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If there's one thing you should know, it's that Sara gets what she wants. That's how she got me in the first place. I was out for happy hour drinks when she spotted me from across the bar. I wasn't much for trying to pick up girls at bars -- by which I mean, I had no idea how to do it -- but she did everything. There was this slight woman, standing confidently in the corner with her friends, her dark hair spilling halfway down the back of her dress, staring me down. She raised an eyebrow at me, then crooked her finger, mouthing "come here" like I was a runaway puppy she'd finally caught back. How could I say no?
So I didn't say no. Not then, and not since. Not when, after we'd talked over our drinks for half the night, she'd leaned in, brushed my ear with her lips, and whispered: "We've talked enough. What else can your mouth do?" Not when, in the back seat of the darkened Uber, she pressed my head down into her lap, filling my nose with her scent, and I lapped her pussy like a parched pilgrim finally finding an oasis in the desert. Not when she rode me on my bed, her hips rising and falling, her fingernails brushing up and down on my chest, just hard enough to make my skin tingle; and certainly not when she grabbed my throat, her dainty fingers choking me, her dark hair cascading around our faces as she came hard on my cock and told me I was hers.
It was ridiculous. I barely knew her. But I sensed that what she wanted from me was what I had always wanted to give, or perhaps what I'd always wanted to be taken from me. It didn't take long before we were together, and soon enough we became inseparable. Our relationship must have seemed normal enough to our friends, though maybe a little fast; she treated me with respect and fondness, then with love; we went out with our friends, we traveled. But within the four walls of my apartment (which would eventually become our apartment), I was hers. We never had to discuss it. It was something we both understood.
She would give me a look, like that first look across the bar, and in that moment I would be transformed from boyfriend to servant, from partner to slave. It felt as natural as sunlight. One moment we'd be watching TV on the couch, her long legs draped across me as I rubbed her soft feet; then she would turn, give me that look, and I'd be on all fours on the hardwood floor, my knees aching as I ran my tongue up and down the wrinkles of her asshole, her fingers tangled in my hair as she pulled my head roughly into her ass so that all I could only breathe the air she allowed me.
I never knew what she would do, so it shouldn't have surprised me when, the first time she took me into her mouth, she wet one finger and slid it between my ass cheeks, gently probing, watching me for a reaction. It was a secret desire I'd never expressed to her, but she knew it anyway; she always did. When her finger slipped inside me, gently stretching me, curling up against that spot inside, it was like a switch flipped for both of us. I moaned in a way I never had before, pressing into her finger, opening myself for her. She slurped up and down on my cock as she finger fucked me, her tongue swirling around my head, and I exploded in a new way, my insides pressing and squeezing on her finger, wave after wave of orgasm leaving me breathless.
She swallowed, sighed in satisfaction, and let her finger slowly slip out of my ass. She crawled up the bed, wrapping me in her arms and resting her chin on my shoulder. "You liked that, didn't you?" I could only nod.
Sara, being something of an entrepreneur, never quite satisfied without pushing the envelope, pushed me further. I accepted it at every turn. We picked out a strap-on together; I pointed to one that was blue, not too big, not too anthropomorphized. "I think it'll freak me out if it's too much like a real dick," I explained. She nodded, understanding. But the first time she fucked me with it, I knew I was never going to be the same. I loved fucking her, feeling her warmth and tightness, bringing her pleasure in the most natural way; I still do. But psychologically it didn't compare with lying on my back, my legs propped over her shoulders, her hips thrusting into me as she impaled me on her cock, looking down at me with a fierce hunger I had never seen so clearly. When her lube-slicked hand finally gripped my cock and glided along it, bringing me to my first orgasm with a cock in my ass, I knew I would always want more. More ways to give myself to her.
It wasn't long before we bought a new strap-on: a strapless one, with a bulb that went inside her that she would squeeze around to hold in place, and a slot in the base for a vibrating bullet. It was big, thick, and realistic: flesh-colored, criss crossed with veins and a pronounced helmet. It didn't freak me out at all. The first night she used it, she guided my head down towards her crotch, and I took her cock between my lips for the first time, wrapping my mouth around the head.
I'd never sucked a cock before, but I think I knew what to do: I imitated her. I swirled my tongue around her head, then slowly engulfed it, letting it run along the top of my tongue, into the back of my throat, taking it as far as I could before I gagged, choked, and drooled on it like a pornstar. I looked up and met her eyes as I sucked the strap-on, my face flushed, embarrassed and wondering if she would look at me differently, seeing how eagerly I'd taken to it. There was only desire in her eyes, a hot flush in her cheeks.
"Sit on my cock," she ordered. I squeezed lube into my hand, spreading it up and down her cock and jerking it for a few seconds longer than I had to, just enjoying the feeling of that hardness slipping between my fingers and along my palm. I pulled out the plug she'd already put in me (she always took her time to prepare me) and lined her up, sinking down on her length, groaning in pleasure as she filled me.
I rode her for a while, but before long she grew impatient, wrapped her arms around me with her fingers interlacing on my back, and fucked her hips up into me, hard and fast. It burned a little, but the pressure of her cock pushing against my prostate over and over, and her soft moans of pleasure from the vibration as she squeezed around the bulb, was too delicious for me to care.
Her breaths were getting ragged. "I think I'm going to cum," she whispered, sounding surprised. "This feels so good... you feel so good..."
"Oh, god," I moaned. "Cum for me. Cum in my ass!"
The words just slipped out. My cheeks reddened. She didn't care; if anything, it made her fuck me harder, her ass rising and falling off the sheets as she hammered into me, each thrust pushing the bulb up against her own G-spot, and with a cry she thrust one more time into me and shook, cumming hard around the strap-on. Her cumming from fucking my ass was the most intensely erotic thing I'd ever experienced. I grabbed my leaking cock and jerked it wildly, squeezing my ring around her strap-on, and painted her breasts and stomach with rope after rope of thick cum.
She sighed, satisfied, pulling me down into her embrace. My cum rubbed between our chests. We didn't care. I kept her cock in my satisfied ass, occasionally squeezing myself around it, enjoying the feeling of fullness. "That was so hot," she whispered in my ear, kissing the lobe. "I love watching you take a cock. You're my little slut, aren't you?"
"Yes," I breathed.
She caught my earlobe between her teeth, biting down hard. "You love sucking cock and getting fucked in the ass for me," she said, her voice low, almost growling. She slapped my ass.
"God yes," I said.
She pulled out of me, leaving my hole stretched open and disappointed, and put the strap-on on a towel on the bed. "I'm still so horny," she said. I didn't need to be told twice. I kissed down her stomach to her pussy. I'd never seen her so wet. I took my time, running my tongue between her folds, around her lips, lapping up her juices, before I slipped two fingers inside her and wrapped my lips around her clit, sucking her like I'd sucked her cock. She pulled my hair hard, pressing her pussy into my face, sighing softly. "My little slut," she said.
***
We went on like this for a long time. At least once I week I'd prepare myself, she'd lube me up, slip a plug inside me, make me suck her cock, and then fuck me until we both came. And she came every time, now, overwhelmed by the visual stimulation of her cock in my ass, and the feeling of the bulb vibrating inside her. I looked forward to those days so much. If it weren't for the onerous ritual of preparation I would undertake (to make sure we avoided any unpleasantness), I could have happily taken her inside me every single day.
I never questioned it. I loved being controlled and used by her; this was an extension of that. I didn't worry about what it meant for me, a straight man, to love sucking her fake cock and getting pounded in the ass. She didn't make me think about it, either; she didn't seem to think of me any differently. So it came as a shock to me when, one evening over dinner, she gave me that hungry look, leaned across the table, and whispered: "I think it would be hot to see you suck a cock. Like, a real cock."
I felt a stab of anxiety in my gut. That was too far. "You know I'm not into guys," I stammered, my face flushing. "Like... I'm not closeted or something, babe. You know that. Why would you think I would want to do that?"
Her expression softened, and she laid a hand on mine. "Relax," she said. "We won't ever do anything you don't want to do. I just think it would be really hot, that's all. We don't have to do it."
"Okay," I said. The conversation moved to other things. We went back to eating. But it stuck in my mind. That night -- lying in bed after a rare fuck where she'd been in a submissive mood, letting me slap her ass and pull on her hair as I fucked her -- I wondered why I reacted the way I did. Why I'd felt that prick of ... fear, almost, at her suggestion. It wasn't about bringing someone else into the bedroom (we'd already had threesomes), it was about me. About doing something I couldn't rationalize as straight and, therefore, "okay".
Obviously I was an open-minded person, and she never would have been with me if I wasn't, but there was something deep rooted here. It wasn't a lack of interest -- I'd often wished, while I was sucking her strap-on or feeling her tense up as she came from fucking me, that she could magically replace her strap-on with a real dick, really feel my lips and tongue around her, really shoot her cum into my ass. No, it was fear. Fear that I would cross some border, forbidden by a lifetime of ingrained social norms, and never return.
I told her. We talked about it for a long time. She held me. "Are you afraid it would make you gay?" She asked, finally, her fingers tracing circles through my chest hair.
"It sounds stupid and kinda homophobic, but yes," I admitted.
She smirked, taking my hand and guiding it to her breast. "But you're obviously not gay."
"Okay, bi, then," I said. "I don't think of myself that way. I'm really not attracted to men like that. I could never imagine myself kissing a dude, you know. Or cuddling with them, like this."
"But," she said, "and don't take this the wrong way, because you know I love it -- you could imagine yourself sucking a real cock."
I paused. It was hard to admit. "Yes," I stammered. "I guess so."
"So what's wrong with doing that, and not the stuff you don't want to do?"
I shrugged.
Her hand drifted down my stomach, cupping my soft cock and balls. "Be honest," she said. "Wouldn't it turn you on to feel a real cock between your lips? I mean, I love it. The taste of your pre-cum on my tongue, the heat and pulse of your dick, the bumps and ridges, your vein throbbing against the roof of my mouth as I take you down my throat..."
My cock was stiffening. Fast. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft, jerking me slowly. "And when you're about to cum, you tense up, and your cock throbs and you shoot your cum into my mouth and I feel the warmth on my tongue and sliding down my throat... Doesn't that sound nice?"
"Yes," I murmured.
"I never had to worry about why I wanted to suck cock," she said, and kissed me. "Why should you?" Then she lowered herself down the bed, taking me in her mouth, and I didn't worry about it for a while.
***
We finally decided to do it. She had a few gay and bi friends who might be interested. I told her I didn't care who it was, as long as I didn't know them that well, and they weren't an ex or something. She eventually decided to ask her friend Josh, who I'd met a few times. Cool guy, though I had never thought much of him at the time.
"He's interested," she told me, showing me the messages. "See, he thinks you're cute! I'm not the only one."
"Okay," I said, a little taken aback. I was still scared. But the idea of doing this with her was becoming too exciting, taking up too much space in my fantasies. I had to find out. "Have you guys ever hooked up before, before we were together?"
"No," she said, shaking her head. "I used to think he was just gay, actually, but it turns out he's into girls too. But he's, like, opposite you. He thinks pussy is interesting, and he's fucked a few girls but never kissed them. See, not everybody has to fit into one box or another." She smiled at me, but I knew she meant it, too. "Do you have any hard nos? Limits? Are you okay with us all playing together, him fucking me?"
"Yeah," I said. "That's okay. I ... I don't know if I have any limits, really, besides the usual stuff." There was a question, hanging there, unasked and unanswered.
She asked it. "What about him fucking you?"
"Yeah, maybe," I said. "If we're all ... feeling it. If you want us to."
She laughed. "I definitely would. That sounds so hot. Okay, we'll set a date."
"What about condoms?" We both hated them.
"He asked if we've been tested recently, I said we have. So I'll see if he has too, and if everyone is good, then...?"
"Yeah," I said.
"Okay!" She took my hand. "I love you. Not everyone would be willing to try this, you know."
***
When the day came, I was a ball of nerves and anxiety. I wasn't even sure if I'd be able to get hard. He came over in the evening, and it was awkward. I'd never interacted with a dude I might be fucking later, after all. To be honest, nothing about his appearance really sticks in my memory. He was tall, skinny, and friendly and relaxed. It made things a little easier that he wasn't a total stranger.
"You guys sit down," Sara said, pointing to the couch. "I'll, uh, get us some wine? And then we can talk a little bit about it?" Even confident, assertive Sara seemed a little uncertain.
"Sounds good," he said. He sat down, and I sat across from him, wondering what you're supposed to say in this situation. Got any plans for the weekend? Nice weather we're having. Looks like my girlfriend wants me to suck your cock, isn't that crazy?
"So," he said, clearing his throat, "have you ever done anything like this before?"
"No," I said. "You?"
He laughed. "No. I've done group stuff, but never, uh, with a girl." He coughed.
"Me too, but never with a guy," I said. We laughed.
Thankfully, Sara came back with a bottle of wine and 3 glasses. "You guys are sitting so far apart from each other," she laughed. "I don't think we can have a threesome from across the room." She sat down in the middle of the couch, gesturing us both to sit next to her. We scooted over.
"So," she said. "We don't have any hard nos. Let's just go with it, see how we feel, and if either of you two want to stop anything, just say it." She poured the wine, handing us each our glasses, then glanced between us and smiled mischievously. I knew that look in her eye. "Cheers, boys," she said.
We drank our glasses entirely too quickly.
"So do we just get to it?" I asked, awkwardly.
"How about you two get started the way you usually do," Josh said, "and Sara, when you want me to join in, you let me know."
"Okay," Sara and I said.
She leaned over and kissed me, deeply, her tongue wandering across my bottom lip before sliding into my mouth. At first it felt awkward, with an audience, but it didn't take long for me to forget he was there and respond to her touch. My cock strained hard against my pants. Her fingers found it, tracing the outline on my jeans, and she bit my lower lip. "That looks uncomfortable," she whispered. "Let me help you."
In a reversal of how things usually went in our apartment, she got down on her knees in front of the couch, opening my fly and pulling my jeans down. I stood at attention, pre-cum darkening the front of my briefs.
Josh shifted a little closer on the couch. I looked at him, saw him eyeing my cock. It was strange; I looked away. Sara looked up at me, slowly pulling my briefs down, letting my cock pop out and slap against my stomach.
"Nice dick," Josh said.
"It is, isn't it," she murmured. She planted a soft kiss right on my slit, a thin strand of precum sticking to her lips and stretching as she pulled away. She flicked out her tongue, breaking the strand, and licked her lips. She was putting on a show!
Then, without warning, she engulfed me in her mouth, sucking hungrily on my cock as her hand slipped inside the waistband of her pants, rubbing herself. I leaned back, enjoying the warmth of her mouth, the pressure as she sucked lightly on my head, not too hard, exactly the way I like it. I looked over at Josh. He was watching us hungrily, transfixed by her wet lips sliding up and down on my shaft. I could see the growing bulge in his jeans. My heart raced a little faster.
She took me out of her mouth long enough to say: "Come here and sit down next to us, Josh." He obeyed immediately. That's just what you do when Sara tells you to do something. He slid over next to me, close enough that our thighs were almost touching.
Sara's hot mouth left my cock again, and she moved over a bit, kneeling in front of Josh. She pulled his pants down, slowly; took a moment to admire his dick through his boxers; then slid the boxers down, too. His cock sprang free. It was pretty big, a little longer than mine but not as thick, pale and cut with a bright red head. It was the first dick I'd ever seen up close, besides my own.
"Nice dick," I managed, returning the compliment. He chuckled.
"I agree," Sara said, and looked at me. I nodded, and she took him in her mouth.
I had never watched Sara with another man before. Our threesomes had always been with girls. I'd wondered if I'd feel jealous, or emasculated, but all I could think watching her soft, full lips wrap around his cock was damn, that's hot. She slurped up and down, gagging a little bit on his length. He moaned, spreading his legs a little wider to give her more access. "You're pretty good at sucking dick," he said. "You know, for a girl."
We all laughed. It broke the tension. She pulled her mouth from him with a pop, letting her saliva drip over his cock and then using it to jerk her hand along his length. With her other hand, she took his, and looked at me. An understanding passed between us. She put his hand on my cock. His fingertips brushed up my length, and then he gripped around it, jerking me slowly.
I leaned back, not sure how to feel. His hand was bigger and rougher than hers, of course -- if anything, it reminded me of my own. But it felt good, all the same. He stroked my cock for a while, lazily, not in any rush. I relaxed a little, my gaze wandering between his hand on my cock and her mouth on his.
I don't know how long Josh and I would have been content to stay like that -- probably until he blew his load in her mouth -- but Sara, as always, pushed things forward. She shifted one knee over, so that she was kneeling in between the two of us. Taking my cock from Josh, she brought me in her mouth again, getting me wet with her spit, and then she took Josh's cock and pressed it against mine.



I stiffened. It was the first time I'd touched another dick, and I didn't expect it to be like this. His head was hard and hot as she rubbed our slits together, our pre-cum mixing, and her tongue flicked between them, lapping it up. She tried to suck both of our heads at once, though she couldn't fit them both in her mouth. Then she rubbed the sides of our cocks together. We both instinctually turned inwards, shifting our hips toward each other, so she could rub the fronts of our dicks against each other. His cock felt smooth and warm against mine, pulsing slightly to his heartbeat.
The more I looked at our cocks rubbing together, the more turned on I got. I wasn't worrying about specifics, anymore. I looked at his cock and I wanted to suck it. It was that simple -- though of course, it also wasn't that simple at all.
Sara read my mind. She met my eyes, shifted a little bit towards Josh, and patted the ground next to her. "Get down here," she said. The order I'd been waiting for. "Suck this cock with me."
Everything was a blur. Suddenly I was on my knees, staring up at a dick, watching my girlfriend's crimson fingernails stroking up and down it. Then she stopped, holding it pointing straight up, giving me a look at his cock from the front.
I'd only really seen mine from above, obviously. It was strange to see the other side -- like looking at the far side of the moon. My heart hammered as I looked up and down his cock, just inches from my face. I had wondered if, in this exact moment, when fantasy was about to become reality, I would be disgusted.
My rock hard dick put that worry to rest.
Sara gave his cock one last suck. Then she wrapped the fingers of her left hand around the base of his dick, and curled her other hand behind my head, pulling me closer to him. "You're going to do this like I tell you," she whispered in my ear. "Don't get ahead of yourself." I nodded. I felt a little uncomfortable being submissive in front of someone else, but I was too far gone to care now.
"Stick out your tongue and run it up his dick," Sara said.
I let my tongue push through my lips, leaned forward, and touched him for the first time. The base of his dick was smooth and tasted a little salty. He stiffened, his cock pulsing slightly against my tongue, and I let it slowly drag up his length. He groaned in pleasure when I brushed against that sensitive spot, just below the head, and I liked hearing it. I stayed there for a moment, letting my tongue swirl around it, like I was licking Sara's clit. Then, finally, I brought my tongue up the rest of the way, gently and uncertainly probing at his slit. I tasted the sharp saltiness of his precum.
"Good boy," Sara whispered. "Now take just the head in your mouth and move your tongue around it in a circle."
I opened my mouth, and his soft spongy head slipped between my lips. I was careful to try to avoid scraping it with my teeth, and relished the feeling of the ridge of his head against the roof of my mouth; then I moved a little, so his head was centered in my mouth, and slowly dragged my tongue around its edges in a circle. Josh groaned.
I looked into Sara's eyes. They had that hungry look in them. She smiled and pushed gently against the back of my head. I let his length travel deeper into my mouth, bumps and veins sliding over my lips, until his head found the back of my throat and I gagged a little.
"Are you sure this is your first time sucking dick?" Josh asked.
"He's practiced on me a lot," Sara said, pulling my head up by my hair until just his cockhead was in my mouth. Instinctively I tongued his slit, a little harder this time, and was rewarded with a bead of precum.
"You look so hot sucking cock for me," she whispered in my ear. Then she pushed my head back down, and we fell into a rhythm, my mouth traveling up and down his cock, feeling his length running along my tongue, as she pushed my head up and down on him.
"Now," she said, "take his head in your mouth and jerk him while you suck him."
That was the part of her technique that I loved best, and that I'd simulated many times on her strap-on. It felt so natural to slide my mouth up his cock, until about half of it was in my mouth, and suck lightly on his head while my tongue stroked up and down the sensitive front of his dick and my hand, clenching around his throbbing base, started to jerk him.
I loved it. It wasn't so much the taste -- pussy had a lot more taste -- but the feeling, the texture, something warm and hard and alive filling my mouth. He groaned as I stroked him, his cock jumping in my mouth as more slippery pre-cum bathed my tongue.
Sara got up, stepping behind me and pulling my pants all the way off my ankles. Now I was completely naked from the waist down, on my knees sucking cock in our living room. She pushed me forward a bit, so that my back arched slightly in the air. The angle was harder on his cock; I couldn't go up and down as much with my mouth, and had to use my hand more. But I soon realized why she did it.
She knelt down behind me and I felt her hot tongue slide along my asshole. I loved her eating my ass; besides cumming while her dick rubbed my prostate, it was my favorite feeling. I'd seen her eat more than a few pussies, and she ate my ass like a pussy, spreading my cheeks wide with both hands and gliding her tongue up and down my crack and my sensitive hole, then slipping her agile tongue into my ring.
It felt so good. Josh pushed his cock into my mouth; I'd been so focused on her eating my ass that I neglected him. I sucked him greedily, my hand pumping faster along his shaft. Sara's tongue was putting me into heat. I felt a growing desire in my belly, a desire to make this cock cum, to feel it all over my tongue and swallow it down my throat.
