a couple old-looking towels. I was about to use one to wipe Andrew's cum off my chest, but then threw it back into the closet. I kind of liked having his seed splattered across my chest. I returned with the one towel.

"Put it on the ground," he directed me, pointing at the front of the couch. I laid it down where he said, and he stepped off the couch, shifting Rachel's body with him so he could stay inside her. When he was standing over the towel, holding her ass over the same, he finally pulled his softening dick out. His semen spilled out of her asshole, which had been stretched so wide it was not ready to close up yet. The massive load splatted onto the towel on the floor.

I suddenly felt the need to get out of there. They'd all cum, but I hadn't, and I wanted some time to jerk off in peace without them watching and judging me. I mumbled something about taking a shower and went upstairs. I started the shower and waited in the bathroom for it to get warm, when the door opened behind me. I turned around to see Andrew standing there, naked and beautiful.

"Need a hand?" he asked.

I smiled.


Just One of the Guys Ch. 04a

This story picks up where Chapter. 03a left off.

*****

"I don't know how much I liked that," I said.

"I think you liked it a lot," Rachel said with a wink, motioning to the semen I'd splattered all over my belly.

"No, I mean, yeah, I just," I sputtered. "I'm confused. You teasing my friends is one thing. You guys getting each other off is something else."

"They didn't get me off," she said. "I didn't cum until just now with you."

"But Andrew practically fucked you," I said.

"No he didn't," she said. "He just rubbed against me some. It's not my fault if your friends find me so sexy they can't help orgasming around me."

"You certainly gave him a lot of help," I said.

She sat back down on the bed next to me and stroked my head.

"I'm sorry, baby. I was just playing around with him because I knew it'd get you all worked up," she said. "I figured, if we were making your friends take part in our little sex games, we can't get mad if they cum."

I don't know how her messing around with my friends became our sex game. But I couldn't deny how hard it made me cum every time, so I couldn't get too upset.

"It just makes me feel less special if you're getting naked and getting them off too," I said.

"Aww, baby," she cooed. "You are special. I can't help if guys jerk off to me. But you're the only one who gets me off. Sure, your friends get me all worked up when they fondle my wet, naked body and rub their hard cocks against my pussy, but I don't cum until I'm back with you."

I wanted to protest that the guys humping her isn't the same as them jerking off, but her point was made. The guys could have their fun, but she'd always end back with me. It may not be what I envisioned, but the difference between them just, say, trying to peek at her cleavage and them playing with her boobs weren't that different in the grand scheme of things. But they couldn't make her cum. That was my job.

"You still don't need to go out of your way to get them off," I said. "They've seen and felt you naked some, which is fine, I guess. But I don't want to set the precedent that they can come to you and you'll get them off."

She agreed and kissed me. I was still worried that she would get caught up in the heat of the moment and break these rules. She's getting incredibly turned on during this too. More turned on than she ever did with just me alone. But I didn't want to get too paranoid. I definitely felt better after talking to her. I felt even better after finally cleaning all the cum off me and getting dressed.

I was glad we were heading to the public beach today. Rachel couldn't keep her clothes on in this house and decency laws would at least force her to keep covered out in public. Kyle and Andrew even bailed on coming at all, since they probably assumed the same and they both just spent half the morning playing with her naked body. I had no doubt she'd try her best to tease me and Mike anyway, but I was relieved to know there was at least a limit. Each of my friends had already seen every inch of her naked body, so it's not like she could really do anything she hadn't already.

I was chosen to drive us to the beach because my car was blocking everyone else's since I'd arrived last. Mike and I were each dressed in board shorts and light shirts. We'd fully packed the car with towels and a cooler by the time Rachel finally made her way outside in a pair of short shorts and a white crop top. It had a wide neck, so one of the sleeves hung down off her shoulder, and was partially see through in the bright sun. It would have made a fine swimsuit coverup, except she had no top on underneath. Just the thin, translucent shirt, then her large, wobbling breasts and dark areola. She was clearly going to try her best to tease, despite the decency laws.

"Where's your swimsuit, babe?" I asked.

"I want to stop at a shop in town to get a new one," she said. "My one-piece would be indecent in public and the bikini is all dirty and sandy."

"I'd love to help you pick one out," Mike said, his eyes glued to her gently swaying breasts and his smirk showing his intentions were far from virtuous. My mind flashed to her dressing and undressing in front of him. I groaned.

"Don't be silly, you guys should enjoy the beach," she said. "I'll be quick."

I was surprised she turned him down, but I wasn't about to argue. I got in the driver seat and Rachel got in the other side, forcing Mike to the backseat. I was once again surprised she turned down an opportunity to fool around with him back there. Maybe we actually could enjoy a low-key afternoon together.

Mike grilled Rachel on the drive over about what type of swimsuit she would get. She kept demurring, saying she'd see what they had there. He kept encouraging her to get something that would minimize tanlines and she just rolled her eyes. She pulled her hair together in a bun as we drove over, and the top lifted up past the bottom of the breasts as she did so.

"You want me to prance around in public wrapped in dental floss, and look at you," she said, turning to the back seat. "Baggy board shorts, you coward."

"Sexy swimsuits are an option for women," Mike said. "Guys just look silly in those little Euro speedos."

"Maybe a bit silly," she said. "But it's sexy seeing a guy with the confidence to let himself just hang out like that."

We made it into town and found the public beach. Rachel spotted a swimsuit shop across the street and made me stop the car so she could hop out.

"Text me where you guys end up," she said, leaning back in the window.

"Hold on a sec," Mike said, undoing his seatbelt and hopping out to join her.

"I said I didn't need help," she said.

"I know, I just thought you were right," he said. "I can't tell you to get a nice tan while I'm wearing these huge things." He tugged at his board shorts.

"Do you think a speedo will even contain your...huge thing?" she asked with a giggle.

"We'll see if you can stuff it in there or not," he said. She laughed and rolled her eyes.

"Wait," I said, my heart rising in my throat. Just a moment ago, everything felt low-key. Now, suddenly, they're on their way to dual fashion show. "I'll just park and we can go in together."

"No, we need you to find a spot on the beach for us," Mike said. "It can get crowded."

"Don't worry, baby," Rachel said. "We'll be there as soon as we can."

I didn't know what else to say, so I just nodded. As they walked to the shop, he draped his arm across her back and dropped his hand into the back pocket of her shorts, giving her firm rump a strong squeeze. Her hand drifted to his butt and squeezed back. The familiar mix of arousal and humiliation rose up in me as I watched them grope each other on the way into the shop. I hated how familiar they'd already become with each others' bodies, but I couldn't deny it made my heart race. I took a deep breath, reminded myself that we were in public so nothing really could happen, and turned into the beach parking lot.

The beach was not crowded at all. I mean, there were plenty of people there, but the idea that I had to save us a spot was a joke. I set up our towels and cooler on an empty spot of beach at least 50 yards away from anyone else, then covered myself with sun lotion and laid back. I heard my phone chime and fished it out of my bag to see I'd missed a number of messages in a group chat that was me, the three guys and Rachel.

Mike: [Guys, Rachel needs help picking out a new bathing suit. What do you think of these?]

Next followed two pictures of my girlfriend in different bikinis, one green and one black, in a dressing room. I could see Mike reflected in the mirror, taking the pictures. I hoped that she changed alone, but the pictures were only sent two minutes apart, so probably not. At least that meant she wasn't naked for long.

Kyle: [Both look pretty much the same to me.]

Andrew: [What do the backs look like?]

Two more pictures came through. The first showing her wearing the black one from the back. The bottoms were full coverage from her waist to about halfway down her butt, where they cut in leaving the bottom half of her plump cheeks hanging out. The next was her wearing the green bikini, and this one was more triangular in shape, but still left at least half of her butt on display. I zoomed in and realized I didn't see the strings from her top across her back. I guess it didn't matter since they wanted to see the back of the bottoms, but I was annoyed she was topless.

Kyle: [Wow, both very nice.]

Andrew: [Your butt is incredible, Rachel.]

Rachel: [Lol thank you. You keep reminding me.]

Kyle: [So it's bikinis then? I liked the way the one-piece showed off your ass.]

Rachel: [Of course you did. And how my tits kept flying out I'm sure.]

Mike: [We want reduced tanlines, so we're looking at bikinis.]

I wasn't sure who the 'we' was in that situation, but I guess it didn't matter. A couple more bikini pictures followed, none of them that different from each other. I smiled, betting that the guys were frustrated the shop didn't have more revealing options. I finally reached the end of the thread.

Andrew: [Lol, Brian still hasn't chimed in.]

Me: [Sorry, just saw the notifications. They all look nice. Rachel, which do you like?]

I wanted to remind them she wasn't some doll they could dress up and drool over. She was a person. My girlfriend, specifically.

Rachel: [The problem is, I like these bottoms the best...]

Mike sent a picture of her in the black bottoms from earlier. It gave me a jolt, though, because it was a full-body pic and she wasn't wearing a top. Her hair was pulled in front of her shoulder, covering one breast, but the other one was completely exposed, nipple hard, for the camera. She had a cheesy grin on her face, clearly not at all concerned that this guy she met a few days ago was taking a topless picture of her. Before I could respond, the next ones came in.

Rachel: [But this top the best...]

The next picture from Mike was of course a full-body pic of her just wearing the top. The top itself was nice, if maybe a little small in the chest for her. Her generous bust overflowed each side of the two orange triangles. But we were also treated to the sight of her exposed bush framed by her cute tummy, the sloping arc of her wide hips and her soft, thick thighs. She could have covered it, but instead stood there smiling with her hands on her hips.

Mike: [Here's the top from behind.]

The next picture was her wearing the same top, but you could only see the strings hanging down her naked back. Clearly, that wasn't the point of the pic, though. She still wasn't wearing any bottoms, so the guys now had a picture of her beautiful juicy ass whenever they wanted.

Me: [You could have worn the other half of the bathing suit for those pics :-( ]

I felt lame sending a frowny emoji, but I didn't know what else to do.

Rachel: [Ugh, Mike was supposed to crop them before sending!!]

Then Mike sent a smirking emoji.

Me: [Mike doesn't need those pictures either.]

Rachel: [Oh it's fine. They've all seen me naked before, so it doesn't really matter if they see my parts again.]

I knew she was right. I just worried about where else those pics could end up.

Me: [Why don't you just wear the two of them together? Orange and black don't clash.]

Rachel: [Yeah true]

I didn't hear anything more from then for a little while. I kept expecting them to show up on the beach, but they didn't. I finally texted Rachel, asking how it was going. A moment later I received a video call from her. I answered it and her face appeared, still in the store's dressing room.

"We've been trying to find a speedo for Mike, but, uh," she said and giggled. "We've hit a bit of a snag."

She switched the camera to the one facing Mike. He was wearing a speedo alright, and the problem was immediately clear. His huge dick was rock hard and there was nowhere near enough material to keep it covered. His rod was pointing straight up, practically to his belly button and the swimsuit only came up to his waist, leaving the last couple inches of his dick's wide shaft and the entirety of its bulbous, throbbing head exposed.

"Come on, I don't need to see that," I said.

"Don't be a prude," Rachel said. "Anyway, we keep trying to tuck it in..." She reached over with her free hand and grabbed the top of the shaft. I let out an involuntary gasp. I knew she'd had a hand on each of their dicks before, but seeing her do it again in front of me without regard stung me. Her little hand could barely make it around his huge meat. She pushed it down to the side, trying to tuck the giant head under the waistband. When she finally kind of succeeded and let go, his boner pushed the material away from his body obscenely. Then, a moment later, the material slipped away and his boner popped back into vertical position.

Mike and Rachel both giggled.

"So we don't know what to do with it," she said, grabbing his dick again. She didn't have a reason to this time, but did anyway. She probably just likes the way it feels, I thought with a groan.

"I guess he can't wear them," I said, watching her hand on his engorged shaft. I thought I could see her moving it up and down too, but I couldn't tell in the grainy video.

"You're no fun," she said. "Do you have any ideas?"

Mike shifted to the side and I could see behind them to the mirror. And it looked like...

"Rachel, are you naked??" I practically shouted.

"Oh, uh, yeah," she said. "I was changing back into my street clothes and got distracted I guess."

"No wonder he's got a boner," I said. I knew they'd make a point to flash each other during this, but her hanging out completely naked and pulling on his hard cock was way more than that. "Just leave him be and it'll be fine."

"I can't just do that to him," she said. Then I saw her look back at the dressing room door, then back to the camera in surprise. "Shit. There's someone else using the dressing rooms. A mom and her kid I think. Gotta go."

Before I could say anything else, she kissed at the camera and hung up. I steamed. We'd just talked that morning about how she shouldn't go out of her way to play around with my friends, and here she's already naked in a dressing room with my huge-dicked buddy. I felt the boner growing in my shorts and quickly laid a towel across it. I wanted to roll over and press it into the sand, but I didn't have anyone to lotion my back and I didn't want to burn.

Several minutes of excruciating boner-throbbing silence went by before my phone buzzed again. It was a picture message to our group chat and it made me gasp out loud. Mike sent the picture. It showed my girlfriend's top half. Her adorable blushing smile, her amazing breasts and puckered dark nipples. And her neck to the bottom of her tits were absolutely covered in Mike's cum.