Sara slipped two fingers at once into my spit-slicked hole, stretching me. I moaned like a bitch around his pole in my mouth. "Such a good cocksucker," she said, biting my ass cheek roughly. "You love sucking that dick while I finger your ass, don't you?"
I let his cock pop out of my mouth. "I love it," I admitted, pushing my ass back against her fingers.
For the first time, he grabbed my head, pushing his cock back into my mouth. I wasn't sure how I felt about it -- I liked her hand on my head, not his -- but I accepted his dick anyway. I gagged and drooled, my jaw aching as I stretched it to keep my teeth clear of him.
"Can I cum in your mouth?" he asked, his breath ragged.
I was about to say yes -- I wanted it so bad -- but Sara pulled her fingers out of my ass and said: "No! Not yet. I still have a few plans. Get up, babe." Hesitantly, I took my mouth off his cock and stood up, my legs and knees a little shaky.
She kissed me, hard, her mouth hot and wet on mine as her tongue slid into my mouth, tasting his precum on my tongue. "I'm going to ride his cock, okay?" she said when our mouths broke free.
"Okay," I said.
"Go get the plug and put it in," she murmured, kissing my ear. Then she turned to face him, pulling off her shirt and pants, revealing her slender but curvy body. Her skin was flushed, her pink nipples hard, her ass beckoning me. I watched her as she straddled him on the couch, taking his cock -- still wet with my spit -- and guiding it into her pussy. She sighed in pleasure as she sank down to his balls.
I watched them for a few moments, the way her ass bobbed up and down as she rode his dick, her hands pressed against his chest. Then, obediently, I tore myself away just long enough to get into the bedroom. I grabbed some lube and the plug, laid down on the bed, and relaxed as I lubed the plug up and slid it into my ass. Despite Sara's fingering, my hole was tight, and I had to take a few moments to breathe out and relax before the plug slid past the resistance and popped inside me. I turned on the vibration, sighing as it began to pulse in my ass, and then rejoined them in the living room.
They were where I left them, Sara roughly riding his cock, her eyes closed and her head turned back, her hair wild behind her. When we fucked like that, she always looked down at me, kissing and biting me; in some small way, it made me happy that she wasn't doing the same with him.
"Come over here and eat my ass," she moaned between thrusts.
I walked over -- a bit gingerly, due to the plug -- and sank to my knees in front of the couch again, watching his cock slide into her from up close as she rode him. The smell of her sex drew me in. I spread her cheeks and buried my face in between them, licking hungrily at her asshole. I loved eating her ass, the way she moaned and reacted to it, flinging her head back and riding him harder.
Josh started fucking back up into her, his balls brushing against my chin. I hadn't really noticed them yet. They were smaller than mine, clean shaven, his sack wrinkled and tight from the excitement of fucking Sara. My tongue slid out of her crack, across her perineum, down the base of his thrusting shaft and then over his balls. I was cautious, licking gently, tonguing the line of skin in the middle; my balls had been sucked roughly too many times for me to attempt it yet. He groaned in appreciation. While Sara rode him, her wet asshole pressed against my nose, and I breathed her in.
"I'm almost there," Sara moaned. She didn't usually cum so fast; she really must have been finding the whole experience as hot as I was. She grabbed my head, pressing it roughly against her ass and his balls, and rode his cock while her legs shook and she moaned, louder and louder. Finally she cried out and pushed herself all the way down on him, shuddering as she came.
I returned my tongue to her asshole, licking her gently while she came down from her orgasmic high. Then, regretfully, she pulled herself off his cock and rolled onto the couch beside him. I took him in my mouth again, tasting her. She lay there for a few moments, her legs draped across his lap, panting as she caught her breath, watching me suck his cock the whole time with a lazy smile on her face.
Then she pulled herself up on the couch, so that her soft feet were in his lap, and wordlessly took his cock from my mouth with them, holding him between the top of one foot and the sole of the other and stroking gently, up and down. I leaned forward, sucking his head as her feet jerked his cock slowly into my mouth, letting my tongue wander across the top of her foot to suck each painted toe gently into my mouth, circle it once, and move onto the next. Then I moved down to his balls, very gently sucking one into my mouth and running over it with my tongue. It felt heavy; I imagined those balls emptying in my mouth. I grabbed my cock, neglected since Sara had stopped sucking it. I was so hard, and had left a puddle of pre-cum on the floor.
"I'm getting close," Josh sighed.
"As much as I'd love to make you cum in his mouth," Sara said, "I'd rather you came in his ass."
That sent a jolt of excitement through me. Instinctively I squeezed around the plug in my ass, pulling just a little deeper into me.
"That sounds good," Josh said, looking at me. "Are you ready?"
I couldn't speak. I just nodded.
"Let's go in the bedroom," Sara said. She stood up from the couch, shakily, and lead me by the hand. Josh followed. She laid me down on the bed and took my aching cock in her mouth again as she tugged gently on the base of the plug. I clenched against it, enjoying that feeling of resistance, then let her pop it free and leave me open.
Josh watched hungrily as she got the lube, greasing up my hole and sliding three fingers into it, then four. "Are you ready?" She asked me, meeting my eyes. I swallowed and nodded.
She rolled over, lying down next to me on the bed, and beckoned him over. My breath caught in my throat. I'd been waiting longer for this than I ever realized. I felt a hunger, a need inside me, like when I was about to cum from Sara fucking me without touching my cock at all. I wanted it.
I moved down to the edge of the bed. Josh came over to me, standing, and spread a generous dollop of lube across his cock. I lifted my legs up and he took a step forward, letting my ankles fall on his shoulders. It was really going to happen.
He pulled me a little further down, so that my ass was hanging just off the edge of the bed. Then I felt it -- something warm and slippery, rubbing against my hole, almost like a tongue. But it was his cockhead, teasing my hole. Sara grabbed my hand, and sat up a bit, arching her back so she could clearly see his cock enter me. Her other hand rubbed against her pussy.
Finally, he pushed forward, ever so slowly. I was pretty prepared, and he wasn't too thick (the strap-on was actually thicker), but my asshole still resisted for just a moment; then it gave way, and I sighed as his head stretched my ring and slid inside me, his length pushing into me. I was electrified, transfixed; every nerve in my asshole was alive with the sensation of his warm, slippery hardness pushing into it; I was so horny that I took his whole length with ease, inch after inch slowly plunging into me until I felt his balls against me.
"Ohhh," he sighed. "Your ass is so tight."
"You're doing it, babe," Sara said, almost in a whisper. "You're taking a real cock for me."
"Fuck," was all I could really manage. I squeezed my ring around him, as hard as I could, eliciting a grunt. Then, slowly, he started to fuck me. His hips pulled back, leaving an aching emptiness, then surged forward to bury his length inside me, stretching me out and hitting that spot that sent tingles up and down my spine.
It was a familiar feeling, in a way -- my hole being stretched by a cock -- but altogether different, every sensation turned up to ten, not a plastic cock but a warm, living, throbbing, bareback length sliding in and out of me, twitching as he clenched his muscles.
Sara kissed my ear. "You like that, don't you, my little slut? You love that cock in your ass, filling you up. You want him to empty his balls inside you."
I bit my lip and nodded.
"Say it," she said, her fingers twisting in my hair. "Say you're my little cockslut."
"I'm your little cockslut," I panted. I tried to time it so I squeezed around his cock as he pulled out, then relaxed as he pushed in. It was hard, but felt so good to tighten around him and resist, feel every vein of his cock sliding past my ring.
Josh was fucking me harder now, panting from exertion. A warmth was spreading out from my belly. I leaned back and closed my eyes; Sara's lips brushed across mine as her hand found my throbbing cock, spreading lube on it, and began to slide up and down in time to Josh's thrusts. I had never felt anything so exquisite in my life.
"I'm not going to last long," Josh warned.
"Cum in his ass," Sara moaned. Her other hand was a blur on her clit.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned. "Cum in me."
He groaned, grabbing my ankles and fucking into me with an animalistic desire, a raw urgent need to fill me with his seed. His balls slapped against me, and then he buried himself in me one last time and groaned, his cock twitching as he came in me.
I couldn't really feel the cum, but I felt the throbs of his cock as each pump from his balls deposited more of his load inside me. He kept fucking his cum deeper into me, slower now, but he stayed hard. It was too much to bear. The thought of his warm cum inside my hole, the feeling of his cock stretching me while Sara jerked me and kissed my neck -- it was too much. I moaned, clenching my asshole hard around his dick as I spasmed and came, a warm jet hitting my own face and mouth, painting my lips, more ropes falling across my chest and stomach.
He fucked me through my orgasm, slowing down as the waves subsided and then finally pulling his softening cock from my hole, which felt aching and empty without it. A warm wetness dripped down my hole and onto the bed. I lay there, panting, turning to kiss Sara while she shuddered through another orgasm of her own besides me. Then we laid together in silence, staring up at the ceiling, completely satisfied.
It was awkward, now, him being there. After we fucked we would usually cuddle, enjoy the afterglow together in relative silence, perhaps murmur this or that. Reading the room, he cleared his throat. "I'll clean myself up and be right back," he said.
"Okay," Sara said.
When he left the room, she kissed me, a long and soft kiss. "How was it?" She whispered.
"It was great," I murmured. "I can't really describe it, but... it was great. Thank you for doing this with me."
"Thank you," she said. "I loved it. We'll have to do it again." She sat up, stretching out her back, and then grinned. "I already have so many ideas."
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"Are you going to be a good boy for me today?" Sara stood behind me, on her tiptoes so that her lips could brush my ear. Her slender hands trailed up my arms, across my shoulders, settling on the sides of my neck.
"Yes," I said. I always said yes to her.
"It's going to be fun," she said, her voice low and husky, as her fingers tightened around the sides of my neck. "With a special surprise I think you'll enjoy. Are you ready to be my sub slave in front of my friends?"
"I'm ready," I said. "I'm ready for anything you want me to do."
"Good," she said. "They'll be here soon. Oh! I almost forgot..." She bent down, retrieving something I couldn't see from behind me, and I heard the tinkle of metal on metal, then felt a softness envelop my neck and click tight around it.
It was a thin black collar, connected by a long, silvery chain to a leather loop she held in her hand. She turned me around slowly to face her, and I met her eyes, which were aglow with satisfaction. "It looks so good on you," she cooed, stroking my neck and over the soft material of the collar. "Now everyone will know who you belong to. No one else is allowed to touch this leash. You understand?"
"Yes."
She raised an eyebrow, watching me. Then she reached up and grabbed my jaw, her fingers tangling in my beard. She tugged on the chain, forcing me down to her. "I let you get away with a lot," she murmured, "but today, in front of our guests, you will call me mistress. Understand?"
"Yes, mistress," I said, my face flushed, my dick stiffening.
"Oh," she sighed. "I'm so lucky to have found such an obedient pet." She leaned forward, kissing me softly on the lips, her tongue dragging slowly across my bottom lip. "I'll keep you safe. If it's ever too much, you remember what to say?"
I nodded, then added: "Yes, mistress."
"Good," she said. "Did you put the plug in, like I told you?"
"Yes, mistress," I said again, squeezing my ring around the buttplug inside me. While one hand still held my leash, she reached into her pocket with the other, pulling out her phone. I watched her as she looked at it, admiring the way her dark hair framed her face, how her brow furrowed slightly in concentration.
Then I gasped. Suddenly the plug came alive inside me, vibrating urgently in my hole, sending shivers down to the tips of my toes.
"Good," she laughed. "It's working." She pressed something, and the vibration slowed, then stopped, leaving me desperate for more. She saw the expression my face and stroked my cheek again. "Don't worry. Your slutty little hole will get plenty of attention today." She reached up to my neck, unlinking the leash from the collar. "Go make sure everything is ready. I need to get changed before they show up."
I didn't know who "they" were. All I knew was she had asked me how I felt about being submissive to her and two of her friends, friends I hadn't met before. I'd told her I was scared, but willing. Like always, she planned the rest. I had no idea what to expect.
I tidied up the apartment, straightening knick-knacks on the living room table, putting dried dishes away in the cabinet, trying to keep myself busy. I walked a little gingerly, the plug shifting in me with every step.
After a few minutes Sarah emerged from our room. She looked gorgeous: a strappy black dress that only made it to mid-thigh, hugging her round ass so tightly that it left little to the imagination, and a pair of black peeptoe heels, revealing her first few toes and the lines between them. I took a moment, admiring that graceful curve from her ass, down her calves, to the tips of her toes. They were painted crimson; she must have just gotten them done when she was out that morning. The night before, when they'd been in my mouth, they'd been painted blue.
She re-attached the leash to my collar, then tugged on it gently, pulling me into the living room. "Sit on the couch while we wait," she said.
I obeyed, carefully, taking a deep breath in as the couch cushions pressed the buttplug deeper into me. She sat down next to me on the couch, swinging her legs up and resting her heels in my lap, tapping the side of her shoe against my knee as we waited.
Finally, our doorbell rang. "Answer the door for our guests," she whispered, standing up and tugging me to my feet. I enjoyed the feeling of the collar when she tugged the leash, how it tightened around my neck.
I took a deep breath. People were about to see me, with a collar around my neck, a leash in Sara's hand! But this is what I'd agreed to, and I couldn't back down now ... not that I really wanted to. I opened the door.
Two gorgeous women stood outside our front door. The one to my left was petite, a bit shorter than Sara. Long light brown hair fell around a cute, friendly face: bright blue eyes, a button nose, and wide pink lips. She was wearing a blue and white dress, a dark blue bag draped over one shoulder, and high blue heels to match. The girl on the right was much taller, almost as tall as me, and darker -- caramel skin, black hair, brown eyes above a wide, proud nose and full lips covered in purple lipstick. Her dark dress showed off generous curves, and long, long legs, ending in shiny black stiletto.
"Hi!" I stammered. "Welcome..."
They both looked at me, eyeing me up and down, their eyes drawn to the collar around my neck and the leash that trailed behind me into our apartment. "You must be Dan," the girl on the right said, her voice a bit deeper than I'd expected, but melodic, dripping with a confident energy. "I'm Hyat," she said.
"I'm Megan," the girl on the left added. Her voice was high and sunny. "It's ..." she giggled. "Nice to meet you. Sara has told us a lot about you."
"Come in, come in," I said, my face flushed, embarrassed. I held the door open, and they went in to greet Sara, wrapping her in hugs and kisses on the cheek like long lost sisters. They engaged in the usual small talk as I stood to the side, Sara occasionally tightening her grip on the leash just to remind me it was there. After a few moments, she turned, looking at me expectantly.
"Ah," I said, "would either of you like a drink?"
"What do you have?" Megan asked, meeting my eyes, then looking away. She seemed a little embarrassed, too.
"Tell me what you'd like, and I'll tell you if I can make it," I said.
"Hmm ..." she tapped her cheek with one finger, her eyes meeting Sara's. She really was cute -- I stole a second to admire her, my eyes wandering over her pale breasts, pushed up by her dress. I think she caught me looking. "Can you do a Moscow mule?"
"Of course," I said. "We have ginger beer." I turned to Hyat, who was apparently already looking at me, and did not move her eyes away when I met them. She stared me down, appraisingly, a hint of hunger in her dark eyes.
"Espresso martini," she said. "But with whiskey, not vodka. And that's assuming you have an espresso maker, and good whiskey. If you don't, I'll take a lime gimlet."
"We do," Sara said, laughing. "Oh, Hyat, you haven't changed a bit."
"Your drinks will be right up," I said. Sara walked over to me, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor, and planted a kiss on my cheek as she unlinked the leash again, freeing me to go into the kitchen and mix the drinks.
I turned on the espresso machine, slipped a pod in and a glass under it, and let it heat up while I made the Moscow mule -- a much simpler drink. I garnished that with a slice of the lime that I'd squeezed into it, then prepared the martini. Finally, I poured Sara a glass of her favorite wine.
I was about to bring the drinks back, but something was missing ... ah. I went into the cabinet, opened a bag of coffee (whole bean, of course) and carefully arranged three coffee beans on top of the martini, as I'd always seen it done in bars. Then I brought the drinks back to the living room.
The three of them sat on the couch, Sara in the middle, laughing as they shared some story or another that I only caught the end of. I gave them their drinks. As I bent down to give Sara her glass, she clicked the leash back onto my collar.
Hyat looked at hers and laughed. "Oh, you even put the coffee beans on top! Sara, he is a keeper." She sipped the drink, wiping a bit of cream off her top lip. "Pretty good."
"Oh, mine is delicious," Megan said. "Thank you!"
"You don't need to thank him," Sara said, her voice low, meeting my eye. "He's just doing what he's told. Thank me." She laid a hand on Megan's knee, and the shorter girl went a bit pale.
"T-thank you," she said. Then she blushed, in a way I recognized immediately -- I always felt that same heat in my cheeks when Sara corrected me, followed by that little burst of pride when I obeyed her.
"You're very welcome." Sara smiled. "Dan, our guests still have their shoes on!" She tugged the leash down, firmly, pulling me onto my knees in front of the couch. That was a familiar face and pose for me, but not in front of three beautiful women. My face flushed; my cock stirred in my pants, throbbing.
Megan reached down, about to unbuckle the strap on her heel, but Sara laid a hand on her forearm to stop her. "That's what he's here for," she said, smiling. "Anything you want, he'll do it if I tell him to. You don't have to lift a finger." Her fingers stroked Megan's arm for a few more seconds. Then she picked up the remote and turned on the TV. "What do we need to catch up on?"
"Ooh," Megan said. "I didn't see the newest House Hunters yet..."
Hyat laughed. "None of that HGTV shit for me, thanks."
While they debated what to watch, I moved over to kneel in front of Megan. Her pale white legs were smooth and beautiful; my dick twitched again as I reached out to touch her heels, gently undoing the buckle of the strap around her ankle, then slipped her shoe off her foot. When her toes popped free of the shoe she sighed, wriggling them in the air. She had a French tip pedicure. I tried not to stare at her toes -- long, thin, almost as perfect as Sara's -- as I removed her other shoe, then started to shift over to Hyat.
Sara pulled on the leash, stopping me. "Ah-ah," she said, shaking her head. "They had to walk all the way from the car in those heels! I'm sure Megan would love a foot massage, wouldn't you, Megan?"
Megan flushed. "I mean ... if you're offering ... that sounds nice."
"Don't be so shy," Sara said. "He likes it. Don't you, Dan?"
I flushed a deep, dark red, my face burning. "Yes ..." her eyes flashed. "Mistress." She nodded, satisfied. They want back to the TV.
I pulled some lotion out of the side table, rubbed it on my hands, then took Megan's left foot between my palms, lifting her leg a little so I could get a better angle, and went to work. Her feet were soft and small, about the same size as Sara's though without her high arches. I started at the arch, first spreading the lotion gently, then kneading my thumbs into her skin more deeply. Megan sighed, leaning back on the couch. "Oh, that's nice," she said. "You're a lucky girl, Sara. I have to beg my boyfriend to give me a massage! He never wants to."
"You don't have him trained properly," Sara said. Hyat laughed.
I kept my focus on her feet, moving my hands down to rub her heel -- she giggled -- then up to the ball of her foot, and then her delicate toes. I took each one between my thumb and forefinger, gently massaging the pad before moving on to the next; Megan sighed and sipped her drink, sinking back into the couch and relaxing more.
I repeated the same motions with her other foot, massaging out the day's tension. I wasn't sure when I should stop and move on to Hyat; I watched Sara for a signal, but she focused on the TV, only occasionally glancing at me and smirking. My wrists were starting to get a little tired, but I persevered.
"Megan," Sara said, as casually as could be, "do you like getting your toes sucked?"
Megan giggled. "I don't know. It's a little weird. Only one guy ever did it to me. But it felt nice..." She frowned, looking down at me, her blue eyes seeming concerned. "Do you like to, Dan?"
I opened my mouth, but Sara said: "It doesn't matter what he likes. It's about what you like." She laughed. "I'll get that domme side out of you one day, Meg, I know it's in there somewhere."
I watched as Megan flexed her pretty toes, considering it. I would like to suck them very much, in fact. But Sara was right ... it wasn't about what I wanted, which, somehow, was exactly how I wanted it.
"Umm..." Megan said, blushing.
"If you want to, just put your toes in his mouth," Sara said, turning to look at us.
Slowly, uncertainly, Megan pointed her foot at me and brushed her big toe against my bottom lip. She giggled nervously, then pushed a little further; I opened my lips and wrapped them around her big toe, swirling my tongue around it like the head of a cock, then sliding my tongue between it and the next toe, licking at the sensitive skin between.
"Oh!" She gasped, biting her lip. "It tickles!" She squirmed a little but seemed to enjoy it as I moved from one toe to the next, bathing her soft skin with my tongue.
I heard Hyat's voice: "The way he sucks toes, he looks like he'd be good at sucking cock." I flushed, panicking a little, looking at Sara; she met my eyes, and just smiled, and said nothing. Our little secret, her eyes said.
"Maybe we'll find out soon," Sara said to Hyat. Would she make me suck her strap-on in front of her friends? My stomach buzzed anxiously. Sara tugged gently on my leash, and I moved on to Megan's other foot, giving those toes all the same attention. Finally, I was done; I let her pinkie toe pop from my mouth, and gave her ankle a little kiss. She giggled.
"Thank you, D... I mean, Sara. That was nice," she said. She arched her feet up, stretching her calves. "My boyfriend would never..."