Andrew: [Holy shit.]

Kyle: [Omggggg]

Mike: [Heh heh]

Me: [What the fuck??!?!]

Mike: [Whoops, wrong thread.]

Wrong thread? So he meant to only send it to them? What the fuck was going on.

Me: [What the fuck happened??]

Rachel: [What happened is that Mike didn't fucking warn me.]

Mike: [She wanted to swallow it all but I wanted to paint her fat tits.]

Rachel: [That's not true!! You were supposed to warn me so you didn't cum all over me!! Now I'm covered in cum in this public dressing room.]

I moved to the private thread between me and her. Adrenaline surged through me. I could barely type, my hands were shaking so bad. This was too far. I'd almost gotten used to my friends seeing my girlfriend naked basically whenever they wanted to. But now she was just going to let them jerk off onto her naked tits? Sure, Kyle and Andrew had already busted loads on her, but they said that was by accident. She was acting upset in her texts, but that huge smile on her face showed she felt much differently in the moment.

Me: [What happened?! What'd you do??]

Rachel: [We're paying for the suits now, I'll tell you when we get there. Don't worry, I wasn't bad ;-) ]

Wasn't bad? She clearly let my friend bust a load on her naked body. She was at least acting like that wasn't planned, but still. I felt like a moron for letting them go into that shop alone. Mike was going to talk her clothes off, and then push for more. He was such a prick sometimes, and now he could always lord over me that he'd sprayed my girlfriend's tits before I had. Thankfully, he didn't know that. And I'd never asked her to let me. But still.

I finally saw them heading toward me through the sand. I waved and Rachel waved back. As they approached, I saw a group of six guys following several steps behind. They couldn't have been older than 20. Rachel was only wearing the black bikini bottoms down below, so they were no doubt following her half-naked ass wherever it led them.

When Rachel and Mike reached me, I was surprised to discover that she was still only wearing her crop-top. The sun must have gotten even brighter, because her dark nipples were dead obvious through the thin fabric. The beach breeze pushed it tight against her chest, framing the bulge of her breasts perfectly. It almost felt more obscene than being topless.

"Hey baby," she said, leaning down to kiss me.

"Hey," I said. "What happened to your top?"

"Ugh," she said, rolling her eyes and shooting a dirty look Mike's way. "I had to use something to wipe all of Mike's goo off me. I wasn't thinking and just grabbed the top to do it. So we bought it, but I'm stuck wearing this today. Which sucks, because I wanted to work on my tan."

"The light seems to go through that shirt just fine," I said. She looked down at her near-naked chest and laughed.

"I guess you're right," she said. I noticed the guys had stopped about 10 yards away and were pretending to lay out their towels, though most of their effort was spent squinting at my girlfriend's chest. She sat down and started applying lotion to her soft, naked legs, which really got their attention.

"So what happened back there?" I asked. I would have preferred having this conversation without Mike there, but he was on her other side, so I'd just have to deal.

"Well, I hung up because of that mom and kid going into the room next to us," she said, rubbing the lotion into her legs, which made her hanging tits shake inside the see through shirt. "I wanted to get it over with and us out of there as quickly as possible, so I just yanked his speedo to the ground, grabbed his dick with both hands and just started pumping. I whispered to Mike to tell me when he was about to cum, and then he didn't."

"That's not all you whispered," Mike chimed in.

"No, but it was the first thing I whispered," she said.

"Wait wait wait," I said. "You jerked him off?"

"Yeah," she said. "But it wasn't like, for fun. It was to get us out of there."

"He could have done that himself," I said.

"Yeah, but I wanted us out of there quickly," she said. I was floored. I'd spent the previous 20 minutes mad that he jerked off onto her. Now knowing that she was the one who did it caused me such whiplash I couldn't even respond. "That's why I was dirty talking to him too."

"Not just any dirty talk," he said. "You told me to cum on your tits."

"I was just saying that," she said. "I didn't mean that for real. Just like how I haven't literally been having dreams about your giant cock ruining my pussy. I was just saying stuff to make you cum."

"It was kinda hard to tell it was a joke when you were jerking my cock right in front of your naked tits, saying 'I need your cum all over my body,'" he retorted.

"Whatever," she said. "You still should have warned me."

I was too stunned by the thought of her, naked and kneeling, jerking his huge dick to think about something to say. My dick raged in my shorts. I felt like if I breathed the wrong way I would cum right there.



"Anyway, that's what happened," she said. "Then we cleaned up and came here."

Just then, a frisbee landed with a thud in the sand in front of Rachel. We looked up and one of the guys nearby came jogging over after it.

"Sorry," he said, bending over to pick it up. His eyes never left Rachel's chest. He lingered a moment, then ran back to his friends.

"He likes your boobs," Mike said.

"Shut up," she said.

"He was staring the entire time," he said. "Right, Brian?"

They looked to me and I nodded. I'd forgotten she was still almost topless in public, with a group of very interested admirers right nearby. Rachel groaned.

"Not everything is some ploy for a guy to look at my chest," she said. "Their frisbee went too far and-" THUNK. It landed again right in front of us. This time a different guy ran over to pick it up. He stared at Rachel's near-naked chest as he did so, then stood standing there, scrunching his face.

"Do I know you?" he asked Rachel.

"Don't think so," she said, raising her hand to shield her eyes from the glare, causing her shirt to rise up and show a bit of underboob. He grinned.

"You don't go to State College?" he asked. She shook her head, her tits swaying back and forth as she did so. "Oh, well, you look like my classmate. Nevermind then." He lingered another moment, then ran back. I could hear the other guys stifling laughter when he returned.

"Ok, that was lame," she said. "Now I believe you." We laughed at their sophomoric antics and cracked open the cooler. She could roll with the punches so well, it had a way of disarming me. We opened beers and then Mike and I watched Rachel cover the rest of her front with sun lotion. She just reached up under her shirt to get her upper half, so we enjoyed the sight of her groping and squeezing her breasts under the thin shirt.

After that, we sat back and enjoyed the beers and hot summer sun. A slow, beautiful day, a cold beer and my smoking hot woman right by my side. What else could I guy want? Not having his friend there too, I thought. I wanted some alone time.

"I'm gonna go for a dip," I said, standing up. "Wanna come, Rachel?"

"But the sun feels so good," she said, squirming and stretching her arms over her head. Her shirt raised to expose her ribcage. My god, she was so sexy.

"Yeah, but cooling off would too," I said. But she wouldn't budge.

"You go ahead," she said. "I'll be fine."

I turned around and trudged down the beach. I wasn't really keen on swimming in the cold water, it was just an excuse to get her alone. But it didn't work, and I didn't want to lose face, so on I went. The water was freezing when I first got in, but I got used to it after a few minutes.

I turned back and saw Rachel walking across the sand with one of the boys back to his group. What the hell was going on? She got there and they all gawked at her as the one she walked back with gave her a drink from their cooler. Then she just stood there and talked to them. They all gave her their rapt attention, of course. Her incredible boobs were on display, who could blame them. I thought the trip to the public beach would mean no more exhibitions. I also figured that her games would be limited to my three friends. But here she was in a see through shirt, hanging out with a group of strangers and letting them stare at her beautiful naked breasts.

One of them reached in the cooler and pulled something else out. He then got up and walked behind Rachel. He was juggling the thing from hand to hand, so I guessed it was an ice cube. She was saying something, gesturing wildly (which probably made her boobs bounce around crazily), when he slid one hand down the back of her bikini bottom. He pulled it away from her body, gave a good look to what he saw inside, then slipped the ice cube in and let go.

She jumped and let out a howl I could hear from the water. She reached down the back of it, fishing out the ice cube and no doubt giving the rest of the guys a good look at her exposed crack in the process. She turned to the boy who'd done it, who was laughing and waving his hands like it was all a joke. She marched over to him, knelt down and yanked his swim trunks to his ankles. His naked dick bounced out in front of her and his friends.

Mortified, he reached down and pulled his trunks back up while the rest of them laughed. He then lunged after Rachel. She only made it a few steps before he was on top of her and pulled her to the sand in the middle of their little group. I could hear her squeal as they wrestled in the middle of the group of boys.

I tried to get out of the water to help her, but it proved a struggle. The waves knocked me over multiple times as I struggled to escape. By the time I made it out, she was already walking back to our towels. I hurried back up the sand to her. When I got close, I realized the price she paid to get back. Her top was gone. Her arm was slung across her naked breasts.

"What the hell happened?!" I asked.

"Ugh, those fucking brats," she said, sitting down with a huff. "Their threw their frisbee over here again, and this time it knocked over my beer. They offered to replace it with one of theirs, then that douche decided to jam ice into my ass." She started gesticulating with both arms as she talked, exposing her now actually naked breasts to the sunshine. Mike and I gawked as they jiggled and I'm sure the group of boys were craning their necks for a better look. "So I pantsed him, and then he tackled me and yanked my shirt off. They each got a good grope in before I could get away too."

I was fuming. If we wanted to, we could call that assault. Also, my girlfriend was now topless on a public beach. Rachel saw me start to boil.

"Don't be mad, baby," she said. "It's fine."

"It's not fine," I said. "They attacked you and now you're topless."

"We'll figure something out," she said.

"No, I'll get it back," I said and marched over to them. They stopped their snickering and looked up at me as I approached.

"Give it back," I said, my hand outstretched.

"Give what back?" asked the guy who'd stolen it.

"My girlfriend's top, you idiot," I said.

"She's your girlfriend?" he asked. "If she's walking around like that, then she isn't your girlfriend. She's on the prowl for something else." His friends laughed.

"Just give it back," I said. If they thought they could humiliate me by pointing out my girlfriend likes to prance around naked in front of other men, well...ok, it humiliated me. But also, I'd gotten pretty used to that humiliation in the past few days, and it wasn't going to stop me.

"Why would we give it back when we want to keep enjoying your girlfriend's tits?" he said.

"Because otherwise I'll call the police and tell them you assaulted her," I said.

"She assaulted me first!" he said. "She forcibly, violently, maliciously yanked my only clothes off of me because she wanted my hog so badly. She's lucky I'm a gentleman and let her keep her bottoms on." His friends laughed.

"You stuck ice in her ass," I said. "So she pantsed you. That seems like a fair trade. You holding onto a piece of her clothing is not."

"Who cares what's fair," he said. "I have something you want and I won't give it to you unless you give me something I want."

"And what's that?" I asked. He thought for a moment.

"Your girlfriend won't learn her lesson that it's wrong for her to strip people unless there's some sort of punishment," he said. "I'm willing to accept spanking."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"If she comes over here and lets me spank her, then she can have her shirt back," he said.

"Forget it," I said and walked back.

"No luck, huh?" Mike asked. I shook my head.

"What did they want?" asked Rachel.

"They said you need to be punished for stripping him," I said. "So if you let him spank you, he'll give it back."

"That's easy, then," she said, standing up.

"No, please, you don't have to," I said. "You can just wrap a towel around yourself and we'll head back."

"Really, it's no big deal," she said. "I thought they'd want me to blow them or something. If he just wants to slap my ass, I'll happily let him for my shirt back."

She sauntered over to them, hands covering her breasts. I watched her delicious bottom swing back and forth as she walked and couldn't believe she was about to let some stranger douchebag slap it. The guys cheered as she approached and I quickly jogged over.

"Fine, you limpdicks win," she said, turning around and presenting her half-covered ass to them. Her soft cheeks glowed in the bright sun. "You get a slap, then I want my shirt back."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa," said the guy with her shirt. "I didn't say just a slap on the ass. I said you need to be punished for what you did." He sat back on his towel and motioned to his lap. "You need to lay over your daddy like the bad girl you are."

"Ugh, fine," she said, rolling her eyes and kneeling in the sand next to him.

"Naked," he said.

"Come on, this is getting ridiculous," I said. "Just give her her shirt back."

"No, it's fine," she said. A blush went across her face that told me she was embarrassed, but thrilled he suggested she remove her last bit of clothing. She removed one hand from her breasts and draped the other arm across both of them, giving us a brief flash of both hard nipples in the process. She used her free hand to push one side of her bottoms over her hips, then the other, giving us a peek at her landing strip. She then pushed the bottoms down off her thighs and they dropped to the sand. She covered her crotch with her free hand and kicked her bottoms over to me.

"Hold onto those for me, baby," she said.

"Damn, your girlfriend got naked for me real quick," he said. I wanted to retort, but I knew he was right. She didn't push back at all. I could see with the way she blushed and quickly looked to each of their faces, seeing their eyes glued to her naked body, that she loved where this was heading.

"Now let's get this over with," she said, kneeling down next to him. She draped herself over his lap, removing her hands and giving us a great view of her swaying naked breasts as she got situated. Her tummy rested mostly on his thighs, her bare ass presented up on his right side. He wasted no time, rubbing her bare ass.

"How many spanks is appropriate, do you guys think?" he asked, giving her cheeks a few squeezes. I couldn't believe he was going to get a good grope out of this too. I expected her to stop him, but she didn't seem to mind at all. "Twenty? Thirty?"

"Jesus Christ, we agreed to one," I said.

"Nuh uh," he said. "We agreed she needed to be spanked, not how many times. Maybe we should do thirty for each of us so you two learn to negotiate better."

"Fuck that," I said. "Five for you and that's it."

"Twenty," he said.

"Listen, ten for you and that's it, or you get none at all," Rachel said. "I can feel your little boner in my stomach and know how badly you want this."

"Ten for me, but she has to say, 'I'm such a naughty slut,' before each one," he said, continuing to rub and squeeze her ass as we talked.

"Fine," Rachel said, before I could interject. "I'm such a naughty slut."

The douchebag grinned, reared back, and slapped her butt as hard as he could. The impact rippled across her juicy ass and thighs and she let out a little yelp. She said she was a naughty slut again and he slapped again. I realized a few of his friends had walked behind her and I joined them to see what kind of view they were getting. I couldn't be sure, but it seemed like she was lifting her ass up higher than she needed to, which caused her cheeks and thighs to part and present us a peek at her red labia and dark asshole.

"I'm such a naughty slut," she said. SLAP. She grunted. "I'm such a naughty slut," she moaned. SLAP. She gasped. They did this a few more times and her declarations got breathier. I could see his other hand working under her and I drifted around to that side. His hand was pinned under her chest, one of her plump breasts pressed into it. He squeezed and groped it as he continued to spank her. Once again, I couldn't believe she was letting this asshole get away with groping wherever he wanted. I tried to get a look at her face, but her hair hid it from view. After the ninth slap I spoke up.

"Ok, one more," I said.

"Such a shame," the douchebag said.

"I'm such a naughty slut," she said. But he didn't spank her.

"I'm sad our time is already up," he said, rubbing her red ass. "You sure you don't want any more?"

"Just spank her and let us get out of here," I said.

"I'm pretty sure she wants more," he said. He dipped his hand between her thighs and she moaned. "Oh yeah, she's definitely loving this." He pushed his hand deeper into her thighs and she gasped. She grabbed his wrist and pulled it out.

"One more spank, asshole," she said.

He held up his hand and spread his first two fingers. Just as I feared, they'd been in her vagina. Her hot, dripping vagina. Her juices dangled off his two fingers and he smiled as we all saw. He made a big show of sucking the juice off one finger, then the other. I burned with shame. This wasn't a punishment. My girlfriend was loving that this douchebag was spanking and groping her nude body in front of all her friends. My erection strained at the front of my shorts. Thankfully, the guys were distracted by my naked, quivering girlfriend and didn't notice.

"You taste delicious, darling," he said. "I just want you to know, I really enjoyed our time together." He reared back and slapped her ass one last time.

She pulled herself off of him, not bothering to cover herself at all. She grabbed her shirt from next to him and stood up. We all followed her bouncing breasts.

"Let's go Brian," she said, turning and walking back toward our towels without putting anything on. I followed her naked figure back. Her ass was bright red and she rubbed it gingerly as we returned.

"You guys have fun with your new friends?" Mike asked as we arrived back.

"Shut up," I said, handing Rachel her bottoms back.

"That'll give them jerk-off material for months," she said as she bent over, slipping her bottoms back on. With how wet she was, it'd give her jerk-off material for months too. And who am I kidding, for me too. She sat back down on her towel between us and then laid down on her stomach, balling her top up underneath her head. "I think I'll work on my tan now."

"I'll lotion you up," Mike quickly volunteered. I thought about protesting, but I was tired of arguing at this point and just let him. He'd try to cop some feels of her, but she clearly didn't mind and that felt tame compared to everything else.

I laid back as he straddled her ass and squirt a bunch of lotion on her back. He rubbed it into her back and arms, then down her sides, spending plenty of time on the sides of her breasts where they bulged out from underneath her. He probably wanted her to lift up so he could grope her more thoroughly, but she stayed on the towel, sighing contentedly.

He moved down her and spread lotion across her legs before returning to her butt. He started by very adequately covering the half of her meaty cheeks that stuck out from under the suit bottoms. Then he started pushing his fingers under the top and bottom edges. Soon, he reached both hands fully under her bottoms and groped her ass as she hummed happily. After I don't know how long, he finally got bored and removed his hands from her.

"Thanks Mike, that was a wonderful massage," she said.

"I'll continue it if you flip over," he said.

"Ok," she said, sleepily rolling over under him. Her naked breasts rocked back and forth in the bright sun as she settled in.

"You should probably put your top back on," I said. She whined.

"I wanna get a tan though," she said. She sat up and looked around. Her breasts popping back into view definitely got the attention of the douchebag and his friends, but no one else was close enough to notice. "They've already seen me," she said, motioning to them.

I relented. Mike smiled and started with her feet, before working her way up to her legs. He spent a lot of time rubbing lotion into her thick thighs. Rachel spread her legs some and Mike stared straight at her crotch, barely covered by the thin suit. He rubbed her thighs up and down, from her knees to the edge of her small suit. Once her thighs were glistening, he moved one hand to work on her lower tummy, rubbing the edge of her suit from every side, pushing it closer and closer until it barely covered her landing strip and lips. She hummed with pleasure.

Mike scooted a bit closer between her legs and started rubbing under her suit like he had with the other side.

"I think she's covered just fine there," I said.

"It's fine," she cooed. "Just want to be, hmmmm, uh, covered."

He had both hands under her suit now, rubbing on either side of her mons. I saw her suit bulge as he brought both hands down the front of her crotch, rubbing his hands through her pubic hair, over her clit and between her lips.

"Oh my god," she moaned, bringing her hands up to squeeze her tits and tweak her nipples. His hands continued working under her suit. She grunted and her hips trembled.

My heart raced. Everything else that happened this week happened while I wasn't there or was otherwise coerced or incapacitated. But here Mike was brazenly rubbing her naked pussy, and she was doing nothing to stop him. Worse, she was losing herself in it. I didn't expect they'd ever be this brazen, and I didn't know how to respond. I didn't know if I wanted to. Part of me wanted to see him get her off. But I thought back to earlier. I was special because I was the only one who got her off. Though my dick wanted them to keep going in the moment, this time my brain and heart won out.

"Remember what you said," I told her. I could tell she wasn't about to orgasm, but she was definitely heading in that direction.

"I know baby," she said, cracking her eyes open and looking at me through a haze of lust. "But he feels so fucking good." I didn't respond, and she groaned. "Ok, Mike that's enough," she said, pulling his hands out of her suit and pulling him closer. "Do my top now."

Mike sat up and scooched closer between her legs. She lifted them up and rested her thighs on top of his and wrapped her legs around his back. Their crotches pressed together. Mike put some more lotion in his hands and rubbed it into her tummy and ribcage before moving onto her naked, heaving tits. She laid her arms on the sand above her head to give him complete access. He took advantage, covering her tits with lotion. He rubbed, squeezed, shook and pinched them as she writhed underneath him, moaning.

I felt my dick grow rock hard as Mike molested my girlfriend to her delight. I don't know how long they went at it, but it felt endless. Their hips rocked too as they shamelessly humped each other in front of me. Finally, Rachel said that was enough and lifted his hands off her. He sat back up, she looked at him and said, "Oh my god!" I immediately saw. His giant dick was once again completely erect and sticking out of his small suit.

"You can't blame me, can you?" he asked with a laugh.

"You have to cover it up," she said, sitting up, grabbing it and trying to stuff it back in his suit. He just leaned back as she futilely pushed and pulled it in every direction. His giant snake was not gonna get back in his suit. Especially while her naked, glistening tits bounced and shook right in front of him with every tug.

"What do we do?" she asked, looking into his eyes while she gripped the top half of his huge erection with her hands.

"We could go behind there," he said, motioning to a small bathroom building a little ways away. She looked over at it.

"Good idea," she said, standing up. "Brian, we'll be right back. I have to help Mike fit back in his suit."



"Are you going to, uh...take care of him?" I asked, my throat dry. My girlfriend was telling me she was going off to give my friend a handjob.

"It'll only fit back in if it's soft," she said. "He can't walk past all those families like this."

"It's a public beach," I said. "What if someone sees you?" I don't know why I was protesting the venue and not the act itself. Whatever it took to stop it, I guess.

"You'll have to stand watch," Mike said.

"Good idea," she said to him. "Come on." Somehow, my issue was batted away that quickly, and they took that as tacit approval.

They headed toward the bathrooms, arms around each other, and I followed after with a mild sense of panic. When we got there, they headed around the corner, letting the building shield them from the main part of the beach.

"You stay there and make sure no one sees," Mike said as I rounded the corner. My brain screamed at me to stop this, but my boner raged that it must go on. I muttered an okay and Rachel dropped to her knees in front of him. She pulled his suit to the sand and his angry cock bobbed right in front of her face.

I didn't realize until this moment that if he needed to cum, he could have just masturbated. My girlfriend didn't have to do it for him. Somehow, though, that was never considered. Mike wanted her to jerk him off, that was no surprise. But she wouldn't have gone along with it unquestioningly unless she was also dying to jerk him off. For the second time that day. I could have said something too, and I realized I didn't because deep down, I wanted her to too.

She grabbed his cock with both hands and pumped.

"I said make sure no one sees," Mike said.

"Oh, uh, right," I mumbled. With great reluctance, I turned and looked back out to the beach. I couldn't believe that not only was I to let my girlfriend service another guy, I wasn't allowed to watch. The group of guys were looking our way, but no one else was close by.

"Put your mouth on it," he said.

"Hey, come on," I said, turning back. "Isn't it enough that she's jacking you off?"

"I'll cum faster if you blow me," he said. Rachel looked from me to him and back. My stomach roiled and my boner burned.

"How about this?" she asked. She pinned his shaft to his stomach with one hand, leaned forward and licked back and forth across his swollen balls. "Is this okay, baby?" she went on. "Can I suck on his balls?" She pulled one into her mouth and hummed. He leaned back against the wall and groaned. I could see her tongue in her mouth slathering his huge nut.

"Y-yeah," I choked out. I could feel precum leak in my shorts as I watched the pretty lips of my loving girlfriend wrap around my friend's testes. She let it fall from her mouth, rubbed her whole face back and forth across his hairy nutsack before giving his other ball the same treatment while slowly jacking him. She pulled back, letting it fall from her mouth with a loud smack.

"The beach," Mike moaned.

"Oh, right," I said, turning back toward the beach. Still, no one was coming. Having to turn my back on them was exquisite torture.

"I wanna feel your tits," Mike said. I looked over my shoulder and saw her stand. His hands went straight to her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as she pumped away at his dick. I looked back toward the beach. I don't know how Mike was lasting this long. I was about to cum in my shorts just from the beach breeze.

I heard a wet smacking sound and looked back at them again. Mike was leaning over, sucking on one her tits, palming her other one in his hand. His other hand was down the back of her suit, squeezing her ass. Her head was flung back in ecstasy, offering any part of her body to him that he wanted. They were so far in their own world, and no one was heading our way, so I just turned back and watched them.

Mike pulled his hand from her suit bottoms, grabbed them from either side and pushed them over her hips. They landed on the sand with a splat. They were now both completely naked on this public beach. He grabbed her big butt in both hands and pulled her into him. She fell against his chest, pulling her hands off his dick and grabbing his butt in turn. They ground their genitals together, whispering things I couldn't make out into each other's ears.

"How long is this going to take?" I asked. On the one hand, my dick was loving watching them lose themselves to lust. But it felt too romantic to me. Plus, like I said, they were naked and writhing on a public beach. "I thought you were trying to get him off quickly."

"Getting there," he grunted. She leaned back slightly and grabbed his shaft and balls with a hand each. Her boobs bounced and jiggled as she jacked him with more vigor than before.

"You gonna cum for me?" she asked softly. He moaned and rested his forehead against hers. "You gonna cum, stud?" They stared into each other's eyes from inches away. "Cum for me. Cum on my fat tits." He grunted, then groaned, then roared. She moaned along with him. A moment later, he started spurting. She leaned back a little more and aimed him at her chest. Rope after rope of his sticky seed spurt from his monstrous head, splattering across her sweaty, heaving chest. When he was done, she was almost completely coated once again.

Before either of us could do anything, she pushed him toward me and croaked, "Come fuck me, Brian." I was too dazed to respond. "I said come fuck me. Now!" she shouted. She leaned forward, putting her hands against the wall and sticking her ass out.

I didn't need to be told a third time. I staggered over to her and pulled my swimsuit down over my trembling erection. I lined up behind her and pushed in with ease. Her vagina was wide open and soaking with her juices, wetter than I'd ever felt her before. She moaned loudly as I entered. I grabbed her by the hips and slammed myself into her rippling ass. She grabbed one of my hands and pulled it around her into her crotch. Her clit was fully engorged and I wasted no time in strumming it.

"Fuck, baby," she moaned. "Fuck me." She grabbed my other hand and pulled it around her, bringing it to her tit. I grabbed it, forgetting it was still covered in Mike's cum. His semen oozed between my fingers as I groped her breast and tweaked her nipple. It kinda grossed me out, but I tried to ignore it.

"Oh my god," she moaned, convulsing. "Ohmygod. Oh my GODDDDD!" she practically screamed as her orgasm hit her. Her vagina gripped my dick over and over and soon I was cumming too, unloading deep into her extremely ready love canal. Our orgasms trailed off and we fell to the sand. She turned around and kissed me deeply.