I moved on to Hyat, giving Sara's exposed toes one quick kiss as I passed her. Unlike Megan, Hyat was not shy at all; she stuck her shoes up in my face, looking at me expectantly as I pulled them free. Her feet were a little bigger, but well-manicured, smelling like floral-scented lotion. Her toes were painted white, contrasting nicely with her tanned feet.
I started rubbing lotion on one foot, but she seemed to grow impatient; the other foot pressed against my face, her toes pushing roughly against my nose, forcing my head back a little. I breathed in her scent, blushing. "Oh, you love it," Hyat said, laughing. "Suck those toes, bitch."
I opened my mouth, taking a few of her toes into it at once, rolling my tongue in circles around them as I massaged her other foot with my hands. It was a little hard to keep the two different motions in sync.
After a few heavenly minutes of sucking her toes while they watched TV, Hyat pulled her toes out of my mouth, then wrapped both of her feet around my neck and squeezed. I groaned quietly, my ring instinctively spasming around the plug in my ass as I felt that delicious pressure around my throat. "Oh, and he likes being choked, too," Hyat murmured. "What a good little sub boy."
"Dan," Sara said. "I think you know what she wants."
I did. Hyat's feet pulled me down towards her, and then she let me go, spreading her legs a bit on the couch so that I could crawl between her knees. My head slipped into the darkness beneath her skirt; I breathed in, a slightly unfamiliar scent, much different from Sara. Tentatively, I kissed her inner thigh, fumbling a bit in the darkness as I kissed my way up to...
My lips brushed against the unmistakable warmth of a soft dick, slowly hardening.
"Oh, you found it," Hyat said in a tone of mock congratulation. "Now suck it."
There was no time to think. A familiar hunger rose in me, and I pushed my face deeper under her skirt, taking her soft length to the hilt in my mouth. It felt so good to have a real cock in my mouth again. I swirled my tongue around her pole, pausing at that sensitive spot just beneath the head, then pulled back to focus my tongue on her head, licking her slit. Her cock was quickly growing in my mouth.
"I'd like to see the show, too," Sara said.
Hyat pushed me back. My face was flushed, from the heat under her skirt, and from my desire to service her. She grabbed her skirt, pulling it tight against her, showing off the curve of her cock; I could see the outline of her head clearly through it. Then she pulled her skirt up and her length swung free. Now that it was hard, it was big. I swallowed involuntarily. She was longer and thicker than me, her cock jutting out incongruously from the curves of her hips; it was dark, the head more purple than pink. Big veins throbbed proudly along her length, and two big, heavy balls hung loose beneath it. Her balls and cock were completely bare, with just a thin landing strip of pubic hair above them.
"Oh," Megan said. "I always forget how big you are..."
Hyat sat back down on the couch, spreading her legs again. Sara pulled my leash roughly, bringing me closer. "Don't just admire it," Sara said. "Suck it."
I bent down, letting the tip of my nose trail up her length, inhaling the scent of her cock; I planted a loving kiss on her slit before I took her whole head in my mouth. It was hot, softer than velvet, and I ran my tongue around it, savoring the feeling of her swollen helmet on my tongue. I was overcome with a hunger to please that big dick, and I skipped my usual teasing and took as much of her as I could, opening my jaw wide as I took her length down my throat until I gagged. She was so hard now, her cock warm iron in my mouth. She throbbed against the back of my throat; I held it there as long as I could, then retreated up a bit, my spit drooling down her shaft. I cupped her balls in my hand, kneading them gently, feeling them moving between my fingers.
"You love that big girl cock," Hyat groaned. "You're good. You've had practice. Don't even try to lie to me."
I didn't respond, just took her deep again, determined to get her all in my throat. It took a few tries as I gagged loudly, filling the room with slurping noises; finally I had her all the way down my throat, and my tongue lapped feebly at her big balls for as long as I could before my gag reflex forced me to come up for air.
"We're going to have a lot of fun together, Dan," Hyat said, slapping me gently and affectionately on the cheek. "With your mistress's permission, of course."
"I love watching my slave suck cock," Sara said. "He's all yours. You know, he's never felt a cock cum in his mouth before..."
"Oh, we'll have to fix that," Hyat said, grabbing me roughly by my hair and shoving her cock back into my mouth. I covered my teeth with my lips as best as I could, my tongue hanging loose as I accepted her length fucking in and out of my mouth. My jaw ached immediately. She was a lot bigger than Sara's strap on.
"Megan, are you enjoying the show?" Sara asked.
"Yeah, it's ... it's hot," Megan stammered.
"Come here," Sara said. I knew that tone of voice all too well. I couldn't see -- my head was held in place by Hyat's hands as she fucked my mouth -- but I could imagine what was happening. Sara beckoning; Megan obeying, as I always did, crawling over to her on the couch, hiking up my girlfriend's dress, bringing her face closer and closer to Sara's pussy, which would be dripping wet from watching me suck cock.
Hyat let up on her thrusting, relaxing back against the couch and pulling her cock free of my lips with an audible pop. She jerked her length slowly, watching me with a predatory look in her eyes. I took the opportunity to press my nose against her big balls, breathing in their slightly musky scent, licking along her sack with a newfound confidence. I took one ball gently into my mouth, rolling my tongue across it.



"You're a natural born cocksucker," Hyat groaned. She lifted my head up by my chin, and I hungrily took her again in my mouth, squeezing one hand around her base as I licked a thick bead of salty pre-cum off her slit, then slurped on her head. Her pre-cum was slippery on my tongue.
I stole a glance to my right; Megan's head was buried between Sara's legs, but Sara was watching me sucking Hyat's dick, moaning and tangling the fingers of one hand in Megan's hair while she held my leash tightly in the other.
I went into a haze. I could lose myself in giving oral, lose all track of time, and I did. There was only Hyat's throbbing dick, the veins pulsing along my tongue, which explored little bumps and sensitive places as I jerked her with one hand and rubbed her balls with the other. I had never thought about balls much, but there was something unbearably sexy about hers. I wanted to please them, feel them twitch and pump and drain their load down my throat.
"At some point, I'm gonna have to fuck that ass," Hyat said, "but I think your mistress wants you to take a load in your mouth. Keep sucking me like that... I'm getting close..." her breaths became more ragged, her powerful thighs clenching.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Sara pull out her phone. Then I groaned in pleasure, my lips humming around Hyat's cock as the plug in my ass vibrated urgently against my prostate.
I hit a new gear. My mouth and hands worked in sync, my lips traveling up and down her pole followed by my fist jerking her; I was the conductor of a cocksucker symphony, and I was determined to reach the crescendo. I flexed my ring around the plug rhythmically, over and over, in time to my strokes. Pre-cum leaked from my hard, excited cock, soaking my boxers. I had never felt more submissive than I did now, worshipping a big girl cock, giving all of my mouth to it, while my girlfriend held my leash and watched.
I looked up at Hyat. Her face was flushed, her eyes rolling back, her tongue brushing against her lips. She grabbed both sides of my face, but didn't fuck my mouth again; she let me keep up my own rhythm, moaning harder.
"Make her cum in your mouth," Sara said, "but hold it, don't swallow it, I want to see it."
Finally I brought her to the point of no return. Her big cock twitched in my mouth, and her balls tightened, pulling up towards the base of her shaft. I felt her orgasm in them first, as I held them cupped in my other hand: a twitch there, a throb in her shaft, and then a burst of warmth and salt in my mouth. She moaned, holding my head in place as I jerked and sucked pump after pump of cum out of her, coaxing her load out of her big balls.
It was thick, and warmer than I'd expected, salty and a little acidic. The taste barely even registered. My nerves were afire with the excitement of her cock spasming in my mouth. She kept cumming; I gagged, struggling not to swallow, as it flowed up from her balls, pulsed through her shaft, and burst out her slit into my waiting mouth.
Sara sighed, tugging on my leash. "It feels good to drain a hard cock into your mouth, doesn't it? Come here and show me her load."
I pulled myself away from Hyat's cock. One last dribble of cum escaped her slit and slipped down the back of her cockhead; keeping her cum in the back of my mouth, I leaned down quickly, licking that last drop up.
"Good boy," Hyat said, her breath ragged. "Don't let any of my nut go to waste."
I crawled over to Sara, opening my mouth to present Hyat's load to her, like a proud dog showing his master what he's caught. Sara bent down, pulling my face to hers by the leash, and kissed me. Our tongues tangled against each other, passing that thick load back and forth, rubbing it between the tops of our tongues. Finally she pulled away, swallowing; I did the same, feeling the last of that warm cum slide down my throat. It left an aftertaste, sharp and aromatic. I wanted more.
Sara pushed Megan gently away, and the smaller woman pulled up from between Sara's legs, her face flushed, wiping pussy juice from her lips and chin.
"How's my pussy taste?" Sara purred, reaching down to slide a finger along Megan's lips.
"So good," Megan said. "I missed eating your pussy." Then she pouted. "But I didn't get to make you cum yet..."
Sara smiled. "Such a good girl. We have all night. Right now... right now I think you need my slave's cock inside you. He deserves a reward. You both do."
Megan bit her lip, looking at me. Our eyes met and she nodded.
Sara stood up, pulling me up by the leash. "Let's all move to the bedroom."
We made our way there, slowly, hands reaching out and caressing each other; Hyat's firm hand slapped my ass as we walked, a finger sliding between my cheeks and tapping lightly on the plug. "I see you've been getting him ready for me," she said to Sara, laughing.
When we got to the bed, the three women finally slipped out of their dresses. Megan's breasts were small and perky, with perfect pink nipples and a toned belly; my eyes followed the curve down to her waxed mound. Hyat's breasts were bigger, with puffy dark nipples, but my eyes were drawn straight to her cock, half-hard, slowly pulsing up and down to the rhythm of her heartbeat.
Sara had Megan lie down on the bed and spread her legs. Her pussy was the same shockingly pink shade as her nipples, her labia delicate like the rest of her; her skin was flushed and I could see her wetness sparkling in the light. Sara got on the bed, straddling Megan in a 69 position and then lowering her pussy onto Megan's face. Megan reacted to it desperately, her tongue flicking out to run between Sara's folds, craning her head up to give as much of her tongue as she could.
"Fuck her," Sara said, pulling my leash.
I finally took off my pants and boxers, letting my aching dick free, and climbed onto the bed. I lowered myself down to Megan, guiding my cock with one hand, teasing her wet lips with my head. She moaned into Sara's pussy, pushing herself against me. She was soaking wet; I kept rubbing my dick between her lips, letting her juices lube me up. Then, finally, impatiently, I gripped the base of my cock and slowly pushed into her.
She was so tight; I had to go slowly. She moaned more loudly as I sank into her slippery warmth until my balls came to rest against her. "Fuck," Megan moaned. "Your cock feels so good. Fuck me..."
Sara tugged my leash. "Fuck her hard," she said. "She needs it hard."
I didn't need the command. I pulled my hips back and thrust into her again, watching my dick disappear inside her. I picked up the pace, fucking her harder and harder, as fast as I could; she seemed to want more, more, pushing herself back against me, wrapping her pale legs around my hips to pull me deeper into her.
Hyat stepped into my field of view, walking past me, her thick ass swaying from side to side as she climbed up on the bed and shared a deep kiss with Sara. Then she stood up on the bed, bringing her cock in line with Sara's mouth; my girlfriend took it hungrily between her lips, slurping it deep into her throat.
We went on like this for an eternity: my cock plowing Megan's tight pussy while she licked Sara's pussy and asshole and Sara's head bobbed up and down on Hyat's prodigious length. I watched that big cock gliding between her lips, shining with spit, and imagined how it would feel stretching my hole, opening me up, filling me with her seed.
Suddenly I was getting close. I tried to slow down, but Sara noticed, pulling her mouth off Hyat's cock long enough to tug hard on my leash. "Cum in her pussy," she ordered. Underneath her, Megan whimpered and pushed harder against me.
I picked up the speed again, grabbing her pale thighs so I could fuck her harder. It was all too much -- Hyat's big cock in my girlfriend's mouth, Sara's moans of pleasure as she ground her pussy against Megan's face, Megan's tight pussy around my cock, and of course the plug inside me. I groaned, slamming my length home as deep as I could go and cumming inside her, my ring squeezing and pulsing around the plug. I fucked into her a few more times, my balls slapping against her as I pumped more seed into her pussy. Finally, I was done; I let myself slowly pull out of her, a thick line of cum seeping out of her pussy in its wake, dripping down her pink asshole.
"Good job," Sara said, giving Hyat a kiss on the purple head of her dick. "I think it's your turn to fuck her."
Hyat smiled. I stood up from the bed, giving her room; she got off the bed, gliding past me with a long look and her hand lingering on the side of my ass, then got back up on top of Megan.
"Kneel on the floor behind them," Sara said. "I want you to watch that dick fucking your cum into her."
I slowly knelt behind Hyat, the leash reaching its maximum length and tugging lightly on the collar, a gentle pressure around my neck. I looked up at her big, round ass, her heavy balls swinging beneath it. Then she grabbed Megan's calves, pulling her legs up so that they pointed straight up in the air, pressed together; Megan's toes pointed towards the ceiling, and she grabbed her legs to hold them up, exposing herself completely to Hyat.
Sara reluctantly pulled herself off Megan's face, the leash slackening as she came to join me on the floor. She wanted to enjoy the show, too; she put her hand reassuringly on the small of my back, giving me a kiss on my ear.
"I hope you're ready," Hyat said. Sara pushed my face a little closer. I watched, enraptured, as her big head teased Sara's entrance, dragging through strands of my cum; then she pushed in, slowly, taking her time. Watching her huge length disappearing into Megan's pussy was magical. I squeezed the plug in my ass.
Megan moaned. "You're so fucking big," she said. "Go slow..."
Hyat started up a gentle rhythm, pulling her length back until just her big head was still inside Megan, then slowly sinking back in. My cum mixed with Megan's juices to coat Hyat's dick in a thick layer of cream. Watching that hard cock fuck her, hearing Megan's moans of pleasure, I was jealous. I wanted to push her away and take that cock myself.
"Isn't that so hot," Sara whispered in my ear. Her fingers curled around my throat, just above the collar, squeezing me tightly. "Watching that big dick fuck her pussy... I don't think you're jealous of that dick, wishing you could feel how tight she is around you. No, I think you're jealous of that pussy, wishing it was you getting fucked, satisfying that cock, feeling it sliding in and out of your hungry hole..." She licked my ear. "If you're good, maybe you'll earn her cock in your ass. Maybe you'll get to feel it pump another load inside you. Is that what you want?"
"Yes, mistress," I moaned, my face hot. She grabbed my chin, turning me to face her, and kissed me tenderly on the lips.
"But it's not about what you want," she whispered. "Tonight, I want her to cum in Megan, and I want to watch you eat both of your loads out of her pussy." She took me by the back of the head, her fingers twisting in my hair, and pushed my face towards Hyat's ass. "Now eat her asshole."
I leaned forward hungrily, spreading Hyat's round cheeks with both hands to reveal her tight, puckered hole. Sara pressed my face into it, roughly, burying my nose between her cheeks. I breathed in her scent, clean with a hint of musk and sweat. Her balls hung against my chin, flopping back to hit me lightly with each stroke into Megan. Sara held my face there, not letting me eat Hyat's asshole yet, so I dragged my tongue slowly up and down the line of skin on her taint, tasting the salt of her sweat. Hyat growled, a low sound deep in her throat, and slammed into Megan a little harder.
Finally Sara relaxed her grip on my head, and I moved up a little, my tongue running over Hyat's taint and up, between her cheeks, to finally find her hole. It was warm beneath my tongue; I ran the tip of my tongue over the wrinkles of her asshole, up and down, taking my time. She moaned in appreciation, spreading her hips a little farther apart to give me more access. My face moved with her ass as she thrust in and out of Megan. Finally, I stiffened my tongue, pressing it against her hole and pushing in; her tight ring resisted, but I kept up the pressure, and the tip of my tongue finally slipped in. I wriggled it around inside her.
The taste and scent of Hyat's ass made my cock harden again. There is something so raw and primal about eating ass that always makes me lose myself in it. I don't know how long I knelt there, eating Hyat's hole while she fucked Megan.
Finally, Sara broke my reverie, pulling my head back by the leash. I felt a little stab of disappointment; I could have kept licking that asshole for days. "Ladies, I'm sorry to interrupt," Sara said, "but could you move up on the bed so Dan can lie down under you? I want his face right beneath you while you fuck, and his ass right at the foot of the bed."
Hyat and Megan obliged, shimmying up the bed, then resuming their thrusts. Sara pulled me up, pointing; I turned around, laying down on my back on the bed so that I could slide my face between Hyat's powerful thighs and underneath her balls. The top of my head brushed against Megan; Hyat pulled out of her for a second, to give me space. Angling her cock down, she pushed it into my mouth; I opened wide for her, choking on her length, tasting the mixture of Megan's juice and my cum on her thick pole. Then she pulled her dick out of my mouth and it slid back into Megan.
Hyat took up all my vision: her big balls pressing against my nose as she fucked Megan, her shaft just centimeters from my forehead.
Megan cried out, moaning and shaking, as Hyat's cock brought her to orgasm. Hyat kept fucking her through it, a slow, steady pace, each thrust dragging her balls across my face. I let my mouth hang open and stuck my tongue out, wetting her balls with each stroke.
I felt hands pressing my legs apart -- Sara. I opened myself for her, breath quickening. She gripped the base of the plug, still vibrating away inside me, and pulled firmly; I clung to it for a second, squeezing, enjoying the pressure, then let it slip free.
I heard the slippery smacking noises of lube being spread on something; then the slick tip of her big strapless strap-on pressed against my hole. It was vibrating slightly from the bullet inside it; I knew that was providing more stimulation to the bulb that Sara squeezed inside her to hold the strap-on in place. I moaned, relaxing, pushing out slightly; the head popped in, and I felt the fake veins that criss-crossed up and down it sliding through my hole as its girth stretched me. I was so horny that she went in easily; I took all of her; I ached for more. When she was rooted deep in me, she took my legs and put them over her shoulders. I clenched around Sara's cock on the out-stroke, relaxing on the in-stroke; she couldn't feel it, but I could pretend. I knew the ridges on the base of the strap-on would be rubbing against her clit, giving her extra stimulation while she fucked me.
It was heaven. Sara buried inside me, filling my hungry hole; Hyat towering over me, her big balls and cock sliding in and out of my vision; the heat and scent of Megan's pussy just behind me, her soft moans filling the room. I reached down, grabbing my aching cock, but Sara slapped my hand away. "Not yet," she purred, thrusting into me. "I haven't decided if I'll let you cum again."
Hyat groaned. "I'm getting close..."
"Fill that pussy up. I know Megan wants another load. Don't you, Megan?" Sara breathed, staccato, in between strokes.
"Yes," Megan whimpered.
"Yes what?"
"Yes mistress!"
"Then earn it. Work that dick."
Hyat's pace quickened, thrusting faster and faster. I could tell from her ragged breaths that she was getting close. I craned my head up, opening my mouth wide to take as much of her balls between my lips as I could, my head moving roughly with her strokes. Hyat moaned, loudly, her thighs shaking on either side of my head. I lapped and sucked eagerly at her balls, determined to do my part in making her cum, enhancing her pleasure.
Her balls spasmed in my mouth, and she came, pumping her load into Megan. She kept thrusting, thrusting, until her dick must have gotten too sensitive and she finally slowed, then stopped. She let her hips relax, her ass resting on my chest, and her cock slid free of Megan; I closed my eyes as creamy cum flowed out of her pussy and onto my face. Hyat dragged her softening cock across my lips, slickening them with cum, then sank her length into my mouth one more time.
"Clean that dick off," Hyat said. I obeyed, bathing her pole with my tongue, sliding it up and down and around her, licking up our mixed cum and Megan's juices. I felt like such a slut, sucking that half-hard cock while Sara kept pounding into my ass. Finally, satisfied, Hyat pulled out of my mouth and rolled off me, onto the side of the bed, panting in exhaustion.
"Roll over," Sara said to me, pulling the dildo out of me, leaving my ass empty and aching to be filled.
I obeyed finding myself face to face with Megan's bright pink pussy, engorged with her desire. Hyat's cum dribbled out of her, sliding down her asshole and joining a growing puddle beneath her on the sheet.
"What a mess," Sara said. "Clean it."
I stuck out my tongue, catching a thick dollop of Hyat's cum on Megan's asshole and lapping it up, enjoying its thickness on my tongue and then swallowing and looking for more, my tongue drifting up between her folds and sliding into her warmth. She moaned, laying her hand on my head, pulling me down deeper. Behind me, Sara's cock slipped back into me, filling me again.
I don't know how long I stayed there, getting fucked. Cleaning Megan's pussy turned into worshipping it, her unique taste, the delicate folds; finally I moved up to her clit, swirling my tongue around it in circles before gently sucking on it, applying the consistent light pressure that Sara loved. Megan's thighs squeezed tight around my face.
"He's a good pussy eater, too," Sara said. "Isn't he? Such a gifted little mouth. So eager to please." Her words came out in bunches, her breath ragged as she picked up the pace, slamming into me. She was getting close. Finally she moaned, sinking the length of her strap-on into me, shaking as she came around the vibrating bulb inside her.
She slipped free of me, leaving me empty again. I started to lift my head; Sara's hand pressed me back into Megan. "You're not done yet," she said. "Megan deserves to cum again, too, doesn't she?"
My jaw ached and my tongue felt raw, but I obeyed, losing myself in Megan again. Eventually -- five minutes, twenty minutes, who could tell -- she tensed up, her thighs squeezing me, and she came again, her juice coating my lips and beard.