"Thank you, baby," she said. "That was...amazing."

I just smiled back at her. That was maybe my biggest orgasm ever, and I thought maybe hers too. All the humiliations of the day, all the stress about her so brazenly throwing her body at my friend and those strangers was gone. Now it was just us, basking in the afterglow.

After catching our breath, we stood back up, gathered our bottoms and put them back on. Mike was nowhere to be seen. So much for keeping the coast clear for us. We walked back to our towels, where Mike was finishing packing up.

"Figured we'd be ready to go after that," he said.

"Yeah, let's head back," I said.

Rachel pulled her crop top back over her head. I forgot she was still covered with Mike's cum, and so the shirt stuck to her bare tits in a weird way. I remembered my hands were covered with it too and did my best to wipe them off on my shorts, but they remained sticky. I couldn't work up a response, I was too spent. Rachel turned plenty of heads once again as we walked back to the car, but no one bothered us.

As we drove back, I looked at her and smiled. There may have been some pain along the way, but we reached a point where our sex life was fantastic. As long as these rules stayed in place, I think I could be happy. A voice in the back of my head told me that none of my rules stayed in place and that the rules being broken was what I liked in the first place. I ignored it, though. That's what a giant orgasm will do to you.
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We were all tired when we got back to the house. By that I mean that Rachel, Mike and I were tired. Andrew and Kyle were buzzing with excitement. They’d only received Mike’s pictures from the swimsuit shop as far as I knew. My first thought was to insist that nothing else out of the ordinary happened, but then they saw Rachel, who was clearly still covered in Mike’s cum.

“Whoa, what happened?!,” Kyle said, his eyes bulging out at Rachel’s chest. Her crop top was more opaque than in the open sunlight of the beach, but still thin enough that they could easily make out her unsupported breasts and dark nipples underneath. Also, it stuck to her breasts in a pattern that any guy would recognize as cum splatter. Andrew echoed Kyle’s call for the full story, his eyes equally locked on Rachel’s near-naked body.

“What happened is, I need a shower,” Rachel said, strutting past them. She knew the four of us would watch her every step as she left and she put an extra sway in her hips for us. The bottom half of her bubble butt still hung out of the back of her bikini bottoms and her swinging buttocks hypnotized us.

“That was cum, right?” Kyle asked. “On her tits?” Mike turned to me, giving me the opportunity to answer. I struggled to find the words for a moment, then gave up. I didn’t want to tell them about how Rachel had stripped naked and jerked Mike off onto her chest in the middle of a public beach. I was still trying to focus on how much we had both cum when I fucked her right after.

“Mike can tell you, I need a shower too,” I said, following Rachel to our room. I heard their excited murmurs as I left. That familiar pang of humiliation and arousal hit me as I realized they were talking about sexual acts my girlfriend had perpetrated on them. However, I was still too exhausted from the day’s events for my dick to do anything but flaccidly wag in response.

I caught up on emails while Rachel took her shower. To my surprise, none of the guys tried to hop in with her. I guess Mike just had too much to catch them up on. He and Rachel probably only told me the abridged version of whatever happened in the dressing room, and Kyle and Andrew would get the full story. I burned, knowing that they’d know more about my girlfriend’s slutty behavior than I did.

Rachel returned from the shower wearing just a towel around her waist. I wasn’t sure if she was hoping the guys would be in the hallway to see her naked chest again, or if they had seen it so often she just no longer cared to cover it. Either way, I couldn’t think about it for long because the sight of her bare breasts, glowing from the shower and jiggling with every step, erased all other thoughts from my mind. God, they were beautiful. I looked up to her smiling face. She was beautiful. And I was so goddamn lucky to have her. The other guys may see her amazing body (and cover it with their cum, I tried not to remind myself), but I was the one she went to bed with. They’d never know just how good her pussy felt.

“Definitely want to keep things quiet tonight,” she said. “Need to. My body can’t handle anymore.”

“Me too,” I said, relieved. “Spending all day in the sun always wipes me out.”

“Yeah,” she said. “Plus, I feel like my brain and body has been in high tension since we got here. I mean, all the sexy games are fun, but it really drains ya.”

I nodded in agreement. Apart from the physical and mental fatigue, I wanted some indication that we could survive an evening around my friends without her indulging their sexual whims. She took off her towel and I admired her soft, round butt. If I wasn’t so tired, and she hadn’t just said she was really not in the mood, I would have thrown her on the bed right then. But now was not the time.

“Ugh, I really don’t wanna wear panties,” she groaned. “I’ve had things wedged up my butt all week and I just wanna relax.”

“I didn’t know they were such a burden,” I said.

“You don’t know what they’re like. All your underwear is loose and comfy.”

“Not all of it, my boxer briefs are tight.”

“You guys don’t understand. Most times I wear sexy undies, no one sees them but me. They’re scratchy, they’re tight, they get shoved up my bum, and I do it all just in case some lucky guy wants a peek.”

She’d turned back to face me and I had a hard time forming words in such proximity to her incredible naked body.

“I’ll make a deal with you,” she said. “If you wear a pair of my panties all evening and don’t complain once, I’ll never complain about wearing them again.”

“Uh huh,” I said. “And if I do complain?”

“If I win the bet, then you have to wear them all day tomorrow,” she said. I just laughed. She sure was funny sometimes. I slipped out of the room and headed to the shower while she got dressed.

She was gone by the time I returned. A pair of her panties and a note were waiting on the bed, though. The note said, “I think you’d look really cute in these.” I unfolded the panties and looked at them. They weren’t too bad, considering. Her wide hips and thick thighs meant that they’d actually fit me without being too tight. I thought the whole thing was a joke and I hadn’t planned on carrying through with it at all, but now that I held them in my hand, I thought I had an easy win on my hands. They weren’t that different than tighty-whities, and I’d worn those my whole childhood.

I pulled them on and looked at myself in the mirror. They were mostly opaque black lace, and clearly not cut with a penis and balls in mind. Mine wouldn’t stay in the front no matter how I arranged them. I turned around and saw the bottom part of my buttcheeks hanging out. The back did ride up between my cheeks some, but it wasn’t too bad. I threw on a t-shirt and gym shorts and headed downstairs.

I found Rachel, Kyle and Andrew in the kitchen. Rachel and Kyle stood next to the table where Andrew sat, rolling a joint. Rachel had put on a pair of small cotton shorts she wore for lounging around and an old sports bra with a zipper down the front. I was glad she was fully covered, but she hadn’t fully given up the tease. Her shorts were folded over a few times at the waist, pulling them higher up so that her entire thick thighs and the bottom crease of her cheeks were exposed and the middle was wedged up between her cheeks. The bra also showed a fair amount of cleavage, especially since the zipper was halfway down. Both were also quite thin, so we could all tell she wasn’t wearing panties and that her nipples were currently pretty hard (though that could be because of the heavy A/C pumping).

They told me that Mike went to pass out in his room and that they just wanted to smoke some weed and watch a movie. That sounded like a great idea to me. Andrew finished rolling the joint and we went into the living room. Along the way, Rachel peeled back the side of my shorts and saw me wearing her panties. She smiled and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Andrew and Kyle quickly sat down on either side of the couch. That left the two comfy chairs to the side of the couch, so I quickly sat down in the one closer to the couch. Rachel stood in front of us for a moment, pondering.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Do you want to sit so we can get started?”

“It’s just that I’m gonna be too cold if I sit by myself,” she said.

“There’s a box of blankets over there,” I said, pointing to the corner.

“You can just sit between us,” Kyle said.

“Yeah, we’ll keep you warm,” Andrew said.

“Thanks guys,” she said, smiling warmly and sitting down between them. They each quickly shifted toward the center so that their legs rested against hers. Judging by their awkward looks, it also gave them a much better view down the front of her sports bra. I was annoyed she’d so readily agreed to sitting between them. I thought we were going to keep things chill tonight, but I guess she wasn’t going to cut them off cold. I decided to keep an eye on them since no doubt Kyle and Andrew were hoping that Rachel would fool around some after she’d spent the day jerking Mike off.

Andrew lit the joint and took a hit, then passed it to Rachel. She took a hit and passed it to Kyle. She held it in, then started coughing.

“Oh no, you ok?” Andrew asked, putting his arm around her. She leaned into him as she coughed a few more times.

“Yeah, I’m ok,” she rasped out. She stayed leaning against him, though, and he kept his arm hooked around her neck, his forearm dangling down over the front of her shoulder. His fingers lay gently against the very top of her exposed cleavage. Kyle took his hit then handed the joint to me. When he settled back into the couch, he let his arm and hand come to rest on Rachel’s naked thigh. Clearly they were going to push the boundaries as far as she’d let them.

I took a hit then got up and passed the joint back to Andrew. It went around a couple more times until it was done and we were all stoned off our gourds. The guys kept their hands on my girlfriend. Andrew gently stroked the exposed upper portion of her breasts with his arm slung around her neck while Kyle squeezed her exposed thigh, his hand getting higher and higher with each passing moment.

“Let’s start the movie,” Andrew mumbled in a stoned stupor.

“But I’m still cold,” Rachel whined. The A/C was on high, and truth be told it was a bit chilly, but she seemed to be overplaying it some. Her nipples were rock hard through her sports bra though, so maybe she was still cold.

“Brian, can you get us a blanket?” Kyle asked.

“We could just turn the A/C down,” I said.

“Oh, cuddling up under a blanket sounds so nice,” Rachel cooed.

“Yeah, it does sound nice,” Andrew said. I wanted to tell them to get it themselves, but the weed had given me intense dry mouth, so I needed to get up for some water anyway. I threw them a blanket, then went to the kitchen to get a glass. When I came back, they’d unfolded the blanket and covered themselves with it from their chins to the floor. All I could see was their faces.

Those devious bastards. Now they could touch and fondle Rachel under the blanket all they wanted without me seeing. I wasn’t completely blind, though. I could still see Andrew’s arm hooked over her shoulder and Kyle’s hand formed a bulge on her thigh. Even if she was too tired to play any teasing games like she said, she was too stoned and agreeable to stop them from groping her. At least she still had her clothes on, I thought. She’d showered with each of them just that morning, so fondling her over her clothes was a step backward if anything. Still, my dick surely noticed that my girlfriend and two of my buddies had completely covered themselves so that they could fool around without me knowing, and it expanded a little at the thought.

I settled in to watch the movie. The weed was so strong and my day had been so exhausting that I had trouble focusing on it, though. It also wasn’t very good. Something about a globe-trotting superspy whose agency gets compromised. Hardly original, and this wasn’t even one of the good ones. I didn’t realize that I had drifted off until I opened my eyes and someone I’d never seen before had the superspy hostage. The sun was still up outside, though, so not much time could have passed.

I heard some shuffling from the couch so I looked over.

“Sleeping Beauty’s awake,” Kyle said, smirking. Andrew no longer had his arm around Rachel’s shoulder, but otherwise I couldn’t really tell what was happening since the blanket was still pulled up to their necks. I wondered what they had been up to before they saw me wake up.

Andrew reached out from under the blanket and grabbed his drink from the side table. His movement caused the blanket to fall from their necks and settle on their laps, revealing their chests. For the guys, this didn’t mean anything, but Rachel’s bra had been fully unzipped at some point. It hung limply off her shoulders, her beautiful tits out in the open. A full moment passed before she realized and slapped her hands to them, covering them and blushing.

“Sorry, I don’t know how that happened,” she said. “I need to throw out this old bra, it’s always misbehaving.”

“I find it hard to believe it was the bra that was misbehaving,” I said. She rolled her eyes. Clearly, one of them had unzipped it so Andrew and Kyle could have unfettered access to her breasts. They must have been groping my willing girlfriend’s naked chest while I dozed.

“Fine, you caught me,” she said. “It’s actually pretty uncomfortable because I bought it when the girls were a size smaller. I thought I could unzip it under the blanket to relieve some of the pressure.”

“If it’s uncomfortable, you should just take it off,” Andrew said. My surprise that that was his suggestion was, as I’m sure you can guess, extremely nonexistent.

“Yeah, we’ve seen your boobs plenty, so it’s not a scandal or anything,” Kyle chimed in. I just rolled my eyes and faced back toward the screen. A moment later, the bra landed on the floor in front of us.

“Ahhh, much better,” Rachel said. I glanced over and saw that she’d pulled the blanket back up to her chin. The two guys were also covered from the neck down and turned slightly toward her. The blanket wasn’t resting as limply and evenly as before, so I couldn’t tell where their hands were, or worse, what they were doing. All I could see were their faces, and while the guys’ were emotionless, Rachel squirmed slightly and bit her lip. She was either on edge because of the motorcycle chase on screen, or the guys had immediately taken advantage of her now completely naked tits. I know which one I had my money on.

Rachel looked at me and smiled a small, guilty smile. My exhausted, spent dick began to stir again. I tried to focus on the movie, but to no avail. All I could do was imagine what was going on under that blanket. No doubt they were pawing and squeezing her naked breasts. There was one for each of them, so why not. Probably pinching and pulling at her nipples. Maybe even trying to rub her down between her legs.

My aching dick crept up, rubbing against the panties I was wearing. I’d forgotten in my stoned haze and the sudden realization I was wearing them hit me. Not only was my girlfriend being felt up by two other guys right next to me, I was sitting here silently in panties like some kind of sissy. The humiliation burst in my chest along with that familiar sting of shameful arousal. My dick continued stiffening in my panties (I mean her panties...they’re not mine, they’re hers) and I knew I had to do something fast. I croaked out that I had to go to the bathroom and stumbled there, closing the door behind me.

I splashed water on my face a few times. I was so exhausted and sore from being horny for so long and I really didn’t want to be anymore. Rachel and I needed to find some level of control. We’d agreed an hour ago to keep things chill tonight, but she’s half-naked under a blanket with my friends and I’m in the bathroom, struggling to get rid of the boner in my panties (uh, her panties...I have to stop calling them mine).

I eventually got it to go down (by sitting on the toilet and forcing my half-chub to pee, if you must know), before returning to the living room. I heard some wet smacking sounds and a light moan or two as I left the bathroom, but they were all sitting straight up with the blanket up to their chins like before.

“Feel better, honey?” Rachel asked as I walked in, pushing some loose hair behind her ear. The movement caused the blanket to fall from their necks again, revealing her two very hard, very wet nipples. All four of us looked at them and then at each other, each of us deciding not to bring up that they had clearly been sucking on her tits while I was out of the room.

“I’m going to make some popcorn,” she said standing up suddenly. The blanket fell to the floor. Andrew and Kyle both sported massive bulges in their shorts, but I guess that shouldn’t surprise me. “Honey, come with me?” she said. I followed.

She put a bag of popcorn in the microwave then turned to face me, still topless. “I’m not really hungry but the girls really needed a break,” she said, rubbing her naked breasts gingerly. “The guys have been going at them since the movie started.”

“I thought we were going to keep things low key tonight,” I said. Part of me had hoped that all the groping I had imagined wasn’t real, but of course it was.

“I’m trying to, but those guys won’t leave me alone.”

“You could tell them to stop. Or sit somewhere else.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want them to get all jealous since I jerked Mike off earlier.”

I guess that was a good enough trade. Let them play with her tits for a while so they wouldn’t demand handjobs. I was in the room with them, so they couldn’t try for much more without me knowing. A voice in my head told me I wouldn’t stop them from escalating, even if I saw it happening, but I pushed it away. I had to believe that my sex drive’s seemingly unstoppable demand for more cheating and humiliation was actually stoppable.

“How’s your panties experience?” she asked.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“It’s so hot that you’re wearing them. I didn’t think you would.”

“Anything to prove you wrong, I guess.”

“Do they turn you on at all?”

“I feel like kinda a pervert just for wearing them, even if it’s for a bet. But my dick is so tired and sore, I can’t really get too excited.”

“Tell me about it. I just want to relax and recover, but it’s hard to with those guys’ hands all over my body. I mean, look,” she said, pulling down the front of her shorts, showing me her naked crotch and a large wet spot underneath it. “My kitty just wants to rest but the guys are forcing her to gush all over my shorts.” A lump caught in my throat. Not only were the guys feeling my girlfriend up, she was getting just as turned on as they were.

The microwave dinged and she pulled her shorts back up. She dumped the popcorn in a bowl and we headed back into the living room. She set the bowl on the coffee table in front of the couch and settle back between Andrew and Kyle. They threw the blanket back over their laps, but left it there so they could reach for the popcorn easily. The guys obviously loved watching Rachel’s bare breasts hang and sway as she leaned forward for more.

I settled back into my chair and we restarted the movie. I’d paid so little attention to it so far that I was completely lost. Once again, I didn’t even feel myself fall asleep. I awoke with a start when I heard a gunshot. I relaxed some when I realized it was from the movie.

I looked over at the couch. The guys and Rachel were in the same basic position, her topless between them with the blanket covering the laps and legs, except they were all slouched down some more. Kyle’s arm was around Rachel’s neck, his open palm resting squarely on her naked boob. I couldn’t tell where Andrew’s hands were.

“Hi baby,” Rachel said dreamily. I smiled at her. She smiled, gasped lightly, blushed and then smiled again. The blanket on her crotch shifted around some and I realized that’s where Andrew’s hand was. Then the pile of fabric on the floor in front of her caught my eye. Her shorts. She wasn’t wearing them anymore. Andrew was playing with her naked pussy.

I shifted around in my chair and tried to think of what to do. My mind felt like it was moving through molasses. My eyes shut and I shot them back open, struggling to stay awake. I lost the battle.

Next thing I knew, I woke up yet again. It was fully dark outside, and the only light was from the tv, which showed a silent menu screen. The movie must have been over for a while. I sat up, rubbed my eyes and looked to the couch. They were still there, mostly in the same position as last time, except now both guys had their arms draped over Rachel’s shoulder nearest to them, hands squeezing and pulling their respective breast. They had each claimed one of her divine boobs, and there were none left for me. I stood unsteadily.



“You’re finally awake,” Rachel said. I grunted in response. The guys did not stop their groping of my girlfriend. My eyes focused a bit more and I saw the blanket rising and falling slowly over their crotches. Their shorts were on the ground in front of them, next to Rachel’s. Were they jerking off? No, their free arms were both resting on the couch next to them. That meant... that meant Rachel was jerking them.

“You going to bed?” she asked, her shoulders rising and falling as she slowly jerked my friends’ cocks under the blanket. The way that they blatantly continued fondling each other even though I was awake and looking at them stung me with shame. My heart started racing and my dick once again lifted itself off the mat.

“Yeah, coming with?” I asked. I could now hear the wet squelching sounds of her hands running up and down their precum-soaked dicks. Kyle pinched and pulled at her nipple, and she squirmed and gasped in response.

“I think we’re going to chill for a bit more but you should go ahead,” she said. That surprised me. I thought she was tired and didn’t want sex games tonight. But here she was, all but telling me to leave so they could continue playing with each other. Any normal guy would not leave her there. But as I felt my stiffening dick push against her panties that I was wearing, I knew I was no normal guy.

She got up off the couch, once again pushing the blanket to the floor. Their hard, wet dicks glistened and her beautiful, soft, curvy body glowed in the soft light from the TV. She walked up to me and grabbed the sides of my head, pulling it to her for a kiss.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to fuck them,” she said, lowering her hands. They were covered with the guys’ precum and now so were my cheeks. The guys slowly stroked their dicks, staring at her naked backside.

“Don’t do...” I swallowed. It was hard to form words. “Don’t do anything more.”

“Than I’ve already done?” She asked. I nodded. “Don’t worry, I won’t. Go to bed and I’ll be there soon.”

She kissed me again, then walked back to the couch. Not knowing what else to do, I headed back toward the stairs, my tired, aching dick expanding with each step as it rubbed against my panties. She’d been playing around with my friends for a couple days now, but somehow this time was different. The other times had been the result of accidents or miscommunications or extenuating circumstances. At least, that’s what it had felt like to me. But just now, I had woken up to her jerking my friends off, and now I was leaving so that she could continue without me around.

I stopped once I rounded the corner and peeked around to watch. She’d settled back in between them. They no longer had reason to cover themselves with a blanket, so I saw clearly in the low light from the TV her reach out and grab stroked their cocks, one in each hand. She resumed stroking as she watched her hands glide up and down their hard shafts, her mouth hanging open with arousal. They both bent over and sucked on the nipple closest to them. She gasped and squirmed. Kyle reached his hand between her legs. She spread them as wide as she could, hooking them over the guys’ legs.

“Oh my fucking god,” I heard her moan. My dick was raging hard again. I thought she’d just jerk them off one at a time, but now she was completely splayed between them as the three of them slowly got each other off. I pushed my shorts and panties to the floor and started stroking.

She whispered something to Andrew and he lay back. She turned on her side to face Kyle, grabbing his dick with her other hand and stroking it with real purpose. I thought I could see and hear them making out. Their faces were right next to each other, but he was sitting on the far side from where I was, so I couldn’t really tell. I really didn’t want them kissing. That felt like a romantic thing and only she and I should share. I told myself that they weren’t. The wet smacking sounds could be from her hand flying over his wet dick or his fingers jamming in and out of her sopping wet pussy.

Kyle didn’t last much longer. I heard him moan and curse and then convulse. A moment later, he sprayed cum all over his chest. She rolled back away from him and he sighed, sinking further into the couch.

She rolled over to face Andrew now. As she started to stroke him, he turned her face towards his and open-mouthed kissed her. She gladly accepted and opened hers. They french-kissed furiously as her fist flew up and down his hard cock. It didn’t matter if she and Kyle had been making out now because she clearly was with Andrew. I wish I had said something. I really didn’t want her making out with other guys. I know that’s a weird line to draw when you’re watching your girlfriend pump a guy’s hard dick while his hands assault the most intimate parts of her body, but it made sense to me.

Andrew didn’t pop off right away like Kyle did, probably because she’d made him cum in the shower earlier that morning. They continued making out, her hand stroking and pulling his throbbing shaft and his hand mauling her generous naked breast, but he still didn’t cum. He pulled away for a moment and whispered something. She shook her head, and he said something else. I saw her look down at his dick and bite her lip.

He probably asked her to suck him off. Or at least lick him. She wouldn’t do that, though. She wasn’t big into giving blowjobs (she’d mostly just give me a few licks before sticking my dick in her vagina), and he had to be close to cumming from just her hand. Plus, the guys knew she’d given Mike a handjob and just wanted to even things out. Not to mention, she told me that she wouldn’t go any further than she already had. She gathered her hair up and pushed it out of the way. To my horror (and excitement), she leaned down over his lap, her head resting on his stomach.

She started stroking his cock again, now right in front of her face. He put his hand on the back of her head and pushed down. Almost in slow motion, her mouth opened wide and the head of his cock disappeared inside it. My heart pounded so hard I worried they could hear it. His dick was technically in her mouth, but it wasn’t yet a blowjob. She could still pull it back out. I don’t know what I wanted more. She held her mouth open around it for another moment before closing it, wrapping her lips around the middle of his hard shaft and sucking with a loud moan.

I couldn’t believe she was actually blowing him. They’d seen her mostly naked, then completely naked, and I figured that I was just showing her off. Then she started helping them get off and I figured it was only fair since she was teasing them so much. Now she willingly took my friend’s dick into her mouth and was sucking it with more enthusiasm than she’d ever sucked mine. I seemed totally unable to stop the momentum that was building. I could stop this all right there. I could march into the room and tell them that was enough. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I wanted too badly to see him blow his load into my girlfriend’s eager mouth. I groaned.

Rachel pulled her mouth off his cock and they both looked up toward where I was standing. I froze. They probably couldn’t see me in the dark. If they saw me standing there, my panties (her panties) on the ground and my dick in my hand, they’d know I not only wasn’t upset at their betrayal, I was actually getting off on it. They quickly got back to what they were doing. Rachel lowered her mouth back onto his waiting shaft, pushing it halfway in and holding it there. From the way he groaned, she must have been working wonders with her tongue on his cockhead inside her mouth.

He grabbed her hair and thrust his hips up and down some, lightly fucking my beautiful girlfriend’s mouth. She removed her hands from his shaft and put them on his hips to try to control the pace and depth of his turgid invader. He started moaning louder and I figured he was close to cumming.

I realized I was on the edge too. I didn’t want to spray my cum all over the wall, so I quickly grabbed the panties from the floor. He and I came at the same time. He unloaded rope after rope of his steaming hot cum deep into my pretty girlfriend’s waiting mouth. She coughed and gagged, struggling to swallow it as fast as it filled her cavity. Meanwhile, I unloaded a few small squirts into the panties.

The spell broke on us as soon as we finished cumming. At least on me and Rachel. She’d satisfied the two guys so thoroughly that they were both catatonic on the couch. I saw Rachel swallow once more, wipe her mouth off, then stand and walk my way.

I panicked. I was still upset that she’d given Andrew a blowjob, but I couldn’t say that if she knew I’d eagerly jerked off watching the whole thing. I quickly bent down to grab my shorts and hurried upstairs.

When I got to our room, I realized I was only holding my shorts. In my hurry, I’d dropped the cum-filled panties somewhere along the way. I hoped that somehow none of them would find them. Maybe I could slip out early in the morning and recover them. I climbed into bed and tried to come up with a plan.

“Hi baby,” Rachel said as she walked in and shut the door.

“Hi,” I said. My plan to come up with a plan had utterly failed. “How are you?”

“Pretty good since I won our bet,” she said, tossing my cum-filled panties onto my chest.

“What?” I asked. I’d almost forgotten about the bet. “But I didn’t complain about wearing them.”

“The bet was for you to not complain while wearing them all night,” she said, getting into bed next to me. “You took them off, so I won the bet.”

“Come on, that’s not fair,” I said. “I didn’t mind wearing them, I just took them off because...”

I trailed off. I was supposed to be grilling her about why she sucked off Andrew.

“Because why?” she asked, grinning widely.

“Because I was jerking off,” I said, burning with shame.

“I know, I heard you,” she said through the most devilish smile.

“You said you wouldn’t go farther than you’d already gone,” I said. She lowered her eyes.