I sat up. Sara and Hyat were lying next to each other on the bed, looking satisfied. "Come over here with us, Megan," Sara said. "You stay there, babe."
Shaking a little, Megan got up and crawled over to Sara, who patted the bed next to her. Megan lay down next to her, and Sara wrapped one arm around her, her other arm resting across Hyat's shoulders. "How was he?" Sara asked, a faint smile tugging at the corner of her lips.
"So good," Megan sighed, one hand reaching down to feel her own wetness. "This whole thing ... so hot. Thank you, Sara. I really needed this."
Sara leaned down, kissing her on the cheek. "My pleasure. Hyat? Are you satisfied?"
"I'm never satisfied," Hyat shot back, then laughed. "But yes. It was great. Your man really is a slut, isn't he." The three of them turned to look at me; I flushed. I was sitting at the foot of the bed, watching them, my dick standing at attention. "He just lives to please. It's too bad I didn't get to see how tight his ass is. Maybe next time."



"That can be arranged," Sara said, her eyes glinting. "Now the question is, does he deserve to cum again?" She raised an eyebrow. "Megan, what do you think?"
"Of course," Megan giggled, then covered her face with her hand. "I mean, he's been so good all night." She met my eyes and winked. I mouthed thanks.
Sara turned to Hyat. "What do you think?"
"Absolutely not," Hyat said. "He's been a good boy, but I don't think he deserves it. Not yet. He might start to get big ideas."
"So it's a tie," Sara said, turning to look at me. She bit her lip, her eyes drifting down to my dick. "I guess that gives me the deciding vote." She tapped a finger on her cheek, watching me, teasing me. Then she slowly shook her head. "No, my pet. You'll have to save it for later. Think about how you could do better. Come lie at my feet."
I was disappointed, but something about her denying me sent a warm fluttering through my stomach. I crawled over, curling up beneath her feet on the bed, taking one in my hands and starting to massage her slowly. I glanced from her to Megan to Hyat, my face flushed. They fell into conversation, ignoring me; I kept at work at my mistress's feet. Occasionally Sara would flex her toes, wriggling them against my hands, or tease me by pulling one away and making me reach out for it.
Eventually, they recovered enough to stand and dress, heading back to the living room. Sara lingered behind; when they were in the hallway, she wrapped me in a tight hug and kissed me on the cheek. "I'm proud of you," she whispered. "Don't worry -- when they leave, you'll get your reward." Then she took me by the hand, her other hand holding the leash, and lead me back out to them.
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Sara was away on a business trip for a week. It sounds silly, but I hadn't spent so long apart from her since we'd started dating, and I found myself missing her by the end of the first night -- her scent, her warmth next to me in bed, the little touches as she walked past me. And, of course, I missed pleasing her, and I missed cumming. While she was gone, I was forbidden to cum unless she gave me permission. It was now the third day, and I was aching for release.
Every morning while she was gone, she'd send me a text with my tasks for the day, a little way for me to feel like she was still there and I could still please her. They were mostly simple things -- do the laundry, tidy up the closet, rearrange her shoes -- but she threw in more complicated tasks as well: send her a video of me jerking off, but not cumming, or of me fucking myself with her strap-on.
I woke every morning excited to see what she would have in store for me. That day I was off work; I wondered if that would mean a longer list. I woke up early, made myself coffee, and watched the news while I waited for her text. Finally, my phone buzzed over and over as a lengthy series of texts came in:
Good morning, my pet. I hope you slept well! I miss you. This trip is bullshit, and the food in Dallas sucks. This whole conference probably could have been an email. Anyway, I know you're looking forward to your tasks for the day, and today I have something extra special planned for you.
Get yourself prepped. Hyat is coming over at 1. She's disappointed that she didn't get to fuck your ass last time, so I promised her she could. I want you to obey everything she tells you to do as if it came from me (we talked about our boundaries already, so don't worry about that). Make sure the place is tidy and make her something to eat. Put the glass plug in; that's the thickest one, and you're going to need it.
When she comes, I expect you to be naked, waiting by the door on your knees. I lent her a key to the apartment, so she'll let herself in. Enjoy yourself, my little slut. I know how much you've been looking forward to her cock again.
You're allowed to cum if she lets you. Tell me all about it after.
My stomach churned with excitement. It had been about a month since Sara invited Hyat and Megan over. I'd thought about that day so many times since, but my thoughts always circled back to the same image: Hyat's big, beautiful cock, standing up proudly between the curve of her hips. I wanted to feel its heft and warmth in my mouth again, to finally take her in my ass. I shivered; excited, but nervous. I hadn't played with someone without Sara around, not since before we got together. I didn't know what to expect, how it would feel without her there to guide me. But she had arranged everything -- it would almost be like she was there, in spirit.
I had a lot of time before 1, so I tidied up and made some pasta salad. Then I gave myself an enema (some people seem to enjoy it, but I suffer through it as a necessary evil) and worked our big glass plug into my ass. Sara and I had bought it together only a few weeks before, and only used it once or twice. It was by far the biggest one we had, and I had to work up to it with the smaller plugs first.
Time dragged slowly. Noon came; 12:30; 12:55. At exactly 1:00, I stripped down and carefully knelt on the floor in front of the door, squeezing my ring around the thick plug inside me. I tried to control my breathing.
The minutes dragged by. My knees started to ache. 1:00 became 1:15; I got up and stretched a few times. Finally, I heard footsteps coming down the hallway outside our apartment and I fell back to my knees, waiting.
Keys jingled as someone fumbled at the lock; finally it clicked, the doorknob turned, and Hyat stepped into the apartment.
It was a hot day, so the tall, lithe woman was dressed casually: blue running shorts that came to about the middle of her dark, thick thighs, a fluorescent tank top you could see her white bra through, and clean white sneakers. Her black hair was done up in a bun, tucked underneath a Yankees cap. Her eyes fell on me, running over my naked body; I stared up into those golden brown eyes, swallowing, butterflies flapping in my belly. Her full lips, unadorned by lipstick this time, curled up in a smirk. She stepped in and closed the door behind her.
"Well, well, well," she said, her voice low, setting the keys down on the side table and stepping towards me. "Right where you belong. Did you miss me, Dan?"
I nodded, my mouth dry.
"You'll answer me when I ask you a question," she said, eyes hardening.
"I missed you, Hyat," I said. "I'm excited to please you today, however I can."
"You should be," she sniffed. She walked over to me, my head about level with her hips, and reached down, running her finger along my chin. "I know I'm a little late. I was finishing up a workout, and besides, I wanted you to know that you're on my schedule." She regarded me for a few moments, and I stared back up into her brown eyes. She was gorgeous.
"Sara found a cute one," she said, sighing. "She's always been good at that. She can just tell, you know, she has like a ... sub radar. It's amazing! I need her to find boys for me." Her hand wrapped around my chin, more roughly, pulling my face upwards to look at her. "I wonder, when she picked you, if she already knew what a little cock hungry slut you'd turn out to be. How much you love to please and worship big dicks, with your mouth..." she slipped a finger between my lips, and leaned down, whispering in my ear, "... or with your ass. Isn't that right?"
"That's right," I managed, my heart hammering.
"Well, lucky for you, I love breaking in little sluts like you," she said, smiling. "I'll make you feel things you've never felt with that little strap-on she uses on you. Have you ever had a real cock in your ass?"
"Just once," I admitted, stammering. "With Sara and ... her friend."
"Oh, she's so kinky," Hyat giggled. "I love it." Then she pursed her lips, considering me. "So, I won't get to take your virginity. That's too bad. But tell me ... were they as big as me?" Her fingers brushed over the front of her shorts, bunching the thin material around her cock. With her shorts pulled taut, I could clearly see the outline of her head. I gulped.
"Not even close," I said.
"Good." She smiled. "Take off my shoes and my shorts."
I rushed to obey, unlacing her sneakers and pulling them off her feet. She had on sheer white socks; I could see her black painted toenails peeking through them. Then I undid the drawstring of her shorts and pulled them down her long legs. Her cock was just barely contained by plain white cotton panties; I reached up to pull her underwear down, overeager, and she slapped my hand.
"Did I tell you to take my panties off?"
"No," I admitted. "I'm sorry."
"Lean in," she said, "and press your nose against my cock. Feel it through my panties. You need to show me you deserve it."
I leaned forward, my nose poking up against that bulge, running along its warm length. She wasn't completely hard, yet, but she was already big and firm against me. I could smell the sweat from her workout, but it was not sharp or unpleasant; I felt my dick stirring on its own, responding to her scent, to her hot length, so warm, so close to my face...
"Oh, is your dick getting hard from this? You just can't handle being so close to my cock. Naughty, naughty." She tapped me gently on the cheek. "Kiss it."
I puckered my lips, kissing her cock through the cotton. I planted a kiss on the head, then another and another, traveling down her shaft to where her balls bulged against the panties. My own dick hardened more, throbbing.
"Pull my panties to the side," she said. "Take out my balls and suck them. I know you want to."
I tugged on her panties, and first one, then the other of her big balls popped free. The skin of her sack was loose, her balls hanging low within it; I leaned forward and pressed my nose into them, breathing in the intermingling scents of soap and sweat. Then I stuck out my tongue and slowly licked up her balls, letting my tongue revel in each wrinkle and fold in her skin, all the way up to the top of her sack just beneath the base of her cock, which was still tucked into her panties. She tasted a little salty, but I loved it. Then I sucked one heavy ball gently into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue, bathing it with my saliva.
"Ahh," she sighed. "You know how you can really spot a slut like you? How you really know? Anyone can suck a dick if they're horny enough. Trust me. But the real sluts, they love balls. They love smelling them, licking them, sucking them. They make love to them, like it's their last meal." She smiled. "I bet Sara could feed you my balls every day for the rest of your life, and never fuck you again, and you'd be satisfied."
I whimpered, letting her ball slide out of my mouth and sucking in the other one. My cock was so hard it ached. I clenched around the smooth glass plug inside me.
"Well, maybe not satisfied. You'd need cock in your ass too, of course." I could hear a smile in her voice. "You may take my cock out, slut. I know you want to. But you may not suck it yet."
My hands glided up her thick thighs, hooking on her panties and rolling them down her legs and off her feet. Her big cock swung free, hard from the tongue-washing I'd just given her balls. My breath caught just looking at it; it was like a black hole, sucking me in, erasing everything else in the room. Her gorgeous caramel dick was long and thick, cut, with a deep purple head about the same width as her shaft and delicate veins running up and down its length. A thick bead of pre-cum gathered at her slit, begging to be licked up.
She took another step towards me, bringing her dick tantalizingly close to my face. "Close your mouth. And your eyes," she ordered. I obeyed; a few heartbeats of anticipation ticked by; then I felt it, thick and heavy, lying across my face. My closed lips pressed against the base of her shaft and the rest of it laid across my nose and forehead, warm and heavy, stiff with her desire. I breathed in deeply.
"That's right," she whispered. "Just feel it on your face. I own you." Gripping her cock by the base, she slapped her length gently across my face, once, twice. I felt a little droplet of precum on my forehead. "Tell me what you want."
"I want to suck you," I moaned into her balls. "I want to run my tongue up and down it, take it deep in my throat. I want to please you, make you cum."
"Don't get ahead of yourself," she murmured. "Why do you want to suck it?"
"I..." I stammered. "I don't know. I just do."
"I'll tell you why. You want to suck it because you're a fucking slut. You were made to service cock, big girl-cocks like mine especially. It's what you've always dreamed of. Isn't it?"
"Yes," I said. "Yes."
"Do what you were born to do," Hyat said, resting a hand on the top of my head.
I stuck my tongue out, running it up her balls to the base of her shaft, letting it linger for a moment there, feeling her thickness; then I followed that sensitive line up her length, pausing here and there to swirl my tongue around any place that got a reaction from her. Finally my tongue reached the front of her head, feeling the velvety skin of it engorged with her excitement, and I licked that pre-cum off her slit, savoring its taste and the feeling of it coating my mouth.
Finally, I took her head into my mouth, feeling it slide between my lips, brushing the roof of my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it, greedily, feeding myself more and more of her length, trying to take it all. I choked and gagged, but I'd been practicing. My eyes rolled back in my head and teared up as I took her to the hilt, my drooling tongue resting on her balls.
"Fuck," she said. "That's good. You're so eager."
I bobbed my head up and down on her, letting her fill my throat, my entire world shrinking down to just my lips, my tongue, my throat, and her cock. Her hands were firm on the sides of my head as she started to rock her hips, fucking my mouth. I took her all the way down my throat again, gagging, my nose pressing into her mound. I squeezed the plug inside me, enjoying the feeling of being filled at both ends.
She took a step back, pulling her cock out of my mouth. I wiped saliva from my lips, looking up at her.
"As much as I enjoy your mouth," she said, "I've been waiting all this time to fuck that ass of yours. I've waited long enough." She pointed. "Go to the bedroom and lie on your back for me."
I went to the bedroom, my heart racing, the hallway a blur. Suddenly I was on my back on the bed. I'd already laid a towel on the bed next to me, with a bottle of lube on top of it. Instinctively I lifted my legs up, opening myself, and waited.
She padded into the room. She'd taken off her shirt and bra, and her breasts lay bare, big dark nipples lying erect; my gaze drifted down them, over her toned stomach, to that gorgeous cock. I was desperate to feel her inside me.
"Look at you," she said. "So prepared. So ready. You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you?" She joined me on the bed, her arms on either side of my face, and undid her bun. Her hair fell around us, filling my nose with the floral scent of her shampoo. She bent down and kissed me, gently at first, her full lips pressing against mine; then she took my bottom lip between her teeth, biting hard, almost too hard. "I'm going to destroy you," she whispered. "I'm going to open things inside of you that you never knew were there. I'm going to breed you, fill you up with my cum. By the time we're done, you'll be ruined. You'll never want anything but my cock again. When you're fucking Sara, you'll be imagining me inside you. When you cum in her, you'll be thinking of my load, dripping out of you."
Her hands pressed down on my wrists, pinning me to the bed. Her nipples pressed into my chest; her stomach against my stomach; the weight of her cock against mine. She moved her hips back and forth, grinding our shafts together, her balls hot against me. Then she pushed herself up, one hand finding the plug in my ass and slowly pulling it free, setting it on the towel.
She opened the bottle of lube and squeezed a dollop onto her hand. I felt it, cold, against my asshole; her fingers spread it over my hole, teasing me, then slipped inside me, one finger, then two. She curled them up expertly against my prostate, making my dick leap and leak pre-cum. She rubbed that spot hard, spreading the lube inside me, her fingers rhythmically pressing over and over into my sensitive walls. Then she pulled out, squeezed out more lube; I lifted my head to watch her hand glide up and down her shaft, greasing it up. Then, finally, I felt the hot hardness of her tip resting against my hole, teasing it.
"I hope you're ready," she said. She pushed in.
My asshole resisted, feebly; she was much bigger than the strap-on, thicker than anything but the glass plug, but I'd had the plug in for long enough and was so aroused that, after a few moments, my hole relaxed and opened for her. Her head popped through my ring and slipped inside me; I stretched to accommodate her. It only hurt a little, an uncomfortable pressure that soon became pleasurable.
She waited there, just her head inside me, watching me, waiting for me to relax. Finally she slid further into me, feeding my greedy hole the thick cock it wanted so desperately. Inch after inch went inside me; her cock went on forever, it was infinite, and every moment of infinity was full of the feeling of her hardness sliding through my ring, the veins and bumps of her shaft teasing my hole as she slid into me. The nerves in my asshole on fire with desire, a fullness and pleasure radiating from deeper within me. I wanted her, all of her, as far inside me as she could go.
Finally she was all the way in, her hips pressed against mine. I felt unbearably full, beautifully full. She leaned forward, my legs stretching back towards me to accommodate her, and our lips met again, her forceful tongue sliding along my lips and then against my own.
"You love that cock," she whispered against my lips, her hips starting to pull away from me, drawing her length slowly out of me. She didn't pull completely out; she stopped, with just her head inside me, and then pushed forward again, slowly returning every inch of her cock to its rightful place inside me. "You're my cocksleeve. How would you like to be my cocksleeve, forever? I'm sure Sara wouldn't mind lending you out. She loves watching you getting stuffed... filled up ..." she started to pick up the pace, sliding in and out of me, each new thrust rubbing against something inside me, waves of warmth radiating through me.
I squeezed my ring desperately around her cock, making myself tight for her; I lifted my legs up higher and spread my cheeks wide with my hands, somehow inviting her to new depths; each stroke was a new high of lust, satisfaction, unbearable pleasure.
I could feel the beginnings of an orgasm tingling in my belly. She picked up the pace, fucking me faster now, her hips slapping against mine relentlessly, each stroke sending a wave of pleasure crashing through me. "I've got you," she moaned through her teeth, one hand wrapping around my throat as she propped herself up with the other and bucked wildly into me. "Right now, I could ask you to do anything, and you'd do it. Anything to keep this cock pounding away inside you, to make you cum from the inside out." She choked me a little harder; my eyes closed, stars exploding behind my eyelids.
My mind had floated off to some far away place. I was only my body; my body, reveling in the unparalleled pleasure of her cock, of her using me. I was getting close; a wave was crashing towards me...
"When you cum, you'll be mine," she said, picking up the pace. "There won't be any turning back. Tell me what you want."
"Fuck my ass," I moaned, louder than I meant to. "Cum in me."
"Whose ass is this?"
"Your ass, Hyat," I panted, my face burning, my toes curling, lips tingling...
It hit me. I tensed up; the wave crested, turned, fell in on itself, and my mind disappeared completely. My entire being focused on the waves of pleasure from her cock; cum poured from my dick, but I didn't feel the orgasm there, I felt it inside me, in my stomach, in my core. It was a long, rolling wave; the warm wetness of my cum spread across my belly; she kept thrusting into me, fucking me through my orgasm, each new stroke pushing out another stream of cum, triggering another wave of spasms...
"Oh, fuck," she said. "You feel so good ... your asshole clenching around me ... you want this cum so bad, you're milking it out of me ..." She moaned, straightening, her hand lifting from my throat to grab her breast, squeezing one hard nipple while she thrust into me. Sweat ran down between her breasts to her flat stomach. She threw her head back, groaned, and buried herself impossibly deep inside me, her balls pulsing against my ass cheeks, her shaft throbbing as she fired rope after rope of her thick cum inside me. I wished I could have some supernatural awareness of my insides, feel her seed painting them; I had to settle for the delicious spasming of her cock inside me, flexing against my ring and my oversensitive prostate.



She thrust into me a few more times, slowing, until she finally came to a stop, her hips pressing into me again, her length still buried inside me. She collapsed down on top of me, exhausted, her face on my chest.
"Wow," she said, finally. I could barely think. My entire body was buzzing, vibrating; my ears felt stuffed up, somehow, like I was underwater.
"Sorry, I get a little carried away," she murmured. My cum was slick between us, rubbing on her stomach and breasts. She didn't seem to mind. "Obviously, I uh ... you're Sara's, not mine. I wouldn't intrude." For the first time in the brief time I'd known her, she sounded embarrassed.
"It's okay," I said, finally, still feeling like I couldn't breathe, like I was floating. "It was hot. She wouldn't mind."
"You came really hard," she said, laughing. "All from my dick. Without being touched at all. Not your first prostate orgasm, I'm guessing?"
"No," I managed. "Happens a lot with Sara and her strap-on but ... wow ... this was different. You're ... wow. Thank you."
"Thank you?" She lifted her head up, wrinkling her nose. "Never say thank you after sex, man, it's weird." She sank her head back against my chest, sighing. It seemed like now that she'd cum, some of that dominant personality had vanished. "This feels nice."
I put my arms around her. It felt natural. She was still inside me; I gave her cock a little squeeze with my ass, and she giggled. "Oh," she said. "Sorry about calling you a cocksleeve. Maybe that was a little much."
My face reddened. I was glad she couldn't see it. "I really liked that, honestly. You can call me whatever you want."
She sighed. "You and Sara are both really lucky," she said, after a moment. "You fit together so well."
"She's perfect," I agreed. My ass was starting to ache, dully, not in an altogether unpleasant way.
"I was supposed to FaceTime her and show you sucking me or getting fucked," Hyat said. "Whoops."
"I guess we'll have to go for another round, then," I said.
She lifted her head up again, looked at me, and cracked a smile. "Slut," she said. Finally, her dick softened enough to slide free from me, leaving me empty; her warm cum leaked out of my hole, running down my cheeks. She rolled off me, lying next to me in bed, sighing contentedly. I reached out to stroke her soft cock, fascinated by it; she let me, for a few moments, then took my hand and brought it up to her stomach. "I need a nap," she said. "You'll have go to without cock for another hour or two. Can you manage?"
I blushed.
She slid under the covers, then grabbed me by the wrist, pulling me under the blanket with her. "I never get to cuddle. Don't worry, Sara said it's okay."
My stomach fluttered. I put my arms around her, nestling against her, my half-hard cock rubbing against her ass. She pushed back against me, laying her arms on top of mine, and sighed happily. We drifted off together.
***
I woke up first. She was curled up next to me, her back to me, her breaths shallow and regular as she slept. I propped myself up, admiring the curve of her back, how her hair fell over the soft curve of her shoulders. She had a tattoo in Arabic calligraphy on her right shoulderblade. I pulled back a little bit from her, slipping out from under the blanket. She murmured and rolled over onto her stomach, her perfect ass peeking out from under the blanket.