“I know, but Andrew really wanted a blowjob,” she said, as though how much he wanted it would matter. “I knew you were probably watching from the shadows, so you could stop it if you wanted to. That’s why I went so slowly at first. I even stopped right as it entered my mouth to give you a window to say something. But then I heard your sexy little moan and knew you loved it as much as he and I did.”

“I guess you have a point,” I said. “But you were also way more into sucking his cock than you ever are with mine.”

“That was just an act, sweetie,” she said. “I was feeling kinda guilty for sucking his cock after I told you I wouldn’t, so I just wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible. I figured acting like I was really into it and letting him fuck my face a little would do the job. Plus, I know you love it when I’m your naughty little slut, and sluts love having hard cocks in their mouths.”

I remained silent. I didn’t like it, but I had to admit she had a point.

“And you loved it so much you couldn’t resist filling your little panties with cum,” she added.

“They’re not my panties,” I said. “They’re yours.”

“No, if you fill a pair of panties with cum, they’re yours,” she said. “We’re going to have to get you a lot more panties if you keep doing that, though.”

“Ha ha, very funny,” I said sarcastically.

“Oh come on,” she said. “It’ll be so fun. We can go shopping together. You can pick out lingerie for me to wear for your friends and I can pick out panties for you to wear while you watch from the shadows like a little creep.” I rolled my eyes.

She squirmed and reached down to my spent, flaccid dick. “Aww, I was really hoping you’d fuck me after I was so slutty for you. Those guys were teasing me all night.”

She rolled onto her back, her naked tits sloshing back and forth in the low light.

“Their hands were all over my chest almost as soon as the movie started,” she went on, lazily rubbing her clit as she reminisced. “And they were fooling around in my shorts not long after. Good thing you’d fucked me so well at the beach or there was no way I’d have been able to keep quiet for so long. At first I thought I’d just let them play with my body, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how much you’d love me playing with your two friends’ dicks right in front of you, so I eventually started stroking them. Every time you dozed off, they tried to get me to go to their bedroom with them. But it was all for your benefit and I knew you’d much rather we fooled around where you could see us so I made them stay.”

She turned to face me again. I hadn’t expected a full recap of the evening, so I could only swallow dryly.

“We’re so lucky we’re so compatible,” she said. “I’ve always worried about being in a relationship since I have trouble stopping myself from teasing new guys. You probably thought you’d never find a girl who’d love being so naughty and slutty for you.”

“That’s not what I wanted,” I said.

“Then I’m glad I could help you discover that about yourself,” she said. “And I’m glad you didn’t mind wearing my panties since now you’ll have to wear them all day tomorrow.”

“I didn’t agree to that,” I said.

“No welching on the bet!” she said with a giggle. She kissed me and rolled over. “Goodnight, my naughty boy.”

Resigned, I rolled over and was asleep in no time.

*****

I woke up sometime later to our door creaking open and a figure creeping in. I squinted in the darkness and realized it was Kyle. What was he doing here? He crept over to Rachel’s side of the bed. She was lying on her back, the sheets around her waist, her naked chest rising and lowering in time with her deep breaths. Her head was cocked toward the side of the bed, her mouth slightly open.

Kyle dropped his shorts. He grabbed his half-hard dick and stroked it to full hardness while staring at my girlfriend’s naked tits. The urge to do something, to say something, was boiling inside me, but so was the desire to see where this was going. I almost laughed to myself. A few days ago I was freaking out that my friends had seen my girlfriend in wet clothes. Now here I was letting one of them jerk off to her naked body because I wanted to see if he’d go further.

Once he was fully erect, he crouched down by her pillow and slowly pushed the head of his dick into her open mouth. Her eyes fluttered open and he pushed it deeper. She gasped and closed her lips around his shaft for a moment, then spit it out.

“What are you doing?!” she whispered harshly, turning away from me and toward him, propping herself up on her elbow.

He whispered something back that I couldn’t hear. She whispered something else. They went back and forth and I could barely catch the odd word, much less figure out what they were saying. Their back and forth ended and she turned around to look at me. I feigned sleep. I didn’t want them knowing I’d seen him pull his cock out and stick it in her sleeping mouth and hadn’t said anything. She turned back. Then I heard him gasp softly. I reopened my eyes. She was still propped up on an elbow in front of him, and now her head was moving slightly.

Then I heard a wet smacking sound. She was sucking his cock. He’d woken her up in the middle of the night by sticking his dick into her mouth while she lay next to her boyfriend, and her response wasn’t to scream and send him away. It wasn’t even to leave the room and blow him somewhere else. It was to suck his cock right there next to me. The shame and humiliation caused adrenaline to surge through my body. I was sleepy no more. Neither was my dick. Despite all it’d been through the past 24 hours, it rose back to life.

If they’d planned on not waking me, they stopped trying pretty quickly. Kyle’s gasps turned to groans and my girlfriend’s wet smacks turned to gags. She was taking him deep. She even kicked me when she adjusted positions to get better leverage. I don’t know what Kyle thought, but Rachel must know I was awake next to her.

Kyle pulled his dick from Rachel’s mouth and I heard her let out a little whine. They whispered back and forth some more. Then Rachel sat up and changed positions. She kept her butt in the middle of the bed and rotated, resting her legs on top of me, one over my belly, one over my thighs. She leaned back until the back of her shoulders were on the edge of the bed nearest Kyle and her head tilted back off the edge and out of my view. She opened her mouth wide.

Kyle approached her and crouched down until his balls rested on my girlfriend’s upturned face. He thrust his hips back and forth a few times, dragging his balls up and down her face and wagging his hard, wet cock in my direction. Then he grabbed his shaft and pointed it down, guiding it into her waiting mouth. She closed her lips around it and he groaned again. He put his hands on the bed on either side of her and started thrusting. She reached between her legs and strummed her clit.

My raging, aching dick screamed in my lap. I reached for it and almost came as soon as I touched it. I quickly let go. I didn’t want to make the same mistake I did earlier. Watching Kyle facefuck my girlfriend was rough, but once he was done with her, she’d be extremely horny and I wanted to satisfy her.

The bed shook with his thrusts, causing her large naked tits to undulate back and forth underneath him. Her throat made a loud glugging noise with every thrust. His hips seemed to be lightly bouncing off her face, so his dick must have been jamming deep in and out of her throat. Her movements got more frantic. She rubbed her clit harder and harder and her legs convulsed on top of me, her heels kicking me rather painfully. Her full body started convulsing and she let out a guttural moan through the thick shaft lodged in her throat as her orgasm hit. I felt her juices splash against my hip. She had never squirted with me before, but she just had as my friend fucked her throat. My hard dick throbbed angrily, begging for someone to touch it.

“I’m gonna fucking cum,” he said, no longer bothering to whisper. He pulled out of her mouth and started jacking off furiously. She lifted up and sucked his waiting balls into her mouth. “Oh my fucking god!!” he roared and started cumming. Hard.

I didn’t see the cum shoot from his dick, but I felt it land. On my face. I gasped in surprise, and his next rope of cum landed mostly in my mouth. I closed my mouth and reflexively swallowed before the third rope splashed across my chin and neck. I felt my balls roil and contract as my own orgasm passed the point of no return. I hadn’t touched my dick at all, but it was still cumming. I shot out my own small load onto my belly as Kyle finished cumming on Rachel’s tummy and chest. I wanted to think I came without touching myself because I’d just watched my girlfriend squirt for the first time, but I knew it had more to do with her lover blasting his cum in my face.

“Oh my god, thank you so much Rachel,” Kyle said. “That was amazing.”

“Glad you enjoyed,” she said, straightening herself back out and lying next to me. He grabbed his shorts and left.

“Did you love that, honey?” Rachel asked as soon as he closed the door. She rolled over and grabbed my spent dick. “Oh my, yes you did. Couldn’t wait for me again, huh?”

“I didn’t mean to,” I said. “I didn’t even touch it, it just went off.”

“Wow, I didn’t think that was possible,” she said. “I didn’t think I could squirt either. It was so hot having him ravage my throat right next to you, knowing how much you loved it. And whoa, you came so hard! You hit your own face!”

I didn’t correct her. I didn’t want her knowing that actually Kyle had cum all over my face. I really didn’t want her knowing that that’s what made me cum without touching myself.

“You never cum this hard when it’s just me and you,” she said. “You must like watching me get fucked even more that fucking me.”



I didn’t want to even think about that.

“Did you shoot any in your mouth?” she asked. I nodded. “Did you swallow it?” I didn’t know what to do, so I just nodded again. “Wow, that’s so hot. Here, I can help you with the rest.” She scooped some more of Kyle’s cum off my face with her fingers and stuck them in my mouth. I sucked them clean and swallowed. The taste was unpleasant but for some reason I couldn’t stop myself.

“We have to get cleaned up anyway before we go back to sleep,” she said, scooping the rest of Kyle’s cum off my face and into my mouth. I swallowed. Then she gathered up my cum on my belly and fed it to me too. Finally, she scooped up the rest of Kyle’s load off her front and fed it to me. “Oh wait, this is Kyle’s cum, not yours,” she said as I sucked her fingers clean. I’d forgotten she didn’t know all the cum on my face was his too. I hadn’t wanted her to know I’d swallowed his cum, but I guess that ship had sailed now.

“Oops,” I said.

“You’re so kinky,” she said. “I love it. And I love you.” She rolled over and kissed me. Her mouth tasted like Kyle’s dick and mine tasted like his spunk. She rolled back over.

I stared at the ceiling and wondered what was happening to me.






Just One of the Guys Ch. 06a

I woke up the next morning covered in sweat. I couldn't believe what had happened the night before. My girlfriend, Rachel, sucked off two of my friends right in front of me and I did nothing to stop it. One of them even came on my face. How the hell did this happen?

I stretched and opened my eyes before quickly shutting them again. The sunlight coming from the large living room windows was bright enough to hurt. Wait, living room? I opened my eyes again and sure enough, I was lounging on the comfy chair I'd watched the movie from the night before. That was strange, I definitely remembered going up to my room. Didn't I?

I pulled the blanket off and stood up. I yawned and scratched my butt. Something was digging in there. I checked and remembered I was wearing Rachel's panties. Ugh, why did I do that? I realized they were sticky. Had I cum in them? I was stiff and sore from sleeping in the chair and it was still early, so I decided to head up to our room before everyone woke up.

As I climbed the stairs, I tried to remember what the hell happened last night. The weed we smoked must have been strong because I had trouble stringing full thoughts together still. I remembered Rachel snuggling up with Kyle and Andrew under the blanket on the couch. Then I remembered getting up and watching her, naked, playing with them on the couch. Then sometime later, Kyle came into our bedroom and face-fucked her next to me. Then how did I get back downstairs?

Rachel woke up when I entered our room.

"Good morning, sleepy head," she said, stretching her fully nude body and smiling at me.

"Hi," I said, going to my side of the bed and getting in next to her.

"Glad you finally made it back to me," she said, throwing an arm and a leg across me.

"Yeah," I said. "When did I go downstairs?"

She frowned at me, confused.

"I remember coming up to bed," I continued. "But I don't remember going back downstairs to sleep."

"You never came up here," she said, frowning. "You passed out during the movie. We didn't want to wake you so we just left you there."

"But I remember," I said. "I remember you and the guys...and then coming up here. And Kyle..." I trailed off. My head hurt from trying to figure out what the hell happened. Rachel frowned and sat up. The sight of her amazing, naked tits bouncing as she rearranged certainly didn't help my mental faculties.

"Wait, start at the beginning," she said. "What do you remember?"

"I kept falling asleep during the movie," I said. "Then I woke up after it ended. You were still on the couch with the guys. Um, naked. I think. And then I said we should go to bed."

She giggled. "No, that's not what happened," she said.

"What happened?" I asked.

"The movie stopped for a while. We were trying to figure out what to do with you, when all of a sudden you stood up, looked at us and mumbled a bunch of nonsense. Then you collapsed back on the chair and started snoring."

I frowned.

"It was really funny," she went on. "We burst out laughing."

"But I remember a bunch of other stuff happening," I said.

"You must have been dreaming," she said. Could she be right? The dreams were certainly more vivid than any I'd had before. "What do you remember happening?" she asked.

The memories had mostly flooded back to me now. Not only what happened, but how I'd felt about it. Specifically, how my dick felt about it. "I don't really want to get into it," I said.

"Lame!" she said. "Come on, why are you so ashamed? Were they sexy dreams?"

I blushed.

"Oh my god, did they involve me?" she asked.

I started to sweat.

"Was I being naughty?" she whispered.

"Maybe I'll tell you another time," I said.

"That's too bad," she said. "I was going to tell you about everything your naughty girlfriend got up to while you were asleep, but if it's not story time, then I guess I can keep that to myself."

My mind jolted wide awake. I'd been so preoccupied with what I thought happened last night, I hadn't thought about what else could have actually happened. If what she was saying was true, and everything I remember about late last night was just a dream, that means the last true thing I remember was her naked under a blanket with my friends.

"I thought you'd be interested in that," she said. "I mean, I would have behaved myself otherwise."

"What happened?" I asked.

"You first," she said with a smirk. I sighed and began to relay my tale.