I should have asked her if I could wake her up like this. We didn't know each other that well, after all. But I also knew that if our roles were reversed, I would wake up with her cock stretching my ass, and I would not have complained.
Moving down the bed, I lowered my face to the curve of her ass, kissing her cheek. She was so soft, smelling faintly of lotion; I dragged my lips between her cheeks, kissing the other side and then reaching down and gently pulling them apart. I stiffened at the sight of her dark bud, completely smooth, that line of sensuous skin trailing down from her hole, across her taint, to her balls, which were pressed against the bed.
I couldn't help myself. I bent down, my tongue touching the warmth of her hole, tasting her; I dragged my tongue slowly, up and down, applying a gentle pressure with the tip of my tongue, teasing her sensitive spots.
She moaned, waking, shifting her hips to spread them wider for me. "Oh," she sighed, her voice thick with sleepiness. "I thought I was dreaming."
I took my time, my tongue moving slowly, teasingly, over her hole, pressing gently against her ring but not hard enough to slip inside. She reached back, grabbing her cheeks and spreading them for wide for me, giving me my best look yet at her beautiful hole. I was so hard it hurt. I needed to be inside her.
Wetting one finger generously with my spit, I teased her hole with the tip, spreading my saliva around before I gently pressed into her. She opened for me, her ass warm and so tight around my finger as I sank in to the first knuckle, then the second, all the way down. She moaned, pushing back against my finger. Since she was lying on her stomach, I curled my fingertip downward, rubbing at that sensitive spot. I loved it when Sara did this for me, and Hyat responded like I did, letting out a hard breath.
"Are you trying to fuck me?" She asked, her voice low.
I froze, suddenly unsure. But then I pressed my finger against her spot again, felt her body shudder, and said: "Yes."
She laughed. "You've got balls," she said. "You'd better not cum before I do."
I bent down, kissing her taint as I slowly worked my finger in and out of her hole, letting my tongue run up and down that sensitive line of flesh before reaching her big balls, spread against the mattress. I licked them happily, my tongue bathing the backside of her balls, lapping between them.
"You love my balls," she moaned into the pillow, pressing back against my face, squeezing her ring around my finger. "You can't get enough of me."
I grunted an agreement into her skin as I licked her.
"I want your cock," she sighed. "Don't keep me waiting too long. I don't usually bottom... you might lose your chance."
I got up on my knees, reaching for the lube still sitting on the towel on the bed, squeezing it into my fingers and spreading it over her hole. Then I slipped my finger back in, slowly pressing my middle finger in next to it, stretching her. She sighed and pressed her face into the pillow, wiggling her hips in my face, her cheeks slapping together against my fingers.
I couldn't wait anymore. I hoped she was ready enough. Sliding my fingers out, I squeezed more lube onto my dick, my hand sliding up and down for a few moments to spread it, then lined my head up against her hole. She pressed back against it, her bud twitching against my cockhead. I pressed in, slowly; she was so tight, too tight; I slipped out.
"If you want it, take it," she said, looking back over her shoulder at me. Her eyes flashed.
I lined my head up against her and pushed again, firmly this time. Her hole tried to keep me out -- maybe she was squeezing on purpose -- but finally, the lube and the pressure of my cock forced her open, and my head popped past her ring. She gasped, one hand flying off the bed to press against my thigh. I had to fight every urge in my body not to plunge into her anyway, but I waited. I knew what it felt like, after all.
"Ohhh," she said, biting her lip, her eyes squeezing shut in a slight grimace. "You're a bit thicker than I thought."
"Should I take that as a compliment?"
She laughed. "Yes. Just stay there, let me..." her hand still on my thigh, she pushed her hips back against me, rocking back and forth, slowly taking more of me inside her. She was so hot, her hole impossibly warm and tight around me, clenching my shaft like a vice. Finally she rocked back against me until her balls swung into mine, slapping our sacks together, burying my length to the hilt in her hole.
"Fuck that pussy," she moaned. I drew back slowly, painfully slowly, letting her adjust, then sank into her again. I loved the feeling of her balls brushing against mine at the end of every stroke. Slowly she stretched to accommodate me, and I could go faster, enjoying the feeling of her walls around me, so different from Sara's pussy.
She pulled away from me. "Lie back," she said. I rolled onto my back, my dick straining, as hard as I've ever been in my life. She squeezed out more lube, rubbing it into herself, then on my cock, pausing for a second to tease my balls with her slippery fingers. Then she got up. Her cock was hard again, swinging up and down as she lifted one thigh over me, grabbed my base in her left hand, and lowered herself slowly onto dick.
My eyes were fixated on her thick cock as she sank onto me, enveloping me again in her warmth, until it came to rest against my stomach. She started up a steady rhythm, leaning forward with her hair falling around her breasts, moaning as she ground herself harder against me, using me like a dildo, angling her hips so my head pressed against her most sensitive spot. Her cock slapped against my stomach with every gyration of her hips.
Fumbling with one hand, I squeezed out a little lube into my palm and reached for her shaft, grasping her. God, she felt good in my hand, so thick; I spread the lube along her length, sliding my hand up and down, enjoying the feeling of her hardness between my fingers and palm.
For once, she didn't have a snarky comment. She just moaned, biting her lip, throwing her head back as her hips bucked up and down on my length and my hand stroked along her. I don't know how long we went on like this; I was transfixed by her, her beautiful femininity as she rode me, her flushed breasts, hard nipples, contrasting with her diamond-hard dick in my hand. It was too much; I got close a hundred times, each time slowing her down just enough not to cum, holding her impaled on my length as I jerked her, until I could let her keep riding me.
She moaned. "Don't stop," she said. "I'm gonna... don't stop fucking me!"
I picked up the rhythm, fucking up into her as I jerked her, and she threw her head back and moaned. I felt her ring spasm around my cock first, her walls pressing around me, and then a pulse went through her shaft and a thick rope of cum shot out, warm on my chest. I slammed into her harder, faster, fucking the cum out of her as she had with me; I was rewarded with spurt after spurt of creamy white cum from her purple head, each rope accompanied by an incredible spasming of her asshole around me.
"Breed my pussy, now," she panted.
I couldn't hold it in any longer. I thrust into her, deep, my legs lifting off the bed as I tensed up and unloaded in her ass, fucking my cum deep into her.
We laid there, panting. She slumped forward, holding herself against my chest, squeezing tight to keep me inside her. "It looks like you do have other uses," she panted at last, laughing. "I forgot how good that feels. But don't expect it again any time soon, cocksleeve." She winked, then glanced down at my chest. "I made a mess..."
She bent down, lapping her cum off me, her tongue warm and ticklish on my skin. Then she leaned forward to kiss me; I tasted the saltiness of her own cum in her mouth, then felt it slide against my tongue as she shared it with me. She pulled her lips from mine and smiled. "We can't let perfectly good cum go to waste, can we? Speaking of which..."
A devilish little smile growing on her lips, she pulled herself slowly from my cock. Pressing a hand against her hole to hold my load inside her, she slid up my body -- I gave her softening dick a little kiss as it passed me -- and then lowered her freshly fucked asshole onto my face. "... you'd better clean me up."
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"Are you almost done?" Sara called over to me from the living room. "The game's about to start!"
The last pancake was frying, I'd just plated the scrambled eggs, and the coffee in the French press had steeped almost long enough. "One sec!" I yelled over my shoulder, stacking the pancakes on our plates, spreading liberal amounts of butter (the secret is, and always will be, to use entirely too much butter), and topping them with syrup. The eggs (salt, pepper, adobo, a dash of smoked paprika) joined the pancakes, and I loaded a tray up with the plates, extra syrup, coffee mugs, and champagne flutes. Satisfied, I padded into the living room and set the tray down on the coffee table with a flourish.
She laughed and clapped her hands. "Oh, this looks delicious! Come here." I bent down, and she rewarded me with a kiss, her lips soft, lingering against mine. She lifted her head back and smiled up at me. "Thank you, chef!"
"You're welcome. Better start before the eggs get cold," I said, returning to the kitchen for the French press, orange juice, and champagne. I was beaming with pride. I'd always liked cooking for people, but cooking for her ... it was another way to show her that I belonged to her. I filled our mugs and glasses with their appropriate beverages and then we dug in, enjoying our brunch while Troy Aikman's dulcet tones narrated another inevitable Giants loss.
"You know, my mom always said to find a man who could cook," Sara said, around a mouthful of pancake. "She would have really liked you." I clinked my glass against hers, drank deeply, and leaned back on the couch. What could be better than a lazy Sunday?
We finished our breakfasts and settled into a comfortable silence. She turned and lay on her back on the couch, putting her feet up in my lap. She'd figured out my soft spot for feet almost from day one, and she took full advantage of it. I started giving her a massage, her soles impossibly soft beneath my fingers, my attention wavering between the game and her. She scrolled through her phone, occasionally laughing and flipping it around to show me a meme on Instagram.
"Hey, what do you think of this one?" She said, turning the phone around, watching me.
It wasn't a meme. It was a picture of a man on his hands and knees, a woman standing over him with her hands pressing against the back of his head, his lips parted in an 'O' around the glistening head of a big cock.
She'd started doing this a few weeks before: randomly showing me pictures, gauging my reaction, enjoying how it embarrassed me and turned me on at the same time. She would tease me relentlessly, lighting that urge inside me, and if she felt that I deserved it she'd climb on top of me and ...
I stiffened, clearing my throat, face flushed. "Looks nice," I muttered. "Where'd you find that?"
"Nice?" She rolled her eyes. "I think you meant hot. Me and my friend Grace from college have been sending them back and forth. Her husband's into it, too."
"Oh really?" I looked over at her. "What else have you guys been talking about?"
"Mind your business," she said, playfully nudging me with her foot. "With any luck you'll find out. What do you think of this one?" She turned her phone. It was a GIF of a man on his back, 69ing with a girl, her pink lips bobbing up and down on his length while a hard dick, shiny with lube, slid into his ass.
"That's pretty hot," I admitted, finding it hard to look away. Her toes pressed gently on my dick through my sweatpants, feeling me grow.
"Feels like he agrees," she said. She typed something on her phone, her foot absently stroking up and down along me, then showed me her screen. I leaned forward to read it. She'd typed out 'omg that one got Dan kinda hard!', but she hadn't sent it yet.
Suddenly my face was red hot. "I don't know..."
"It's okay," she said, smiling at me. "I trust her. You don't have to worry about anything. Don't you want people to know how good you are for me?" She waited for me to nod, feebly, then sent the message.
We pretended to watch the game, her toes teasing me, my cock stiffening. My mind was racing, impatient to hear the little ding of the next message, wondering what she would say. How many people would Sara tell? How far could this go?
Finally her phone buzzed. Sara sat up, shifting closer to me on the couch so we could both see her screen while she typed. As their messages went back and forth, I felt a heat spreading through me, hotter and hotter, a mixture of embarrassment tinged with shame and something more primal underneath it, something deep in my stomach.
Grace: ohhh really? he's into that too?
Sara: yeah I made him suck cock for me like two weeks ago lol
Grace: omg stop are you serious??
Sara: yeah it was so hot! we took turns
Grace: so alex and I hooked up with this guy a few months ago
Grace: and it just kinda happened
Grace: alex was fucking me, then i looked up and he was sucking this dude's dick
Grace: i almost freaked out but... i kinda liked it, and alex came so hard after lol
Sara: I'm showing Dan these messages and he's getting really hard
Sara: you wanna see?
"Babe!" I said, my voice almost cracking. "What are you doing?"
"You don't want my friend to see your dick?" Sara fake-pouted at me. She was getting that look in her eyes again, that hungry look that I found myself never saying no to, and never really wanting to. She watched me for a long moment, her eyes unreadable; then she set her phone down on the coffee table and pounced on me, straddling me, her hands fumbling eagerly at the drawstring of my sweatpants. She undid the knot and yanked them down to my thighs, my cock popping free and slapping against my stomach. She wrapped one hand around it, stroking slowly, her dainty fingers squeezing around me, her other hand grabbing my chin and tugging my face towards her.
"Feels like you liked that," she whispered. "Telling her our little secret. I bet you wanted me to tell her how you came so hard with a cock in your ass, didn't you?" Her hand moved along my shaft a little faster, squeezing a little harder around me. "Or maybe I should tell her where he came..." She slid off me, down to her knees in front of the couch, and took me in her mouth.
I groaned, leaning back. Her mouth was hot and wet around me, her tongue swirling in little circles around my sensitive head, teasing me. Then she took me deeper, her hands running up and down my thighs, around my hips, pulling me into her.
Abruptly she stopped, letting me slide out of her mouth, leaving me frustrated and standing at attention, wet with her saliva. She grabbed her phone, lining up her shot like a truly dedicated photographer, moving this way and that to get the right lighting and angle, and ... click.
I didn't try to stop her. Why would I? I wanted whatever she wanted, and I knew that; I knew it deep down in my gut. I'd do anything to make her laugh, make her smile, make her moan, make her wet. She knew it too, and she always had.
And she knew there were things I wanted that I'd never even admitted to myself.
She joined me on the couch again, ignoring my throbbing dick, showing me her conversation. The first thing I saw was the picture - Sara never took bad pictures, ever, and it didn't seem like she'd decided to start now.
Grace: omggg I can't believe you lol you're still crazy
Grace: your bf has a nice dick, I'm gonna show alex
Sara: send us a pic too, fair's fair!
A few minutes went by before her next message came through. Grace's orange-painted fingernails were wrapped around the base of her husband's shaft. His dick looked thick, a bit darker than mine, with a prominent mushroom head that was slightly wider than his shaft and thick veins criss-crossing up and down his length.
"What do you think?" Sara said, as we looked at the pic together.
"Looks good," I mumbled.
"Oh, you're so shy," she laughed, shooting me a look. "Well, you're shy now. You won't be when you're on your knees with his cock in your mouth. Ooh, a video call!"
I looked down. Her FaceTime was ringing. Before I had a chance to pull my pants up, Grace's face appeared on the phone. I vaguely recognized her - I realized that I had met her, once or twice, at parties with Sara's old college friends. Sara still kept in touch with a lot of them. She was cute, with almond-shaped brown eyes and dark bangs.
"Hey!" Sara said, waving at her phone.
"Hi Sara!" Grace looked at me, waving back. "Hi Dan!"
"Um," I stammered. "Hi, Grace. How've you been?"
"Great! So, listen ..." she glanced back and forth conspiratorially, leaning into her camera and lowering her voice. "Alex and I were thinking... we both like an audience. Do you guys wanna watch me blow him?"
"I mean, yeah," Sara laughed. "Who would say no to that?"
"Okay, one sec." Grace disappeared, the view shaking and blurry as she walked into another room on the other end of the call. "Honey! ... yeah. Uh-huh. Can you hold the camera?"
The blur stabilized around her husband's face as he held the phone. He looked a bit older than us, maybe in his mid-30s, with hair that was starting to turn grey, blue eyes, and a friendly smile. "Hey guys," he said. He seemed perfectly relaxed, like this was a completely normal situation; maybe for them, it was. "How've you been? How was that trip, you guys looked great - where was it again?"
"Greece," Sara said, covering a smile with her fingers. "Yeah, it was great. We're good. You remember Dan?"
"Yeah, what's up man?" He said, looking at me.
"You know, same old shit," I said, painfully aware of my stiff dick - Sara was holding her phone at just the right angle that you couldn't see it on camera.
"Grace is getting impatient." The view switched. Grace was on her knees in front of Alex, her hand already working his shaft, smiling up at the camera. I could see more than just her face now: she was wearing a white v-neck that probably belonged to Alex, since it was big on her, the tops of her tanned breasts and cleavage just peaking through the V in the collar. "Okay, you can start," he said. She bent forward, planting a sucking kiss on his head, then ran her tongue up and down the sides of his cock. His length thickened and grew with every passing second.
Finally she took him in her mouth, her head bobbing down until she had about half his shaft between her lips. Her hand kept working up and down his base, her head lolling to the side until she was facing the camera in profile, his cockhead pushing her cheek out towards the camera.
"Look at you!" Sara laughed. She bent down, close to my ear, taking my earlobe between her teeth and biting just hard enough to send goosebumps rippling up and down my arms. "I bet you could suck his cock better," she whispered in my ear. "You'd take him all the way down your throat. Wouldn't you?"
Then she handed me her phone and slipped off the couch, sinking to her knees in front of me again. "Show them!" she said, and then I was back in her hot mouth, her gorgeous lips sliding up and down along me, her fingers teasing and then enveloping my balls, gently squeezing me. I switched from the front-facing camera to show them.
"Damn," Alex said. He watched my girlfriend sucking my cock, while I watched his wife suck his. We were both rock hard. I leaned back, losing myself in the feeling of Sara's lips and tongue around me, expertly pleasuring me as only she could, while I watched Grace pump his shaft into her mouth. It was easy to imagine it was Grace's tongue teasing my slit, her fingers gently rolling and massaging my balls. It was easy to imagine other things, too.
After a few minutes Alex grunted, the camera shaking as he reached down and grabbed her shoulder. His dick slipped free of her mouth with a pop, and she held him over her face, her mouth open and her eyes closed, her fingers a blur on his shaft. He groaned again; his cock twitched; the first spurt of cum shot into her mouth, white and thick on her pink tongue, a few more ropes landing on her lips and cheek as she kept jerking him, milking him into her mouth. She laughed, swallowing and wiping cum from her face with the back of her hand.
The sight of his cock spasming and shooting his load on her face was sending me over the edge, but Sara stopped again, letting my dick fall free from her mouth. I felt a sudden rush of air cold against my wet skin as she blew on me gently. Then she looked up at me, her eyes sparkling, a half-smile on her lips. She wasn't going to let me get off that easy.
"You're not gonna suck him off?" Alex said. He sounded disappointed. "Poor guy!"
Sara took her phone back from me and sat next to me, switching the camera to face us. "I don't think he's earned it yet." She frowned, exaggerated, as if an idea was occurring to her. "Why don't you do it?"
Alex laughed. "If you come over, maybe I will."
Grace's face appeared back on the screen, her cheeks flushed, breathing a little hard. "How about next Saturday? Like, 1 or 2? Don't forget your bathing suits!"
"It's a date," Sara said. "Alright, I'd better take care of him. Bye guys!" She winked at the phone, then ended the call. She lay back down on the couch, her feet pressing into my lap but avoiding my dick. I could tell from the look on her face how much she loved it, loved how hard and frustrated I was. "That was fun. Pretty hot, right?"
"Yeah, that was ... a first. FaceTime foursome." I shifted my hips a little, trying to grind myself into the sole of her foot, but she moved it away and pretended not to notice.
"What did you think of her technique?" She asked, watching me.
"What am I, an expert?"
"I'm turning you into one," she laughed. "Come on, it's just me! Be honest. You could have sucked him better than she did, don't you think?"
I felt hot, confused, dizzy, horny - a familiar tableau of emotions around her. "Yeah," I admitted. "I think so."
"Was that so hard?" She hooked her thumbs inside her tights and rolled them down her legs and off her feet, then lay back, spreading her legs on the couch, opening herself to me. Her pussy was soaked, her excitement dripping between the folds of her lips, her skin flushed. Her fingers glided down her stomach, pausing to circle around her clit, then ran between her lips, her middle finger sliding inside her. "Describe it to me. How you would have done it differently."
"I..."
"It's just me," she whispered, her eyes half-glazed as she pleasured herself. "Tell me."
"I would start the same," I said. I found it hard to meet her eyes but impossible to look away. "Kissing the head, licking the sides... but I would have taken him all the way down my throat, even if it made me choke and gag. I wouldn't use my hand at all, just deep throat him."
Her fingers slipped out of herself, returning to her clit, rubbing it a little faster. "Go on," she said. "What else would you have done?"
"Sucked his balls," I said. My face was burning so hot I could barely think. "She ignored them. And ..."
She let out a half-moan.
"And I would have let him cum in my mouth."
"Come here and fuck me," she said. "Now."
I jumped on top of her, over-eager, desperate to be inside her; her fingers gripped me and guided me; I entered her warmth, and she cried out in pleasure as I sank into her, her walls so hot and slick around me. I was already too close, so I went slow, forcing myself to take my time, feeding her my cock while she rubbed her clit. I leaned back just a little, angling my hips so I could stroke upwards into her, trying to hit her most sensitive spot. After all, she'd showed me how good it felt when her strap-on slammed into my prostate, over and over...
Luckily for me and my aching cock, she didn't last long. With a sigh she wrapped her legs around my waist, her heels pressing into my sides, and bit her lip, holding in her cries as her legs shook and spasmed and her pussy tightened rhythmically around me, pulling me deeper. I fought to keep up a steady pace, fucking her through it as she came around my cock, trying to make myself last just a few moments longer.
Her legs fell back down to my sides and she relaxed for a moment, basking, letting me fuck her slowly. Then she reached up, grabbing me by the hair, pulling me down roughly on top of her; her fingernails grazed down my back; she grabbed my ass, pulling me into her, forcing me to go faster. She watched me, her eyes hungry, her tongue sliding across her bottom lip. "Are you gonna cum for me?"
I lost myself, my hips slapping against hers wildly, plunging into her to the hilt, feeling her wetness against my balls. She asked me again; I could barely even hear her. I was so close, so desperate, I threw my head back...
She pulled back, squeezing me out, her hips pushing me away. I slid out of her, aching, denied just before the point of no return. "Why..." I mumbled, confused again, frustrated, almost angry. I was so close!