She mostly kept quiet while I told her about her antics on the couch with the guys, except occasionally asking for clarification. Did I really say nothing when I saw her topless, jerking them off? Did I really leave her, naked, to play with them while I went to bed? Did I really stay and watch, cumming when I saw her blow Andrew? She squirmed and bit her lip each time I said that yes, that's what happened. Or at least what I dreamt.

When I got to the part where Kyle entered our bedroom in the middle of the night, Rachel started pinching one of her exposed nipples. When I said he demanded a blowjob because Andrew had gotten one, she moaned that that was super hot. She rolled onto her back and played with herself as I relayed the details I remembered from the blowjob. Watching her masturbate was so hot I forgot how embarrassed I'd been to start this story. That shame came back right at the end though, and I suddenly stopped.

"What happened next?" she moaned, still casually masturbating.

"That was, uhh, all," I stammered.

"He was fucking my face as I laid practically on top of you, and that was it?" she asked. "He didn't cum?"

"Yeah, he came," I said, remembering the feeling of his semen splattering across my face. "He came on your, uh, on you."

"Where?" she asked.

"I don't uh, I mean, it was dark. And a dream," I said. I really didn't want to tell her about him cumming on my face and her feeding it to me on accident. I didn't even want to think about it myself, and I worried about telling her. It would just give her ideas.

"That's too bad," she said. "But wow, that was so hot. I can't believe you dream about your friends just taking me in front of you and on top of you."

"It wasn't on purpose," I said.

"But still so hot," she said. "Did you have a little wet dream during it?" She reached down the front of my shorts. "Oh my, you did!" she said. I'd gotten slightly hard watching her masturbate and she grasped my sticky half-chub. "And you're still wearing my panties! I totally forgot!"

"That means I won the bet," I said, smiling. She pouted.

"Aww, but you're so cute as my little pantyboy," she said, pulling her hand out. "And that's extra disappointing because I'll have to never wear mine again."

"Wait, that wasn't the bet," I said. "The bet was that you'd never complain about wearing them again."

"Yeah, and the only way that's going to happen is if I never wear them again," she said through a shit-eating grin.

"Ha ha," I said, sarcastically. "I'm still waiting for your story."

"Sorry," she said. "It's not as exciting now that I know the kinda stuff you actually dream about."

"Come on, you promised," I said.

"Fiiiine," she said. "Where to start. I knew the guys would want me to jerk them off like I had Mike, but that was a special thing I had to do for him. I like teasing them all, but I didn't want it to become my job to get them off whenever they wanted. I'm your girlfriend, not theirs. Plus, I was tired and everything, so I was glad we decided to just watch a movie. I knew they'd get handsy if I sat between them, but I figured it'd just be that, which wouldn't be a big deal."

It was strange to think that my buddies groping my girlfriend was not a big deal. Just a few days ago, the idea would have made me want to puke. But now it was normal. Expected. I'd bring her to hang out with my buddies, and we all knew they'd at least be able to feel her body to their boner's content and probably get her naked too. And probably do more than that if I was being honest.

"Their hands were on me basically as soon as the movie started, squeezing and pinching my boobs through my bra" she went on. "They both tried to stuff their hands down the front of my bra, and I got worried that they'd rip it, so that's why I unzipped it. They basically stopped paying attention to the movie at that point. I was worried you'd look over and see them mauling my tits, but you were conked out by that point."

"But then I woke up," I said.

"Yeah," she said. "That was about when Kyle was trying to shove his hand down my shorts."

"Trying?" I asked.

"Ok, succeeding," she said. "I thought letting them play with my boobs would be enough, but movies are pretty long. I felt his hand leave my boob and I thought he'd finally gotten bored and would give me some peace, but then he started fiddling with the top of my shorts. He ran his fingers along my tummy right at the top of the shorts, as if tracing the barrier of what's acceptable to touch on your friend's girlfriend."

Yes, I thought sarcastically. Guys are always rubbing around on the shorts of their friend's girlfriend. Nothing weird there.

"And then of course stuck his fingertips under the shorts as if to show he didn't care what he should be doing," she continued. "He was going to take as much of me as I'd let him. It was really hot to think he wanted me that badly. And like, they'd been playing with my naked boobs for so long and now he was running his fingers through my pubic hair. So I was getting really turned on. I couldn't help it."

I felt my sleepy dick pulse back to life in my shorts. It pushed against the tight panties I was still wearing. I'd had enough and pulled my shorts and panties off, throwing them to the floor. My aching boner flopped back against my stomach.

"Oh my god, yes, baby," she moaned. "I wasn't sure about messing around with your friends while you were asleep, but I'm glad you like it." She reached out and grabbed my throbbing boner. It was already soaked from all the precum I'd been oozing. Her small, soft hand was warmer than I'd expected, and I felt fireworks go off in my head when she wrapped it around me. "Oops, sorry!" she said, letting go of it like it had scalded her. "Don't want you spraying cum all over yourself just yet," she added.

"So where was I," she mused while she cuddled up against me. She began tracing her finger over my belly and thighs, an inch away from where my boner ached. "Oh right. Your friend Kyle had his hand on my wet pussy. I debated what to do about it. I knew you loved it when I get them all horny, and feeling my dripping pussy right in front of you would definitely send him into overdrive. On the other hand, he'd also be getting me off, which feels different. But then I remembered that he fingered me in the shower earlier that morning, and you loved when I told you about that. So I figured it'd be fine for me to let him inside my vagina again."

"Wait, he was fingering you when I woke up?" I said. I couldn't believe they'd keep at it when I was looking.

"Yeah, but not for that long," she said. "Because Andrew knocked the blanket off to show that my tits were out of my bra. And that was really embarrassing. I thought I could just fool around with these guys under the blanket and tell you about it later, but then our whole cover got blown because you could tell I'd let them just go to town on my tits. I told you I unzipped it because it was uncomfortable, so that you wouldn't be too shocked that I'd be topless and canoodling with a couple of your buddies, but then used it as an excuse to just take it off so Kyle and Andrew would know that they could still take advantage of me.

"I thought that'd buy me some time, but then you immediately got up to go to the bathroom," she said. "You were barely out of the room when Andrew pulled the blanket off and dove mouth-first into my chest. I tried to say something, but I was so horny from their defiling of me that when he sucked on my hard nipple, all that came out was a moan. That was all Kyle needed to hear to dive onto my other breast. Having two guys ravage my mostly naked body like that caused me to speed toward an orgasm, which I didn't really want to happen. I mean, can you imagine if your friends knew they could get me off just by sucking on my tits like that? We were letting them play with me like that as some harmless sexy fun, so that'd mean they could just play with my tits and make me orgasm whenever they felt like it."

I imagined my friends slobbering on my girlfriend's naked tits right in front of me and groaned.

"I thought you'd like that," she said with a giggle, running her fingers lightly over my aching boner. "I liked it too, to be honest. Though I guess that's the problem. Anyway, I decided I needed to distract them, so I reached into their laps and grabbed their dicks through their shorts. And baby, they were so hard. The good news was that my distraction worked, because they released my boobs for a moment so they could shift around and make their boners easier for me to grasp. But the bad news is that once they were done, they went right back to running their tongues and lips all over my naked chest. So they were still stimulating me like before, except now I had a raging boner in each hand. I could feel an orgasm start to build in me and I was all ready to just forget that I should only be orgasming from you. And thankfully, that's when you finally came out of the bathroom."

I wasn't thrilled that my girlfriend and buddies were so brazen about fondling each other (except my boner, my boner was quite thrilled), but I took some solace in the fact that I probably gave the two of them major blue balls by coming back in the room.

"I jerked my hands away from them like I didn't want you catching what we were doing," she went on. "They followed suit and pulled the blanket up to our chins again by the time you got back. Though it immediately fell down and made totally clear what they were doing. I needed a break from it all, so that's why I got up to make popcorn and talk to you. I also tried to play off my toplessness like a thing we all just accepted, rather than because your friends had spent an hour mauling my tits.

"Anyway, after we made the popcorn, I decided to just keep the blanket on our laps," she continued. "That way we could all easily reach the popcorn and they'd leave my tits alone for a moment. Of course they'd be able to stare at them, but they'd seen me topless so much that it didn't seem like a big deal at that point."

"I suppose not," I said. Somehow, my buddies seeing her beautiful breasts on a regular basis was no longer objectionable to me, but was still intensely arousing. I thought that at some point them staring at her naked tits would stop exciting me, but that wasn't the case.

"I thought we could make it through the rest of the movie like that," she said. "But then you went and fell asleep again."

"Sorry, the weed really got to me," I said.

"Fair enough," she said. "But you started snoring softly, which basically told the guys it was open season on my body again. Their hands and mouths were all over me again, as I'm sure you can imagine."

I could imagine. I imagined it quite vividly. Rachel continued softly stroking my pulsating erection with her fingertips. Just strong enough for me to feel it but too light to make me cum. Her story and touch made my boner burn painfully for relief.

"It wasn't all bad though," she said. "They were still jokey and playful. Like, at one point, Kyle had been fingering me for a while, and I was just gushing all over his fingers. My pussy was out of control. Anyway, he finally pulled his hand out of my shorts and we all looked at my sticky juices just dripping down all over his fingers. He then grabbed a couple kernels of popcorn and ate them, sticking his whole fingers in his mouth and loudly sucking them clean in the process. He told Andrew that the popcorn was really good and he should try some, so of course then Andrew dove practically his whole hand inside my vagina and did the same thing. It was so funny."

"Yeah, so funny," I deadpanned. I couldn't believe they now knew what my girlfriend tasted like.

"Yeah, but then Andrew suggested they stick some popcorn inside my vagina and eat it out of me," she said. "That was too far, so I squashed it. I felt like I'd get a UTI or something."

I noticed her objection was to sanitation, not to the idea of my friends eating her out.

"I forget when, but at some point, Kyle said I didn't need my shorts anymore and took them off me," she said. "Which made some sense since their hands had been down my shorts and in my vagina plenty and they were just getting in the way. But it felt like a weird thing for my boyfriend's friend to decide for me? So I didn't make it easy for him. But then watching him try to tug my shorts out from under me was pretty hot. Like, he wasn't going to let anything stop him from getting at my most intimate place. Not my shorts, and definitely not my boyfriend sleeping a few feet away. So I lifted my butt up without really deciding to, and a moment later I was completely naked between them."

The idea of them forcibly disrobing my girlfriend was too much for me and explosions started going off in my head. I moaned loudly and humped my dick against her soft hand. She recognized immediately that I was about to blow and grabbed my balls in a vice grip.

"No, no, baby. Not yet," she said, squeezing my balls tightly. The shooting pains quickly overwhelmed the building orgasm. I gasped in pain and my dick pumped once, shooting a big glob of precum onto the already large puddle on my belly. "I'm not even to the good parts yet." I whimpered. What were the good parts?

"Where was I?" she said. "Oh yeah, they stripped me naked. They got naked too at some point? I didn't even notice. I was so lost in my own world as they teamed up on my naked body. I only realized when Andrew took my hand and pressed it into his naked boner. I knew they'd want me to jerk them off after I did that for Mike, but I felt like they were making too many assumptions about what I'd do with them. I still wanted to tease them, though, so I grabbed his hot boner in my hand, but didn't jack him off or anything.

"Kyle eventually saw and made me grab his dick with my other hand," she said. "They started saying how I owed them handjobs because I'd given them to Mike. I said that was a different circumstance, that I didn't want to jerk him off, I just had to because of his unfortunate swimsuit situation. They called BS on that though, saying they knew I would love wrapping my hands around his giant dick based off how they saw me stare at it in the past. They had a point and I wasn't really sure what to do.

"And that's about when you woke up for the last time. You scared the shit out of us because we had forgotten you were in the room and you just suddenly stood up and started talking to us. And here we were, completely naked, hands all over each others' privates. But then you slumped back down in the chair and kept snoring and we realized you'd just been saying gibberish anyway."

I wondered what went on in my head. Some part of me knew they were fooling around on the couch since I had that whole vivid dream about it. But what was I even trying to say?

"We laughed a lot at you," she said. "All this tension had been building between us as we got naked and they kept pushing the envelope, wondering how far we'd take it with you right there ready to catch us at any moment, but it all dissipated when you did that. I had been trying to avoid jerking them off because the time on the beach with Mike was so much fun because you were there and awake and could fuck me silly right after. I really liked that and I didn't want to make a big show of jerking your friends off if you weren't awake to enjoy it with me. I know we have a much looser commitment than most couples, but making your friends cum while you were asleep still felt almost like cheating. But then I remembered that as long as I just remembered tell you about it afterward, it'd be like you were involved the whole time. Also, we were all friends and me giving a handjob to a guy friend isn't really a big deal."



"Not a big deal?" I asked. I didn't like how she rationalized any behavior as ok as long as she told me about it later. "Since when is you jerking guys off not a big deal?"

"Not just any guy," she said. "But if a friend is going to masturbate while thinking about me anyway, what's the big issue? Especially if we've been molesting each other."