She laughed. "You're so cute when you're mad." Then she raised an eyebrow, watching me. I wanted so badly to reach down, jerk myself, it would only take a few strokes... but I knew better. That wasn't my decision to make, not right now. "Did you forget who you belong to?" She asked, her voice dropping low.
"No, mistress," I said, my voice shaking.
"Did you forget that you cum when and how I please?"
"No, mistress."
She smiled, reaching for her glass on the coffee table and taking a big sip of her mimosa. "Good boy. Go put your collar on. We have a game to watch." She smirked. "Love you!"
***
"Are you fucking serious?" I asked, as we turned into their driveway. "This is them?"
They lived about 45 minutes away from us. It was a gorgeous early fall day, clear skies and a gentle breeze, and we enjoyed the drive out of the city and up into the bluffs. I had been stealing glances out the window the whole way up, trying to catch a glimpse of the blue Pacific peeking through the cracks between the trees. Their neighborhood was set back from the rest of the town, each house standing pridefully over its own little kingdom, glass and metal and red shingle roofs sticking out from the hillsides.
"I guess so," Sara said. Even she seemed impressed, her eyes widening. "I've never been here. I mean, she never said anything..."
We stopped in front of a gate. After a few seconds it rolled open, and I drove us up the hill; their driveway zigzagged back and forth upwards, in lazy bends. The house finally appeared from between the trees, nestled up on top of the hill. It was a villa style house, all white limestone and flat red roofs, a little piece of the Mediterranean deposited on a California hillside.
I got out of the car and went around the front to open the door for Sara. Then I reached into the back seat to grab the bottle of wine we'd brought, feeling a little sheepish - suddenly, compared to all this, it felt inadequate. Their front yard was immaculately groomed, a line of palm trees swaying in the wind, giving them a little privacy from the street.
Sara and I looked at each other, then headed up the driveway.
"Oh, you're here! Welcome, welcome!" Grace called out, appearing from around the side of the house. She was a little shorter than Sara, sun-kissed, her black hair whipping around beneath her hat as she smiled at us and waved. She was dressed casually in a thin turquoise tunic dress that came down to her upper thighs, just sheer enough to show her white bikini, and bright orange flip-flops that matched the color of her toe polish.



I tried not to stare. Sara raced up the driveway to meet her, giving her a big hug; I followed behind, looking up at their house. "You found the place okay?" she said to me, squinting a bit into the sun, one hand holding her hat down against a gust of wind blowing in off the sea.
I wanted to say it was pretty hard to miss, but what came out was: "Yeah, all good! Your house is beautiful."
"Oh, thanks," she said, waving a manicured hand like it was nothing. "Come around back, Alex has the grill on..."
We followed her around the side of the house while her and Sara chatted. Their back yard was huge: an expanse of patio, sun-chairs, a few umbrellas, and a giant square pool in that perfect hue of blue. I spotted a hot tub next to it, and then stairs leading up to their back porch, where Alex stood waving. Their whole back yard was lined with palm trees; the whole scene had that idyllic, hotel-resort vibe. I couldn't imagine waking up to this every day.
"Hey guys!" Alex called down. "Come on up." We followed Grace up the steps. He hugged Sara and gave me a firm hand-shake, nodding at me. He was about my height, a bit shorter and thinner, with light brown hair and an easy smile; his nose and forehead were just slightly flushed from the sun.
I gave Grace the bottle of wine and she beamed at me. "Oh, you shouldn't have! Thank you. I'll bring it inside. Sara, you want a drink?" They disappeared through the big sliding doors leading into the house, leaving Alex and I alone on the porch.
"You want a beer?" He said, and when I nodded he rummaged in a cooler by the grill. "IPA good?"
"Yeah," I said. "Thank you!" He opened a Sierra Nevada and handed it to me, clinking his bottle against mine, and I took a sip.
I wondered how awkward this conversation was about to be. He glanced over his shoulder - I could just see Sara and Grace through the glass, standing in what looked like a very nice kitchen - and then he laughed. "This is a little weird, right? You know, I think this whole thing was Sara's idea. Or maybe Grace's, or both of them together. Who knows?"
I shrugged. "I learned to just go with the flow with her."
"Yeah, I bet she keeps you on your toes." He grinned at me. "Hey, while the girls are inside... just so you know, uh. I hope you aren't offended or anything." He paused, visibly struggling to find the right words. "But I'm not, like, really into guys, you know?"
I laughed, feeling a little relieved. "Yeah, me neither."
"Alright, good. So like..." he scratched his head, glancing over at the grill. "We're not gonna make out, or anything like that. Even if they want us to."
"Yeah, I'm not into that," I agreed. I was glad he'd brought it up, not me.
"I'm straight," he said. "Well, mostly. Like, eighty percent." He laughed, shrugging. "I just like sucking dick now and then. You know?"
"I do know," I said, taking a gulp of my beer.
"Oh, I don't, uh, 'bottom', either," he said. "Hope that's cool."
"Yeah, that's ... that works out."
He coughed. "So anyway, you're Giants fans, huh?"
"Unfortunately," I said, relieved to be moving to a much safer topic.
"You think Daniel Jones is the real deal?"
"I think he'll be pretty good when he stops fumbling every five seconds," I said, and just like that the moment mercifully passed. We were back on other topics, normal topics; he checked the grill, decided it was hot enough, and started on the burgers.
Sara and Grace walked by the glass doors inside, on their way further into the house; Grace's hands were waving animatedly around her.
"She loves giving people tours," Alex said, shaking his head and watching them. "It's not that serious. Your wife is really hot, by the way. Hope that's okay to say."
"She is really hot," I agreed. "Not my wife, though. Girlfriend."
He turned to look at me, shaking his head. "Well, what the fuck are you waiting for? You better slap a ring on it before someone else does."
I laughed. "I don't know. She told me she's not really about it."
He rolled his eyes, flipping a burger. "And you believed her?"
I took a swig of beer. I did believe her, and I wasn't sure I liked what he was implying, but I also wasn't sure that he was wrong.
Eventually the glass doors opened and the girls rejoined us, drinks in hand, laughing about something. Sara took my hand, kissing me on the cheek, and shot me a questioning look - she was probably worried that we'd spent the whole time out here grunting and sipping our beers in awkward silence. I gave her what I hoped was an encouraging look in response, and she smiled.
"We're going to go for a swim," Sara said. "You wanna join us?"
"Yeah! Let me just go in and change..." but she didn't let my hand go, she just looked at me, one eyebrow raised, and I could tell from the look in her eyes that she was already plotting.
"Grace said you guys usually skinny dip back here," Sara said, glancing at Alex. "Is that okay?"
"By all means," he laughed. "Go on in."
Sara lead and I followed, which was the natural order of things. She set her drink down and tugged me to the pool, kicking off her espadrilles, pulling off her t-shirt, and stepping out of her shorts. She had her bikini on underneath, but she undid her top without a thought, her pale breasts swinging free, nipples already stiffening in the breeze. She stepped out of her bikini bottoms and threw them at me, laughing. "Hurry up!"
I looked around, surveying the back yard, and caught Alex's eyes on her, roaming up the curve of her legs. He grinned and turned back to the grill. Fuck it, I thought, sitting down for a second on a pool-chair to pull off my shoes and socks; then I lifted off my shirt and slid out of my shorts and briefs.
I tried not to feel self-conscious and just enjoy the slightly cool September breeze blowing across me, the momentary freedom of being nude outside, a feeling that should have been natural but that I'd never gotten used to. Sara looked me up and down, smiled, and jumped in the pool. I dove in after her. The water was warm, much warmer than a pool should be in September; they must have had a heater. It felt strange to swim naked, totally exposed, but the water felt good on my skin and I started to relax.
Grace walked up to the side of the pool next to us, sipping her drink, her eyes running over me unabashedly. After a few moments of watching us, she set her glass down and took off her hat, gathering her hair up in one hand and producing a hairtie (from whatever secret fifth dimension they're stored in) in the other, tying her tresses up in a bun. Then she stepped out of her tunic, and our eyes met. I didn't know if I was supposed to look away.
Without breaking eye contact she undid the clasp in the front of her top and slowly let the two sides come apart. Her breasts were as tanned as the rest of her, her nipples dark and hard. She slipped off her bottoms, revealing just a flash of trimmed pubic hair, and walked up to the edge of the pool, dipping a toe in. "How's the water?" she asked me.
A splash of water went up my nose. I turned, spluttering, and Sara laughed and sent another splash my way. "You like what you see, huh?" She said, shaking her head. "Grace, stop teasing him and get in!"
Grace jumped in, diving down deep and staying under the water for a few moments before she rippled up, her head breaking the surface, hair swinging in an arc behind her. Then she started swimming lazy circles around us, glancing back and forth between me and Sara. The two of them looked gorgeous in that blue water, the clear sunlight kissing their shoulders; I tried my best not to get hard. I really did.
"You really like pools, huh, Dan?" Grace said, glancing meaningfully down.
I flushed. "Sorry... I have a huge chlorine fetish, I can't help myself. I'm actually here to fuck your pool filter."
She laughed, then bit her lip, glancing at Sara - who just smirked and gave her the tiniest nod - and kicked off from the far side of the pool, streaking towards me. She reached out underwater, grazing my thigh, finding my cock; her fingers wrapped around it, giving me one long, slow stroke.
Sara swam over to join us, laying her hand on my shoulder, and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. "Grace and I were talking inside..."
"Oh yeah?" I said, a little uncertainly.
"Alex has never fucked a guy before," Grace said, watching me. "And I think I want him to. Do you like it as much as Sara says?" I probably turned bright red, because she laughed. Her hand slipped down my shaft and cupped my balls, teasing them. "Oh, don't be embarrassed!"
Sara rested her chin on my shoulder, holding herself up in the water with one arm while her other slipped behind me, her hand gliding down the small of my back, over the rise of my butt cheeks and then between them.
"Go on, tell her," she whispered in my ear, her fingers pressing lightly against my hole. "Tell her you like getting stuffed with cock while I watch."
"I like it," I murmured, my face burning.
Alex's shadow fell across us. He must have finished with the grill; he stood by the side of the pool with his hands on his hips, shaking his head. "I'm here cooking for you ungrateful assholes, and you're having all the fun without me?"
Grace gave my balls a little squeeze, turning to look up at him. "We can always eat after," she said.
He stepped out of his shorts, and his cock was already hard and eager. I couldn't look away from it as he dropped down to sit by the edge of the pool, his legs stretching in front of him into the water. Grace moved closer, pulling me and Sara along with her between his legs, and took him in her mouth, her cheeks sucking in and her lips wrapping tightly around him. Her hand moved up from my balls to my shaft again, squeezing a little too hard, not hard enough.
"I could get used to this," Sara laughed. Anchored to me while she stroked my ass, she ground her pussy on my thigh; I could feel the heat radiating from her, even through the water.
Grace glanced at me while she sucked him, her hand around my dick giving me a tug, pulling me closer. With a pop she let his length slip free from her mouth, her other hand gripping him around the base and angling him towards me. She looked at me, her eyes beckoning.
Sara's hand slid up my spine, along the nape of my neck, the back of my head; her fingers tangled in my hair; she pushed my head forward, roughly, and her hand on my head and Grace's on my cock both pushed me to the same destination.
I looked over my shoulder at Sara, and she laughed. "Good boy. You want permission? You have it. Suck it for me, you little slut."
I felt that heat rising in me. How could shame and belonging go so hand in hand? I belonged with her, wherever she wanted me to be. When she talked to me like that in front of people ... it made my heart leap in my chest, hammer in my throat. I was too embarrassed to look at Alex. I focused only on his spit-slicked cock, framed by Grace's hand stroking him, her bright orange fingernails contrasting with his darker flesh.
I bent forward and felt the heat radiating from his head against my lips. Impatient, he bucked his hips forward, and I opened my mouth for him, let his slick mushroom head slide through my lips and deeper into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around him. This was only the third cock I'd ever had in my mouth, and so far they'd each been different, like a fingerprint; my tongue explored that uniqueness, the bumps and veins.
I looked to my right. Grace was watching me with a strange look in her eyes, somewhere between confusion and fascination, biting her lip; her hand kept stroking me. I looked to my left, and met Sara's dark eyes, hazy with pleasure. I could see it in those eyes, how much she loved owning me, knowing she could make me do anything ... even this. I must have always wanted this, somewhere deep down, but I never would have known it without her.
Her fingers on the back of my head pushed me down, and I gagged, taking his whole length, his cock throbbing in my throat. "Oh, fuck," he groaned, somewhere far away. Sara held me there for a long moment, and I was choking, pressure building in my throat; finally she released me, and half his cock slipped from between my lips.
"Lick it," she said, and I stuck my tongue out, dragging it up the front side of his shaft and over his slit. Something salty and slippery coated my tongue. "Good boy," Sara murmured, and pushed my head down again, driving him into the back of my throat. My eyes watered; I couldn't breathe; finally I remembered to breathe through my nose.
"Is he a good cocksucker?" Sara asked sweetly, innocently. Goosebumps rose on my arms.
"Yes," Alex groaned.
Releasing my head, Sara turned to face him, reaching out to grab his length and pull him out of my mouth and into hers. She enveloped him, her wet hair curled behind her ear, her lips sliding down his shaft while her hand worked up it, lips and fingers meeting in the middle, parting ways again.
Grace's hand fell away from my cock. I felt her breath on my ear, her fingers along my chin, and then she turned my face to her and kissed me hard, her lips hungry on mine, her tongue eager and wet. She tasted smoky and sweet from the tequila in her drink. Then she pushed closer, pressing me between her and Sara, and bent down to help her with his dick, their lips meeting around him.
I watched them both sharing him, their feet kicking out behind them in the water, and I throbbed with desire for them, to grab one of them by the hips and slide into her from behind...
But it was not to be. Pool sex is not what it's cracked up to be, for one thing; for another, Sara took her mouth from him just long enough to beckon me over between them. Not knowing what else to do, I bent down and sucked one of his balls gently into my mouth, running my tongue over it.
I could only imagine how it looked or felt for him, his wife and my girlfriend slurping his cock while he got his balls sucked. Evidently it was too much. After a few minutes he stiffened; Sara pulled back, jerking him hard, each gyration of her hand slapping his tightening balls against my lips; he groaned and a hot jet splattered across my face. Instinctively I pulled back, opening my mouth, as Sara milked him, another rope of cum landing across my outstretched tongue, another coating my lips and nose.
"Don't be rude," Sara said playfully, her fingers finding my throat. "Swallow." I obeyed; it tasted bitter, acidic, strange, so why did I want more of it?
Sara let go of his shrinking cock and looked back at me. "Don't move!" She said, an idea occurring to her, and she pulled herself out of the pool, drying her hands on a towel before she dug her phone out of her bag. I had a feeling I knew what she was going to do; she came back, pointing her camera at me and snapping a picture.
"Baby's first facial," she explained to Grace, laughing.
I don't know what I felt. Confused, ashamed, owned; it all blended into a strange mix, a fire inside me, and I had to look away, turn my face from them and swim over to the other side of the pool, just to catch my breath. I propped myself up by my elbows against the side of the pool, facing towards their house, wiping at my face and breathing hard.
I heard someone jump back in the water, and then a ripple crested against my back, and Sara was next to me, her arm around my shoulders, her head leaning in to rest against mine. "Are you okay, babe?" She asked, quietly.
I turned to look at her and something inside me that had twisted itself wrong shifted, falling back into place. She looked worried for me, her eyes soft and wide, her lips pressed together in that little line she would get when she was concentrating or concerned. "Yeah," I said, taking a breath. "Sorry, I just got a little overwhelmed."
"It's okay," she said, reaching up and stroking my cheek. "You know we can stop any time you want. We can just eat dinner and go home."
"No, I'm okay," I said, forcing a smile. "Just... promise me you're not starting to look at me differently."
"But I am starting to look at you differently," she said, and my heart dropped, but she reached out to stroke her fingers against my cheek. "You're my boyfriend who loves me so much he'd do anything for me, and who's not afraid of his own desires, or what they mean," she said, pulling back. "Not afraid to do something a little scary. I love you."
Suddenly everything was okay again, and always would be, as long as she was there.
"Come on," she said. "Let's get you cleaned up."
We got out of the pool. Grace and Alex were lounging on two of the pool-chairs, waiting for us. She shot me an encouraging smile; he looked a little concerned, but gave me a thumbs up, and I laughed. He probably thought I freaked out because of him. I mean, I did basically run away after he came on my face. "Do you mind if we use your shower?"
"Of course, make yourselves at home," Grace said. "Want some company?"
"Always," Sara said, and I nodded.
The four of us got up, collecting our clothes from the ground and heading in from the pool. "Why did you make me cook up these burgers if nobody is gonna eat?" Alex said, and Grace laughed and swatted at him.
The doors opened and I stepped into their house for the first time. Our entire apartment would have just about fit in their kitchen, which was all white quartz countertops, stainless steel appliances, and an eat-in section with a gorgeous solid oak table. We walked through the kitchen and down a long hallway, decorated here and there with pictures of the two of them or pieces of art.
"That's a great pic!" Sara said, pointing at one. It was a picture of them, smiling, in front of a beautiful blue-and-white tile bridge, stretching back behind them, with a pagoda in the background. "Where's that?"
"Oh, that's Lotus Pond! In Taiwan," Grace said. "We were visiting my grandparents."
"Hey, Alex," I said, "what did you say you do, again?"
He glanced at me and chuckled. I guess I wasn't that subtle, asking him while I stared around wide-eyed at his ridiculous house. "What do I do? I'm a software developer. But you're talking about the house, right? You really wanna know?"
I nodded.
He leaned in closer to me and whispered: "I'm in the mob." He looked at me seriously for just long enough that my smile started to fade, and then he laughed, drawing back and shaking his head. "To be honest, I bought a shit ton of Bitcoin when I graduated high school. Then I forgot about it. Then I remembered, and it was up ... like, eight thousand percent, dude. I unloaded it as fast as I could." He shrugged. "I got really lucky. I usually tell people I have a rich uncle, or something."
"No shit? This is the house that Bitcoin built?" We both laughed.
It felt like we'd walked a whole block by the time we got to their bathroom. It was gorgeous too, of course, all sandstone tile and one of those showers with dozens of nozzles pointing at you from all directions and a ledge to sit on. The shower ledge - that's how you know you've made it. Alex turned on the water and the four of us stepped in. The shower's generous size somehow accommodated all of us, with room to spare.
Sara lathered up some fruity-smelling body wash between her palms, then ran her hands over me, rubbing it in, rinsing the pool's salt and chemicals from my skin. I'd gone soft, but her slippery hand wrapped around me, gently, and she leaned in to kiss me. I closed my eyes, relaxing under her touch, letting the water and the steam roll over me and wipe my tension away. When she was satisfied, she released me, and I stepped back into the water to rinse the soap off, my thigh brushing against Grace's hip. She was enjoying herself too, her eyes closed while Alex massaged soap into her back.



I turned back to Sara to return the favor, lathering her stomach and breasts, my fingers lightly circling and teasing her nipples. When I lightly pinched one she opened one eye to glare at me for this transgression, then turned around, bending forward with her hands resting against the ledge and thrusting her ass in my face.
There was a handheld shower-head next to me, attached to a long hose, and I grabbed it, spraying the stream of water across her back, over her cheeks, down the backs of her thighs and then up them again. Straightening a little, she took her hands off the ledge and reached back, her fingers tightening around her butt cheeks as she spread them apart, showing me her pink asshole. She moaned as I directed the spray of water against her hole, teasing her.
"Get on your knees and eat me," she ordered me between breaths, and I put the showerhead back in its place and sank to my knees. The tile in the shower felt cold and a little rough on them, but I didn't care. She put her hands back on the ledge, arching her back, and I grabbed her butt, spreading her cheeks again and burying my face between them.
She smelled fruity from the body wash, all traces of the pool gone, and I stuck my tongue out hungrily, too eager to even tease her. I pressed the flat of my tongue against her wrinkled rosebud, applying a gentle pressure as I rolled it over her in circles, pressing just a little bit harder with each circumnavigation. Water from the shower ran down her body and into my mouth and nose, and when I was running out of breath I had to gasp and open my mouth wide to suck in air.
Finally I pushed the tip of my tongue against her, and she moaned as her ring gave in to the pressure and my tongue slipped just a little bit inside her. I wriggled my tongue and she sighed and spread her hips a little wider, pushing her ass back against me.
The shower door opened, bringing a gust of cooler air. I heard Alex's voice: "Why don't you two join us in the bedroom when you're ready? It's at the end of the hall." I didn't look up, since I was right where I belonged.
"Okay," Sara said, breathless. "Hey, do you happen to have any lube in here?"
Alex laughed. "Yeah, there's a bottle in the uh, the cabinet thing."
"The vanity," Grace corrected him. I could practically hear her eyes rolling.
The shower door closed, and I heard their footsteps padding away. I don't know how long I stayed on my knees, losing myself in her, lapping at her asshole while she moaned and wiggled her butt in encouragement. My knees started to hurt, and my tongue ached a little bit from the exertion, but I didn't care.
Sara pulled herself away from me, leaving me hungry for more, and turned around to sit up on the shower ledge, stretching her legs, her toes pointed towards me. She gazed down at me with half-lidded eyes and smiled lazily. "You're so good," she sighed, "so obedient. Isn't this what you want, forever?"
"Yes," I said. I didn't have to think about it.
"Go get that lube."
I stood, a little shakily, and opened the door to the shower. Steam billowed out around me as I ventured into the colder air of the bathroom. The vanity was obnoxiously huge, with two sinks and a dizzying array of drawers, but I eventually found a half-full bottle of Astroglide in one of the drawers and returned to the shower.
"Come up here," she said, patting her lap. "Lie on your stomach."
Setting the lube down on the ledge, I climbed up obediently, stretching myself face-down across her lap with my ass in the air. Hot water from one of the nozzles poured across my back and shoulders.
"Close your eyes," she said. I felt her hands settle across my cheeks, her fingers kneading me gently. I melted under her hands, relaxing completely, and I heard the click of the lube bottle opening, then felt a cold slippery drizzle between my cheeks, coating my hole. She spread it over me with her fingertips, rubbing that coldness into me, and then pressed one finger gently against my ring. I let go, relaxing for her, and her finger slid into me easily.
I groaned as she slipped her finger in and out of me, starting with shallow thrusts that gradually deepened until she was in me to the last knuckle, curling her finger in search of that sensitive spot. Another finger pressed around the outside of my ring and then slipped into my ass to join the first; I stretched to accommodate her, breathing harder.
Her other hand rested on the back of my neck, fingers curling in my wet hair. "When we first started this, it was so hard to get a finger in you," she said. "Now you take two so easily. Does that feel good?"
It was hard to even speak as her fingers pumped slowly into me, stopping on each in-stroke to curl inward. I squeezed around her fingers. "Yes," I breathed.
"Say thank you, mistress."
"Thank you, mistress." I was hard, now, my cock pressed uncomfortably beneath me against her legs. That pressure just added to my eagerness, and I bucked back against her fingers. The hand on my neck dropped down my back and then slapped firmly against my ass, radiating a pleasant pain through my skin. My cheek tingled where she'd spanked me, and she brought her hand down again, and again, while her fingers pressed deeper into me.
Suddenly it stopped and she slipped her fingers out of me. "I can't have you getting too excited," she said, giving my ass one last smack. "I still need you to fuck me. Come on, let's go."
My legs shook as we got out of the shower. I dried myself off while she wrapped a towel around her hair and dried it, watching me with that little smile pulling up the corner of her lips. When I was done, I helped her dry off, rubbing a towel up and down her legs and feet, across her butt and back, over her shoulders. Finally we were dry enough, and left the bathroom.
The colder air in the hallway prickled my skin with goosebumps. She took my hand and lead me down the hall; as we approached the open doorway at the end, I could hear the sound of skin slapping against skin and Grace's soft moans. When we stepped into the bedroom, they were already on the bed, Grace's legs wrapped around Alex's hips as he thrust into her.
Alex stopped when he heard us enter, looking over his shoulder at us. "Come on in," he said, breathing hard, and then started again, grabbing Grace's ankles and lifting her legs so he could drive her into the bed with each thrust. Her toes curled, pointing up at the ceiling.
Sara pulled me to the bed and laid down next to Grace on her back, spreading her legs for me. Her finger curled inwards, beckoning me in that universal gesture that I doubt any man has ever said no to. I joined them on the bed, my hips grinding between hers, and with one hand she guided me into her warmth, sighing as I sank into her, her eyes slipping closed for just a moment as I filled her.
She looked beautiful beneath me with her eyes closed, her long lashes almost brushing her cheeks, her chest rising and falling to the rhythm of her ragged breathing and quiet moans. Her hand slipped down her stomach to her pussy, fingers brushing the sides of my cock as it entered her, squeezing. Then she grabbed my butt with both hands, pulling me into her, and she controlled my pace with her hands as she spread my cheeks wide. I was still slick with lube, and the air was cold against my asshole.
I was only vaguely aware of Grace and Alex next to us, but I saw Grace lean up and whisper something into his ear. "Are you sure?" he said, glancing at me, but I was lost in Sara and gave it no mind. He pulled out of Grace and shifted back on the bed; she was panting and flushed, her cheeks red as her gaze shifted from him, to Sara, to me.
"Look at me," Sara said, her hands still spreading me. I met her eyes, thrusting into her. I was dimly aware of the sound of lube squirting in some alternate universe, the slick noise of a hand spreading it along something, and then I felt it: something hot and hard and slippery brushing the back of my thigh, then between my cheeks, searching for my hole.
I stiffened. "Relax," Sara said, her grip tightening around my ass, pulling me against her again and holding me there, hilted in her. "Don't pretend like it's your first time."
My face burned. I looked at Grace, who had propped up on one elbow to watch us, her free hand rubbing against her clit. The head of Alex's cock found my hole, pressing against it, throbbing; I felt his hand on my hip; his hips pressed forward.
My ring stretched, burning slightly for one long moment as his head pressed against it, and then I opened up and he was inside me, the warm rigidity of his shaft sliding into me, past my sensitive ring which spasmed and twitched around him with a mind of its own. With just Sara's fingers to prep me today, he felt huge, but the slight discomfort was fading into an urgent need to be filled, and I let out a moan when he bottomed out in me and his balls brushed against mine.
"Fuck," he grunted.
"How does that ass feel?" Grace asked, biting her lip.
I didn't really hear whatever he said. Sara lifted her head up from the bed to kiss me, one hand staying on my ass while the other slid up my back and pulled me down towards her. "You're so hard inside me," she whispered against my lips. I felt him sliding out of me, leaving me empty, but then he drove his hips forward again, burying himself back inside me and pushing my own deeper cock into Sara.
At first it felt strange, trying to fuck in sync, but I stopped trying to maintain my own rhythm and let Alex dictate it. He was practically fucking Sara through me, each thrust into my hungry ass driving me into her. It felt incredible, even better than fucking her with a plug inside me. His cock stimulated my sensitive ring and thrust deep into me; her pussy was so tight around me, somehow inviting me deeper and deeper; it was one long, uninterrupted feedback loop of pleasure. My mind was reeling, but my body took over.
I hadn't cum yet. In fact, Sara hadn't decided to let me cum in two days, and it was getting harder and harder to hold back. "Not yet," Sara whispered - she must have seen the look on my face and known. "Keep fucking me. Don't cum yet." I tried to relax.
"Fuck him slower," Grace said, and Alex's quick strokes started to elongate, waiting a few moments between thrusts with his whole length inside me. "That's so hot. How do you like my husband's cock?"
I couldn't bring myself to say anything, but Sara's hand slapped my ass, hard, as she commanded: "Answer the question!"
"I love it," I admitted. Alex stiffened inside me.
"I thought you just liked sucking cock sometimes," Grace said to Alex. I wasn't sure how to read her tone; there was a tension in it, an undercurrent. "But look at you fucking that ass. I think he likes it, Sara."
"I think you're right," Sara said, squeezing herself around me. Her hand slid off my back and onto Grace, rubbing her thigh and then slipping between her friend's legs.
"Go on, then," Grace moaned, glancing at Sara. "Cum in him."
That sent Alex over the edge. He picked up the pace again, fucking me harder than before, fast shallow strokes that started to hurt just a bit. I didn't care. I wanted to feel him let loose inside me, and I wouldn't have to wait long. He grabbed both of my hips, grunting as he thrust completely into me; instinctively I clenched around him as hard as I could, milking him. His shaft stiffened even harder, then throbbed as the first spurt of cum flooded into me.
It was too much. He started thrusting again, even harder than before, as he pumped the rest of his load into me. My own orgasm crashed into me, emanating from somewhere deep in my core and flowing out through my cock as I came in Sara, wave after wave washing over me. He was still hard inside me and I could feel myself squeezing and spasming around him. Little black spots sparkled in my vision; my arms gave out, and I collapsed on top of Sara. Alex slid out of me, leaving a faint ache behind.
Sara's wrapped her arms around me and kissed me on the forehead, holding me close. I heard Grace laughing and looked up. "Typical," she said. That faint hint of anger had vanished from her voice. "As long as you guys are satisfied, right? Doesn't matter that we haven't cum yet..."
"Sorry," Alex managed. "It's ... your fault. You started saying all that shit."
Grace rolled her eyes.
I was breathing hard, my brain pretty much obliterated by the intensity of that orgasm. Sara stroked my hair gently. "It's too bad you're not into girls," Sara said to Grace. "I could help you with that problem..."
"I made it all the way through college with my gold star," Grace laughed. "I'm not going to lose it now!"
"Dan," Sara said, "I think you should help her out, don't you?"
I felt exhausted. I thought there couldn't be anything I wanted to do more in the world than just lie there as the waves of satisfaction faded, but I found myself pushing shakily up to my knees and crawling across the bed towards Grace. Evidently there was one thing I wanted more: to obey Sara.
I ignored the cum slipping out of me and down my thigh as I settled between Grace's legs. She spread them for me. Her pussy was darker than Sara's, matching her nipples, and she had more prominent inner lips and a trimmed strip of pubic hair. I kissed her inner thigh, my tongue slipping across that sensitive skin to tease around the side of her lips, feeling her out. Every woman seemed to like it a little differently (was the same true of men? Not yet, in my limited experience), and I took my time, gauging her reaction as I explored her folds, teased her lips, and lapped at her opening. She tasted and smelled different than Sara, though I couldn't explain exactly how.
Sara shifted around on the bed next to us, so that she was lying across it, her legs draped over my shoulders. One foot rested lazily against the back of my head, applying a gentle pressure to push my face into Grace's pussy. From the slick sound of Sara's fingers slipping inside her, she was happy to make herself cum while she watched us. I wasn't sure where Alex was; Grace's thighs around me and Sara's foot behind my head didn't allow me to look.
Grace seemed to be coaxing me upwards. I let my tongue drag up her slit to her clit, tracing little circles around it without touching it, trying to judge her sensitivity. "Stop teasing me," she murmured, and she gasped when I ran my tongue right across it, her thighs tensing and tightening around my head.
I started sucking gently on her clit - that's what Sara always liked - but she quickly pulled her hips away from me when I did, so I went back just to licking around and across it, applying slight pressure with my tongue. Her legs shook and she moaned, pushing her hips up into my face. I tried to keep the same consistent movement, not speeding up and resisting the urge to suck her clit, and she started shaking harder and grabbing my hair, bucking against me and clenching. When she came she was actually quiet, holding my head still while she ground her clit against my tongue and her wetness coated my face and beard.
"Feel better?" Sara asked, her own voice low and throaty; I could tell she was close, too.
"Yes," Grace sighed. "Alex, are you sleeping?"
"No, I'm up," he grumbled, but his voice was thick. I started to move my head up from between Grace's legs, but Sara's foot pushed me firmly back down between them. I considered my position for a moment - what else could Sara still want me to do? - then stuck my tongue out to lick Grace's ass. She giggled and jumped, her hips bucking away from me for a moment, but she settled back down onto the bed and relaxed, letting me continue.
Sara's toes curled against the back of my head, and I felt her legs shaking against my back as she moaned and finally came. I was a little disappointed I didn't get to see her face while she did it, but I could picture it clearly: her eyes squeezing shut, her lips parting in ecstasy.
Sara finally released me, and I rolled out from between Grace's legs and took Sara in my arms, giving her a kiss. We were lying next to Grace and Alex, in a tangle of limbs; Alex really was sleeping now, his head against Grace's shoulder.
"Well," Grace said, after a long moment of silence, her breath still uneven. "Who wants another drink?"
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Ryan sighed as he pulled into the driveway. When did things get so hard? He shifted into park and laid his forehead heavily against the steering wheel. It hadn't always been like this; he used to be excited to get home to his wife, to open the door and engage in the ritual of a hug and a kiss and a "how was your day?"
Something had changed, lately. He couldn't put his finger on when it started, but he was pretty sure he knew where. It started in him, in his own mind, something that had always been there, waiting for him to notice it. A dissatisfaction he'd been afraid to ever recognize; a desire he couldn't admit, even to himself.
Christina was everything he'd hoped for in a wife -- well, almost everything. So why couldn't he be happy? Why did he feel like he was always holding something back? She was kind, and smart, and beautiful; she put up with his hobbies and his bouts of moodiness; if they ever had kids, she would make a great mother. She supported him, and he supported her, and they'd built a home and a life together. That should have been enough.
What was missing was the spark, and he knew it was his fault. His fault for wanting things she couldn't give, wanting things that he wished he didn't. He'd never told her what he wanted, but how could he? How do you sit down your beautiful wife, from her traditional family, and tell her that ...
He shook his head and undid his seatbelt. He wasn't ever going to tell her. Maybe she would understand, and be okay with it, but it was more likely that she wouldn't, that she couldn't, that she'd look at him differently, that she'd think it had all been a lie. It wasn't a lie! He loved her, he loved being with her, but there was an itch he couldn't imagine asking her to scratch.
How long could he go on like this? Forever? Or would he crack at some point, and break her heart, when she discovered he'd turned into one of those men caught in some bathroom or seedy motel room or...
Ryan dispelled the thoughts from his head, took another deep breath, and got out of the car. He grabbed the bags of groceries from the trunk, struggling to balance them all in one hand while he opened the front door.
The house was quiet when he walked in. He set the groceries down on the kitchen table, flexing a suddenly sore left arm -- how could groceries be so goddamn heavy? -- and grabbing a beer out of the fridge. "Christina?" He called out, padding through the seldom-used dining room and into the living room.
Usually on a lazy Sunday she'd be perched on the couch with her feet up, watching some reality show, probably sipping a glass of red wine. Today, she wasn't there. He knew she was home, since her car was in the driveway. Maybe she went for a run?
"Christina?" He said again, a little louder.
"I'm up here," she called down from upstairs. Something in her voice sounded a little strange, a little strangled, like she was out of breath. Or crying. Ryan felt a stab of anxiety in his gut as he went up the stairs. The door to his office was open. She didn't usually go in there...
He stepped in. She was sitting in his chair, hunched over, staring at his screen. When he looked past her at the screen, the anxiety turned into panic. He almost dropped his beer.
"What the fuck, Ryan," she said quietly, not looking at him. "Are you gay?"
"Of course not!" His face was suddenly hot, his heartbeats hammering in his ears. The wave of panic turned to irrational anger: at her, for using his computer, even though she could whenever she needed to; at himself, for not covering his tracks. He always covered his tracks, used incognito windows, fake emails for the tube sites, he always signed out and ...
But there on the screen was the last video he'd watched. He'd jerked off to it yesterday, when she was out with her friends. It had started out as a 'normal' porn session, but when those vanilla videos didn't do it for him -- they never seemed to, lately -- he'd felt the itch, and switched over to the gay site. He didn't really think about it, when he did this. He didn't wonder what it meant or what the implications were. He wasn't gay, he just liked to watch men get fucked by big, bare cocks, and he liked to imagine himself in their shoes, taking it...
"I don't understand," she said. "You're ... why were you watching this? Just be honest with me, Ryan. Please." Finally she looked at him, and her eyes were red and cloudy from crying. The pain and hurt in her eyes crushed him.
"Sometimes I get bored with regular porn and..." he swallowed. "You know. You explore a little bit and ... you know. Like you watch lesbian porn, sometimes."
"That's different!" Her voice was sharp, now, and she looked away from him. "I told you about that. A lot of girls do that."
"A lot of guys do this," he mumbled, lamely.
"Do they?" She pressed the back button, glaring at his search history. "Bareback. Breeding. Sissy twink ... what the fuck, Ryan!" Why didn't he close the window? All he had to do was remember to click that little red X. One red X could bring his whole life crashing down, his marriage, his house...
"Look ..." he felt himself deflating, all the pent-up anxiety and dread that he'd kept bottled up for so long suddenly pouring out of him. This was it; she found out. She knew. She was going to leave him, they'd have to sell the house, and he'd be alone. She'd tell his friends, probably. His parents. At least the secret was out; he didn't have to carry it around, anymore, all twisted up inside himself. "Please just listen to me for a minute," he stammered. "I meant to tell you. I wanted to tell you. It's just ... I didn't think it was a big deal, and I wasn't sure you'd understand, and ..."
"Don't tell me it's not a big deal," she said. "If it 'wasn't a big deal', you would have told me about it." She stared him down again. "Are you gay or not?"
"How could you think I am?" He didn't mean to yell, but he did. "Of course I'm not. You think I've been, what, faking it all this time? I love you, Christina. That's the truth."
Something in her eyes softened. After a few moments she looked down, her voice thick. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to jump to ... to that. I just don't know what to think, looking at this ..." She bit her lip. "Are you bi, then?"
"I don't know." He felt his shoulders sag, and suddenly he was sitting on the floor, without remembering how he got there. He set the beer down next to him and buried his face in his hands; his eyes were burning. "I'm ... not attracted to men, like that. I mean I don't look at guys on the street and think they're hot, you know? I'm just ..." He swallowed heavily, and forced himself to look at her. "I'm just curious, is all. Sometimes I like to watch that kind of stuff and imagine what it's like."
"But you jerk off to it?"
"Well, yeah," he murmured.
"And it turns you on?"
"Yeah."
She leaned back in the chair, silently watching him for a few moments. Her face was unreadable. "So you just like to watch it? You've never ... you know ..."
"Are you asking if I cheated on you? With a guy?" Ryan shook his head, bitterly. "That's not fair. Of course not. I would never do that."
"But ..." she paused, her head tilted to the side slightly. She got up from the chair and sat down on the floor next to him, laying a soft hand on his arm. "I mean, have you ever wanted to? Is it just something you like to watch, or is it... a fantasy?"
He could lie. He wanted to lie. But he'd been telling these lies of omission for so long, and now that the dam had been broken it had to come out, it all had to come out. "I've fantasized about it," he admitted, his voice thick. "What it would be like to ... give a blowjob, or to get fucked. Yeah, I've thought about it. I would never act on it, but..."
He took a deep breath, fighting back tears. He hated crying in front of her. Maybe it was one of the last vestiges of 'toxic masculinity' that he clung to, but he never wanted her to see him as weak.
"It's okay," she said. The hand on his arm moved up to his face, stroking his cheek. "It's okay, babe. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you feel like I was attacking you, or judging you. I was just shocked, and I didn't know what to think. It's okay. Come here!" She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close. They embraced there on the floor, a little awkwardly; he let out a breath, burying his face in her neck, smelling the floral scent of her shampoo.
"I just wish you told me about it," she said quietly, in his ear. "No secrets, okay? I want to know everything that's going on in your head. You can trust me."
"Thanks," he mumbled, still trying to hold the emotions in. "You're ... not mad? You don't look at me differently?"
"Of course not," she said, kissing him on the cheek. "I'm sorry I reacted like that. I really am." She pulled back to look at him, grabbing his hand. "You know, I watch that sometimes, too."
"Gay porn?" He laughed, wiping his eyes. "Really? You never told me."
"I thought you'd think it was weird," she said, smiling faintly. "A lot of girls do it, though. It's kinda hot."
"You think so?"
"Yeah, I don't know. You gotta mix it up sometimes, right?" She squeezed his hand. "I mean it. You can tell me anything. Okay?"
"Okay," he said.
"Let's go eat something." She smacked him playfully on the thigh, smiling weakly. "I'm fucking starving."
*
It felt like something had changed between them, and not in the way he'd feared. He felt closer to her; he felt lighter, like he'd finally stopped carrying something he'd been holding on to for so long that he'd forgotten it was even there. They had a normal enough day, eating together, relaxing on the couch to watch some Netflix and just be together. When they went to bed, he was tired, a little confused, and still not sure where they stood. He lit the scented candle she always kept on the nightstand and slid into bed next to her.
Usually he always had to initiate with her -- that's just how it had always been, despite his attempts to get her to be more open -- but that night, she rolled over to face him and laid a hand on his boxers, gently stroking him through the fabric. "I have an idea," she said, her eyes sparkling in the candlelight.
"Yeah?"
"Why don't you get the iPad and show me some of the videos you like," she said, squeezing slightly around his cock. "We can watch them together."
"Really?" They'd watched porn together before, but not often. Their sex life in general had been boring for the last few years. He chalked it up to marriage, a new house, the routines of a shared life. Maybe she'd blow him for 30 seconds; then they'd move to missionary until he was close; then she'd go on top, which was his favorite part, and ride him while she pressed a vibrator against her clit until she came. They almost always finished in doggy. Sometimes, while he slid into her and spread her cheeks apart with his hands to reveal her little pink asshole, his mind would wander. He'd imagine he was the one bent over, taking cock from behind; in the moment right before he came, he'd sometimes wonder how it felt to have a man's cock throb and jump and fill him with cum.
"Yeah, really." She smiled. "Why not?"
The thought was getting him a little hard. He decided to take her up on it. He went into the office and came back with his iPad, laying down next to her again. Her hand found his stiffening cock, squeezing around his shaft through his boxers, and she kissed the side of his neck. "If I wasn't here, what would you watch?"
"It depends," he admitted. "It's not always that stuff... or even usually."
"Don't be shy," she said, slipping her hand underneath his waistband. Her fingers were cool against the tip of his cock.
He thought it would probably be best to start her in the shallow end, so he searched for 'bi MMF' and took a look through the thumbnails. She watched over his shoulder, stroking his cock lazily. She let him choose the video, without saying anything. After some scrolling, he settled on one and clicked play.
It launched right into the action: a man lay on his back, his big cock standing at attention, with the guy and girl kneeling on either side of him, sharing his dick. The girl had her slender fingers wrapped around his thick base, while the guy sucked greedily on his fat mushroom head. She jerked that dick into his mouth; after a few seconds they switched, stopping to kiss each other around his shaft.
It made Ryan rock hard. He'd always fantasized about that, sharing a cock with Christina, her encouraging him to suck it, to feel it growing between his lips. She seemed to notice; she leaned in to kiss him hungrily, her hand working faster up and down his cock. "You like that?"