"I guess," I said. It seemed like every time I turned around, something new was not a big deal. Seeing her in revealing clothes was not a big deal. Then seeing her boobs was not a big deal. Then naked. Now doling out handjobs. Would they soon be gangbanging her as not a big deal? Filling my loving girlfriend's every hole with cum because there simply wasn't a good reason not to? I forced myself to calm down. She'd already touched their dicks a few times, so it wasn't really anything new. It's not like she was sticking their dicks inside her.

"So I said that fine, I'd jerk them off," she said. "Of course, I'd already started stroking their cocks without even realizing it. Anyway, I made the mistake of asking how they wanted me. I meant like, did they want me to sit next to them or like, get on my knees in front of them. Kyle immediately asked that I put my face right in front of his dick while I jerked him off. He said it turned him on to see me staring that close at his boner. I said fine, but then he laid down on the floor and said it had to be like that. I figured whatever, and knelt down by his legs, but he wanted me laying on top of him.

"I realized he meant in 69 position, which was way more than I thought I'd agreed to. But he insisted that he wasn't forcing oral sex on me, that he just thought my pussy smelled and tasted amazing, and if it was in his face while I jerked him off, that would make him cum the hardest. I was still ashamed of the idea of sticking my whole naked, dripping crotch right in his face. I mean, a lady has to keep some of her secrets. But I was flattered enough that he loved my kitty's taste and smell so much that I decided to just get over it.

"I knelt over his face and leaned forward, laying my naked body on top of his so our wet, engorged genitals were right in each others faces. I only then realized he'd placed himself so we were right in front of you, with me facing your chair. You were still asleep, but if you woke up, you'd see your girlfriend essentially 69'ing with your buddy right in front of you. I knew you'd love to wake up to that, but I was still embarrassed. I figured it was too late now, though, and started pumping away at his hard dick.

"And then, ugh, right on cue, Kyle grabbed my hips and forced them down onto his face and started licking my dripping pussy like I knew he would. I stopped and looked back and told him to stop and he did."

"He just jammed his tongue into your vagina just like that?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said. "I mean, I should have known. He said the smell and taste drove him crazy, and here I was bent double on top of him so that it was right in his face. At least he stopped, though. But as I started jacking him off again, I couldn't stop thinking about how vulnerable I was, bent and spread on top of him like that. Plus, Andrew was watching from that side too, so both of them saw ev-ry-thing your girlfriend had to offer. And my vagina of course didn't care whether that mouth belonged to my boyfriend or not. She'd been toyed with for so long and had a mind of her own at this point. So without even trying to, I guess I pushed my hips down and ground my naked pussy into his mouth."

"Oh my god," I moaned. Rachel smirked and started playing with my balls as I writhed next to her.

"I think that surprised him," she said. "But he quickly started eating me out. And it felt so good, oh my god. I kind of lost track of jacking him off, which was what we were supposed to be doing in the first place. I had just gone limp and was just like, moaning and whimpering right into his dick. He was desperately trying to get more action there, so he was pumping his hips up and down, basically humping his dick against my face and lips. But it still wasn't enough, so he stopped and told me to pay attention to his dick.

"I tried to, but he kept running his tongue all over my lips and clit and I couldn't focus at all. He complained again, so I just figured to hell with it and put him in my mouth. I couldn't stay focused on a handjob and his hard shaft had been rubbing against my lips a bunch anyway. I figured if I didn't give him a full on blowjob, and just let him hump his fat dick into my mouth, it wasn't a big deal."

"What?" I said. More things that weren't a big deal. "You sucked him off??"

"No, it was more like a handjob with mouth," she said.

"Sounds like a blowjob," I said.

"Actually, it was more like, uh," she said, struggling for words. "I mean, when I'm giving a blowjob, I'm totally focused on it, you know? I could barely pay attention to anything at this point. So I was really just letting him thrust his dick in and out of my mouth while he ate me out."

"So he facefucked you," I said.

"I guess, in a way," she said. "It's hard to explain, you would have had to have been there. Though I guess you were, kind of." She giggled. I rolled my eyes.

"Anyway, go on," I said.

"Right, so I told him to let me know when he was going to cum, and then wrapped my lips around his hard shaft. He jammed his cock in and out of my mouth while exploring every recess of my vagina with his tongue," she said. "I'd said I didn't want to 69 with him, but here I was doing exactly that right in front of you. It felt really naughty, so I came pretty quickly after that. I was so loud too, we were shocked you didn't wake up. But then, ugh."

"What?" I asked. She'd stopped talking and looked annoyed.

"It's just," she started. "Ugh. Remember how I told him to let me know when he was going to cum?"

I nodded. I knew where this was going. The only place it could go.

"So like, I came hard," she said. "Really hard. He said my pussy gushed all over his face and I just started like, convulsing, as I moaned and screamed into his dick, which completely filled my mouth at that point. He said he tried to keep from coming until I stopped, but couldn't make it. He tried to warn me, but I couldn't hear him over all the noise I was making. So all I knew was as soon as my orgasm subsided, his dick exploded and gushed a huge load of cum deep into my throat."

I moaned, practically screamed, as pain and pleasure overtook me. Pain from the knowledge that my friends' fat cocks were now dumping huge loads into my girlfriend's mouth. Pleasure from her incredible sluttiness and the humiliation of her cheating right in front of my sleeping body. It was too much. My heart raced and my hips humped the air, desperately trying to find some friction for my aching cock. Rachel just held onto my balls and smiled at me.

"I can't-can't take this," I moaned.

"Aw, baby," she cooed. "I'm sorry you're so horny. Now you know how I felt after your friends spent a whole movie groping me."

"No, I mean everything," I said. "I'm going to have a heart attack."

"I'm sorry," she said, letting go of my balls. She lay naked next to me, a look of concern on her face. "Don't want to overstimulate you."

"Please stop messing around with my friends," I said.

"I'm only doing it for you, baby," she said, stroking my head. "If I enjoyed hooking up with any guy I met, I'd still be single. I'm just doing it to get you excited. It turns you on more than having sex with me does."

"I don't," I muttered. "That's not true. I just, it's..."

"Brian, darling, I can't even touch you because you're so horny," she said, motioning to my throbbing, dripping boner. "I know you have to act upset because that's all part of your fantasy, but we both know deep down that you want me to be naughty. Want it more than anything else in the world."

"It's not true," I whimpered. "I actually don't like it."

"How about this," she went on. "I'll tell you the rest of what happened last night. I don't want to keep anything from you, so I have to tell you anyway. So I'll tell you, but I won't touch you. If you can make it to the end without making yourself cum, I'll stop. I'll tell the guys we had fun but we went as far as we wanted to go, and that's it."

I nodded.

"But if you cum," she said. "Then I'll know what you really want."

I gulped. This should be easy. Just let your girlfriend tell you a story and don't jerk off. But I knew it'd be difficult. I pinned my hands under my butt to make it harder to grab myself.

"Ok," I croaked. She smiled.

"Ok," she repeated. "So where were we. Oh right, Kyle and I had cum in each others' mouths."

I moaned and my boner throbbed naked in the air, screaming at my hands to grab it and make it cum. God, this was going to be difficult.

"I was totally spent once I finished gulping down all his cum," she continued. "I mean, I'd had a huge orgasm with you on the beach, and then again all over Kyle's face. After all the weed and then being super horny for a full movie, I was really ready to just pass out. So I just sorta went limp on top of him, his softening dick still in my mouth. But Andrew hadn't cum yet, so he started pestering me that it was his turn.

"I was tired, though, so felt like being a little brat," she said with a giggle. "So I kept saying no, even after he helped me to my feet and put my hand back on his boner. He was eventually like, 'Fine, let's go to bed' and just hoisted me over his shoulder. I was happy he'd just take me to bed and let me sleep because I thought there was no way I'd get aroused again. I realized I was wrong, though, when he took me to their room instead of ours. I was kinda annoyed because I really just wanted to sleep, but I couldn't help the excited little flutters in my tummy from coming back. I mean, he straight up hauled my naked body back to his bed and a girl can't help but enjoy being manhandled like that.

"They've got bunk beds in there, and I guess he sleeps on the bottom one because that's where he threw me. I decided to pretend I was asleep, so just like, ragdolled. He complained and I just said, 'Sorry, I'm sleeping.' And then laughed, because clearly I wasn't. I was hoping he'd just cuddle in next to me and we could fool around in the morning or something, but he wasn't ready to do that.

"He started rubbing his hard dick against my face, trying to get its dripping head between my lips. Let me tell you, it's hard to pretend like you're sleeping when someone's jamming their dick in your mouth."

"Wait," I said, desperate to stop her story. I wasn't touching myself, but I was still on the edge of orgasm just listening to her. It took all my willpower to keep from jacking off, but I managed it for the time being. "Wait, I thought you said he was only pushing it against your lips."

"Yeah, but then he opened my mouth with his hand," she said. "I had to keep pretending to be asleep, so I couldn't stop him. He peeled open my mouth and just jabbed his whole dick inside. I gagged and opened my eyes, naturally. I mean, he knew I wasn't asleep the whole time, it was a really bad secret. But he seemed to like thrusting into my open mouth and groping my naked tits while I just lay there like a ragdoll, so I figured it would work.

"But of course he wanted more," she continued. "I guess it's good that Andrew doesn't have a thing for violating unconscious women, but it would have saved a lot of trouble if he just came in my mouth then. Instead, he pulled out and pulled my legs apart, then climbed between them. I thought he wanted to go down on me like Kyle had, but instead he knelt between my thighs and bent over so that he could suck on my tits while his dick pressed against my crotch.

"His dick was in your-," I said, my voice catching. I couldn't say it.

"No no, he wasn't inside me," she said. "Just like, teasing my lips with the tip of his dick. I didn't want him to fuck me, that's something I only want you to do. But he started rubbing his dick against my clit while sucking on my nipples, which made it feel like he was about to. Especially when he grabbed my wrists and pinned them behind my head so that I was really at his mercy. I started getting really wet again despite everything.

"I knew we were in a really dangerous position," she went on. "Naked and aroused, me pinned under him with his hard dick playing with the hot, wet opening to my vagina. I knew I had to think quickly and make him cum or we'd just start fucking like wild animals. I tried to think of what would be the hottest thing for him to hear in that moment. Like, what would turn him on the most while his friend's girlfriend writhed against his desperate dick."

My balls started boiling and I grabbed at the sheets. I was at the precipice. Somehow, I wasn't touching my dick in any way, but I was still right at the edge of blowing my load. If I could hold on, all this could end. If not, if I somehow orgasmed without touching myself, it was all over. She could do whatever she wanted and I'd collapse into a cum-covered mess. I prayed for something to stop me.

"At first I just moaned about how amazing his dick felt," she said. "But that just made him hump me harder. I realized the true hottest thing he could hear was that his friend's girlfriend didn't care that she wasn't committed to him. She wanted his dick inside her so badly that she'd do anything to have it. So I told him to forget everything and just stick it in. That I needed his cock inside me so badly I couldn't stand it. That I didn't care that my boyfriend was sleeping downstairs, I needed him to fuck my brains out right here right now."

I felt the first jolt shoot through my body. My balls were still winding up for the pitch, so to speak, but right then I knew that I would be cumming. I tried to say something, but all that came out was a mangled cry.

"And, ugh, here's where things sort of went awry," she said. "I was pretending to want him to fuck my brains out, but he was so far gone he couldn't tell it was all just dirty talk. He thought I actually wanted him to jam his hard cock inside me. I couldn't really blame him, I was naked and wet and grinding my pussy against his cock while literally telling him to fuck me for all he was worth. So yeah. He thrust his fat dick inside me."

I moaned. Wave after wave of adrenaline and pleasure coursed through my body. I was going to cum, and it was going to be huge. There was no stopping now.

"I was so shocked, I didn't react," she said. "I didn't know how badly my pussy needed to be filled with a hot cock until he did it. So rather than telling him to pull out, I just moaned his name really loudly. He took that as a cue that I was cool with it, so started slamming his dick in and out of me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him to pull him in deeper before I really grasped what was happening."

My dick started pumping as the warmth and pleasure centered inside it. I couldn't believe it. I hadn't been touched and I was speeding the biggest orgasm of my life.

"After a little while, I finally came to my senses and told him we shouldn't be doing this," she continued. "I said I wasn't mad, though, that it was my fault and that I'd blow him to completion if he pulled out. That's not something I wanted to offer, but I had to get his dick out of me and that was the best card I could play. Thankfully, he pulled out and walked up the bed on his knees until he was straddling my chest and his dripping dick was right in front of my face. I couldn't really reach it, so I just opened my mouth and he thrust it inside. His dick tasted like vagina juices, which made me feel really naughty for letting him fuck me like that. He was really close, so he didn't have to assault my throat with his fat dick for very long before he filled my mouth with its second load of the night."

I came with a scream. Rope after rope of jizz burst from my dick, hosing my entire front with wasted seed.

"Yay, oh my god, baby!" Rachel said as I convulsed next to her. "I knew you'd love it."

Eventually, I stopped cumming. The last few pumps were just painful. I'd cum so much recently, I was really wringing the last drops of fluid my body could muster. As I came down from my emotional high, the reality hit me. I'd failed. I had to prove I wouldn't cum, and I'd failed. Spectacularly.

"I'm so happy for you," she said, kissing my cheek. "I can't wait to make you cum that hard for the rest of your life."