"Yeah," he said, his face flushed.
"It looks hot," she murmured, kissing his neck again, her voice low and husky. "What if we did it?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know," she said, and bent over to take him in her mouth. He sighed as her hot, wet mouth enveloped him. It was rare for her to ever go down on him; he'd assumed she didn't really like doing it, but tonight seemed different. She sucked him hungrily, her tongue swirling around his head. When she came up for a breath, she shifted slightly to look him in the eye. "What if we did it?"
He started to wonder if this was some kind of trap. They'd never talked about having a threesome before, much less ... that kind. But it was hard to think with the video on the screen -- the guy was deep-throating that cock, now, with the girl's hand on the back of his head, pushing him down as far as he could go, encouraging him. "I don't know," he managed. "Would you want to?"
"I'd try it," she said. "I might like seeing you with your lips around a cock ..." she took him in her mouth again, sucking hard while her fist worked his shaft.
The video cut to the cocksucker on his knees on the bed, his face buried in the girl's pussy. The other guy was standing behind them, pressing the tip of his lube-slicked cock against the guy's hairless hole. A groan escaped Ryan's lips as the top's cock spread that hole open and slid into it, all the way down, until his balls slapped against the bottom's.
Christina looked up from his dick. "Move it so I can watch," she said, and he placed the iPad on the bed next to him where she could see it while she sucked him. She watched the screen for a few moments, transfixed, while her hand glided up and down his length. "You like that, too?"
"Yeah," he groaned.
"You like watching guys get fucked like that?"
"Yeah!"
"What are you thinking about when you watch it?" Suddenly he jerked upwards; he hadn't noticed her arm slip between his legs until he felt her slick fingertip pressing against his asshole. She never did that. He'd told her liked it, but he could count on one hand how many times she'd fingered him; she had no idea how much he played with toys when she was gone, how hard he'd cum with one of 'her' buttplugs inside him.
He spread his legs for her, and she spit into her hand, pressing into him again. Her spit wasn't quite enough lube, but he was so turned on that he didn't care; he let out a sigh when her finger slid into him. "I think about what it would feel like," he said, quietly, his face flushing.
She pushed her finger deeper inside him, probing. "To have a cock in your ass?"
He bit his lip and nodded.
She took him in her mouth again. The honest truth, which he'd never had the heart to tell her, was that her blowjobs just weren't that good; but tonight, she was eager, and he was so turned on, and it all felt different. Her finger found that right spot inside him, and he groaned, pushing himself down further against her hand while her hot tongue and lips slid up and down his shaft.
He turned his head slightly to watch the video. She was watching it, too, while she fingered and sucked him; he saw a hunger in her eyes that he wasn't used to. The top was really giving it to the bottom now, in long, fast strokes, his balls slapping against the bottom's taint. Ryan never knew why, but this was one of his favorite things to see in porn: a big cock fucking a man's ass, raw, the primal urgency of it, the top taking what he wanted, the bottom moaning like a bitch in heat.
The top's balls twitched and he buried himself in the bottom, the base of his shaft visibly throbbing as he pumped his load into that ass. It was too much for Ryan; he groaned, his ass clenching tightly around her finger as he shot his load into her mouth. She kept jerking him all the way through, as he'd taught her to do. Finally she let his cock slip out of her mouth, and pulled her finger out of him -- he winced slightly from the friction.
Wordlessly, she came up to kiss him. Her tongue pushed his own still-hot cum into his mouth, thick globs of it; he choked a little in surprise. She'd never done that before, but he didn't fight it. He'd tasted his own cum before, of course -- who hasn't? -- but it was different, coming from her mouth, slick and warm between their tongues.
She pulled away from him to swallow and wipe her mouth, laughing. "You liked that, huh?"
He nodded weakly, leaning back against the pillow, dumbfounded.
She rolled onto her back next to him, spreading her legs, her hand moving between her thighs. Ryan was not a selfish man; after a deep breath, he rolled over and kissed down her stomach, making his way between her thighs. She was as wet as he'd ever seen her.
While he went to work, he stole occasional glances up at the iPad, still lying where he'd left it. Another video had started. While he lapped at the folds of her pussy and sucked on her clit, he watched a man bouncing up and down on a cock; before he knew it, he was hard again.
*
It was like a switch had flipped for his wife. They went from sex one or two times a week to at least once a day, sometimes even twice. She initiated more, and now every time she sucked him off she'd slide her finger -- or even two -- into his ass and milk him into her mouth. They'd turned a corner. Their sex life was getting kinkier, and kinkier; he'd never felt quite so satisfied.
Even so, it came as a shock to him when, one night over dinner, she slid her phone over to him and winked. He looked down at the screen and couldn't believe what he saw: his own dick, standing at attention!
"I made you a profile," she said, innocently. "Well, I made us a profile." Stunned, he swiped through the pictures: a naked shot of him, below the neck, which she'd taken when he came out of the shower; one of her, showing off her breasts, and then a close-up of her pussy. She'd named the profile curiouscouple4u2020.
"Are you serious?" He glanced up at her, not sure what to make of it, not even sure what he was feeling. Was he excited, or nervous, or angry?
"Is it okay?" She looked uncertain for a second, covering her mouth with her fingers. "It doesn't have our faces. I can delete it..."
"No, it's just ..." he paused. "I know we've said a lot of stuff in the heat of the moment, but do you, you know, actually want to go through with it?"
She took a big sip from her glass of wine, then nodded. "If you do. I've been thinking about it a lot, and ... if you want to try it, I want to let you. I want to experience it with you, too. I think it could be really hot. Especially if ..." she trailed off, her face growing red.
"If what?"
"If we found, like, a dominant guy," she said, nervously, looking away from him. "For both of us. Would that be okay?"
"Yeah," he said, surprised. He knew she was submissive -- unfortunately, so was he, so that was an aspect of their relationship they'd never really explored -- but she didn't talk openly about it. Or at least, she didn't before. Now, all bets were off.



"And would you ..." she played with the pasta on her plate with her fork, twisting it around the tines. "Want to go, you know, all the way?"
It was his turn to feel embarrassed. He just nodded.
"I was thinking he'd ... fuck both of us." She looked up at him. "I'd watch him fuck you, you'd watch him fuck me ... or we all do it together, or ... you know, whatever happens. Is that okay?"
"I mean," he said, trying to hide his excitement, "that's only fair, right?" He paused. "I just don't know if I can ... like, talk to them, you know, set it up. It's embarrassing."
"I'll handle all the talking," she said, looking down at the plate again, a little smile twisting at the corner of her lips. "I won't even tell you until the day of, how about that?"
*
A few weeks went by. He started to think that maybe she'd forgotten all about it -- or maybe she'd had no luck on the apps. He was excited for it, and thought about it every time they fucked, or whenever he jerked off when she wasn't home.
One day, while she was out and he was on the couch playing Call of Duty, his phone buzzed. The next time he got killed, he glanced at it before respawning. She'd sent a cryptic text: "look under the sink in the bathroom upstairs."
In no particular rush, he finished the match, said goodbye to his buddies, and went upstairs. Under the sink, he found a plastic bag next to the toilet paper that he didn't remember putting there. Inside it he found a brand-new black buttplug of an impressive size, still in the plastic, and an enema bulb. He'd never actually used one before, but he knew what it was. He texted her back: "when did you get this??"
She responded right away: "like two weeks ago lol. finally time to use it. take a shower, shave your booty, get cleaned up & be ready. be back in an hour!"
His heart raced. He wasn't going to argue with that. He took a hot shower, dealt with the awkwardness of shaving his ass (not for the first time -- he liked to keep things tidy down there), used the enema (not as uncomfortable as he'd feared), and was standing naked in the bedroom considering the buttplug when he heard the door open downstairs.
She practically ran up the stairs, two at a time, laughing when she saw him. Her face was flushed; she was breathing a little heavily. "You seem excited," he said, hoping she'd drop a hint.
Instead, she came up right behind him and shoved him against the bed, her thighs against his, her hand on the back of his neck. "Did you do what I said?"
"Of course."
"Good. Bend over," she said. Her voice was low and thick with desire. He responded instinctively, obeying without a thought; there was something different in her voice. Leaning forward, he propped himself up on his elbows, leaning back at the hips to press his ass against her. She hooked her fingers around his thighs, pulling him back into her and grinding the crotch of her tights against his ass, the stretchy fabric soft against his bare skin. Then she rammed her hips into him, pushing him down into the bed, as if she was fucking him. Her fingernails grazed lightly down his back, exciting the skin, leaving trails of goosebumps in their wake.
"This is what you want, isn't it?" She pressed her lips against the back of his ear, her hair brushing against his shoulder-blades. "You want to be taken like this. Say it."
What had gotten into her? "I want it," he admitted, his face hot as he pressed it into the cool sheets. His cock stiffened from her voice in his ear, from the feeling of her hips pressing into him.
He felt her hair tickling his spine as she moved down his back, her breath hot against his skin as she worked her way down, kissing gently. He looked over his shoulder at her; she'd dropped to her knees, and met his eyes for a moment, a little smirk tugging at the corner of her lips.
She spread his cheeks apart. The cool air from the AC blew over his exposed skin, and he stiffened. After a moment, she brought her face closer, and the coolness was replaced with the warmth of her breath, and then ...
A jolt of pleasure washed over him as her hot, slick tongue found his hole. She'd never done this before; no one had, at least not since one particularly adventurous girlfriend in college. He was shocked at how good it felt as she licked slowly upwards, from the line of flesh at his perineum to the top of his crack. It was incredible; his awareness of everything else faded, until all he could focus on was his hole and her tongue, waves of pleasure radiating out through his body.
"You're moaning like a bitch." She whispered the words into his skin, her breath suddenly cool against the saliva that dripped down his asshole. He hadn't even noticed his cries of pleasure; embarrassed, he bit his lip to keep silent. "It's okay, baby. I love it when you eat my ass, too. It gets me so horny..." She stiffened her tongue, pressing the tip against his hole. He couldn't help but let out another moan as her tongue slipped into him.
For a few long moments she pushed her tongue in and out of his hole, and he was lost in the sensation, his mind completely blank. Then her tongue slipped out of him and she slapped his ass, hard, sending a jolt up his body. He didn't care; he liked it. It felt right. "When you lick my ass," she went on, "it makes me want you in me. To feel the head of your cock pressing into me." Her spit-slicked fingertip brushed against his hole, up and down, pressing lightly.
She spanked him again, pressing harder with her finger. He yelped as her finger opened his hole and then moved into him, the beautiful sensation of her skin sliding into his, through his ring, searching deeper. She bent her fingertip down, towards his taint, and he cried out. She'd found that spot of pleasure -- she'd gotten so good at finding it -- and each flex of her finger pressed against it. He opened more for her, relaxing, bucking his hips back against her; he wanted more of her inside him.
"Your tight hole is gonna make a cock feel so good," she said. The words sent more goosebumps prickling up and down his back. She pulled her finger half-way out of him and started a rhythm, sliding gently in and out, each stroke in punctuated with that little curl of her finger, that jolt of pleasure in his belly. "Squeeze around my finger, baby. Imagine it's a big, hard dick. Using you. Fucking you. Don't you want to make it feel good?"
He squeezed himself around her finger, as hard as he could, imagining someone fucking him, driving their cock deep into his ass, over and over...
She stood up, reaching around him to grab his cock. He was so hard, impossibly hard, aching; she brushed a thick bead of pre-cum from his slit with her thumb. She locked eyes with him as she brought that thumb to his face, pressed it into his lips. "Taste it," she said; he licked his lips, tasting the slippery saltiness. "You like that, don't you?"
Ryan nodded. It felt like he was in a trance. He would have done anything for her, fucked anyone she asked; he'd never been so turned on by her. And he wanted his ass stretched and filled, wanted a cock hitting that spot inside him, over and over.
Her finger slipped out of him. "Kneel on the floor. It's almost time."
His legs shook as he pushed himself up off the bed, dizzy and weak with desire. She pointed at a spot by the door to their room, and he knelt obediently, the rug scratchy against his knees. She'd never been like this! So dominant, so sexy! She bent down to kiss him hungrily, sucking his bottom lip into her mouth, running her tongue across it and then biting down, gently.
She broke the kiss and went to their nightstand, pulling out a bottle of lube. She handed it to him, then grabbed him by the jaw, forcing him to look into her eyes. "Stay right there, and don't touch your dick. Get your hole nice and stretched for me. You're getting fucked tonight."
"Are... do you mean..."
"Shh," she said. "I know this is what you want. And I want to see it." She glanced at her phone, then got up quickly, giving him one last look over her shoulder as she walked to the door; her eyes were burning coals, her face flushed with desire. Then she went downstairs.
Ryan knelt there in shock, his mind racing, turning it over and over in his head. Was it really going to happen? She'd found someone, and it was going to happen tonight?
He shivered. Then he took the bottle of lube and squirted some into his left hand, spreading it across his fingers. If he was going to get fucked, he had to be ready for it. He rubbed his middle finger across his hole, then slipped it in, all the way past the last knuckle. A groan escaped him as he pressed that finger deeper, pushing against that spot inside him, opening himself up. The head of his cock was shining with pre-cum.
The door opened downstairs. Christina greeted someone; he heard a low voice respond, and his heart hammered in his ears. She'd really invited someone. Someone was here. Here to fuck him.
For a moment he panicked, half-standing, ready to bolt; then he forced himself back down to his knees and took a deep breath, trying to relax. He wanted this. She wanted this. He'd wanted it for so long; if she was willing to let him do it, wanted him to do it ... why not try? It was okay. Maybe he wouldn't like it, or she wouldn't like it, and it would never happen again.
Or maybe...
He got up to get the buttplug from the bed. He lubed it up, feeling its softness sliding between his fingers, and then pressed the tip against his hole. Relaxing and pushing out slightly, he gradually worked it inside him, grunting as it stretched him. Finally the flared base rested against his crack, and he sighed, enjoying the feeling of fullness. This plug was a little bigger than the one he was used to, the one he'd gotten "for her".
Footsteps rang out on the stairs. They were talking in a low murmur, and he couldn't make out what they were saying. His breaths quickened. He was almost panting from excitement, confusion, and anxiety all rolled into one ball of emotion; most of all, he was horny. Not the normal, get-your-rocks-off horny; no, it was the deep, radiating internal desire that he only felt when he had something in his ass.
The door opened, and his breath caught in his throat.
Christina stepped in first, her full lips curled in a mischievous smile. She was holding someone's hand. She winked at Ryan, then pulled the stranger into the room.
He was tall and sun-dark, wearing light washed jeans and a simple black v-neck. Ryan looked up into the man's face, flushing with embarrassment as he wondered how he must look, kneeling naked on the floor with his cock standing at attention. The man had handsome features: prominent cheekbones, accentuated by a short salt-and-pepper beard, and dark brown eyes that widened slightly when they saw Ryan.
"Ryan, this is John," Christina said. "He's going to fuck us."
John chuckled awkwardly at her straight-forwardness, running a hand through his hair. "Look at you," he said, glancing Ryan up and down. "You look like you're ready to go. Nice to meet you, by the way."
"I..." Ryan stammered. "She..."
"He's doing what he was told," Christina said, her face reddening. "This is our first time doing something like this, like I told you."
"Yes. Christina tells me you're straight," John said, meeting Ryan's eyes. "You've never hooked up with a guy before?"
"Never," Ryan said, swallowing.
"Well. I love fucking a nice virgin hole; I hope you can take it." John put his hands on his hips, surveying the bedroom, glancing with curiosity at the decorations on the walls -- Christina's mostly, woven hangings or pictures from her travels -- and at the bed. "How do you want to start?"
"That's up to you," Christina said. "Whatever you want to do..."
He locked eyes with Ryan again, grinning. "What about you?" He took a few steps closer and reached down, stroking Ryan's jaw with his fingertips, then cupped his chin and gently lifted his head. "You want to do whatever I want, too?"
Ryan swallowed again; all he could do was nod.
"Why don't you start by taking off my belt. Go on."
Ryan's hands shook as he reached forward, fumbling with John's belt buckle. It looked expensive -- soft, fine leather, and a gold buckle stamped with some logo that he was sure Christina probably recognized. It took a few tries to undo the buckle; he'd never taken off someone else's belt, before, and it was surprisingly difficult. Finally he got it free, slipping the belt out from the belt-loops and setting it down next to him.
Then John took Ryan's hand and placed it against the front of his jeans. Ryan took a sharp breath in when he felt it: that tell-tale bulge, hard and flexing beneath the denim. For a moment he froze, transfixed, unable to go on. Then, slowly, he relaxed and stroked his fingers against it, running them across that length. It felt big; he realized that he liked this feeling, touching a man through his jeans, feeling his hardness.
"You like that?" He asked. Ryan nodded. "Speak up -- I couldn't hear you."
"Yes," Ryan said, flushing. "I like it."
"Good. Take off my pants, then. Christina, come sit down on the bed so you can watch." She obeyed quickly, perching on the edge of the bed and leaning forward slightly. She met Ryan's eyes and bit her lip, nodding. It's okay, her eyes told him. You can do it.
Ryan undid the button on John's jeans and pulled down his fly. When John looked at him expectantly, Ryan started to work his pants down off his hips; he stopped Ryan for a moment, kicking off his shoes, then let him proceed. Ryan was rolling his pants down to his ankles, but all his attention was on the man's underwear, and what lay beneath.
He was wearing tight red boxer-briefs, stretchy and elastic, the same kind that Ryan preferred. His bulge was obvious in them, the outline of a prominent helmet clear against the thin fabric; a small wet spot was spreading from the tip of that outline. Ryan swallowed again.
John stepped out of his pants and then took Ryan by the face again, pulling his head closer until his nose pressed into John's cock. The fabric smelled like fresh laundry, with a hint of cologne; Ryan thought he felt the man pulse and harden against his face.
"Go on," he said. "You know what to do."
Trembling, Ryan curled his fingers around the waistband of John's boxers and rolled them down. For a moment they caught on his cock; then they slipped down and his shaft finally sprung free from its confinement, standing up proudly. Ryan stared at it as he continued to work the man's underwear down his legs. He'd never been this close to another cock; its presence, so close to him, made him feel light-headed and dizzy. He wasn't sure how to tell its size, but it seemed big; bigger than his own, longer and slightly thicker.
He also saw the reason the outline of his cock was so prominent, before: John had a big cock-head, as thick or even thicker than the rest of his shaft, with a trail of pre-cum running down the front. The rest of his cock was long and straight as an arrow, one thick vein bulging out slightly from the side of his shaft. He had big balls, too, already tight in their wrinkled sac, which was slightly darker than his cock; he was shaved smooth everywhere.
Ryan had always wondered how it would feel, if this moment ever really happened. Would he be nervous, or turned off, or even disgusted? But in the moment, now that it had finally come, he felt nothing but raw desire. He wanted to touch it; he wanted to feel it between his lips, every inch of it. His asshole spasmed around the plug inside him, as he imagined John's thick head pushing through his ring.
"Go on," John said. "Touch it."
Ryan reached forward, suddenly eager, wrapping his fingers around the shaft. He was amazed at how warm and hard it felt in his hand, how profoundly strange it was to have his fingers on another cock. He had big hands, but even as he held John's dick in his fist he had room to spare; he could almost get both hands on it at the same time.
He took a moment to explore, feeling it out, brushing his fingertips up and down that shaft, feeling the little veins, the tiny bumps, and the prominent vein on the back-side of John's cock that pulsed with his arousal. Ryan rubbed his thumb against the front of that cock, just below the helmet, and when he touched that sensitive spot by the frenulum John groaned and bucked his hips forward.
Ryan's cock, which had softened earlier, was suddenly hard as a rock again. He wrapped his fingers more tightly around John, jerking him slowly, feeling the way the skin moved along that iron hardness underneath. It was intoxicating.
"Christina," John said, his face a little flushed. "What do you want him to do?"
Ryan tore his eyes off that cock to glance back at his wife. She'd spread her legs and was rubbing the front of her leggings, her pretty toes curling against the shag rug on the floor, red polish vibrant against the white rug. She was as horny as he'd ever seen her, her face flushed a dark red. She licked her lips. "I want him to suck it," she said, quietly.
"Tell him."
"Ryan," she said, a little louder. "Ryan, I want you to suck his cock. Suck his cock for me."
Hearing her say it unlocked something within him. This was it, the moment he'd fantasized about for so long; he licked his lips to wet them and then bent forward, bringing his face closer and closer to that cock, until he could smell the musk of John's skin. Slowly, carefully, he pressed his lips against the tip of John's glans and felt slippery pre-cum rubbing against his bottom lip, felt the heat and spongy softness of his cockhead. Ryan licked his lips again, tasting the pre on them; it tasted like his own.
Desire overtook him. He couldn't wait any longer. With a sudden confidence born of lust, he parted his lips and pressed his face down, letting that big cockhead slip over his lips and through them. It was finally happening, another man's cock in his mouth, heat and lust pulsing between his lips. Ryan ran his tongue over the helmet, swirling it around the edge, probing against the salty slit, desperate to taste and feel everything.
John groaned, and Ryan felt fingers against the back of his head, pulling him further down. Instinct took over, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to have cock in his mouth. His world had narrowed down to just that shaft; all he wanted was to please it, to pleasure it, to feel it jump and spasm and shoot a hot load down his throat. He laid his tongue over his bottom teeth and let John pull his head down, feeling the bumps and ridges of the man's shaft sliding across his tongue. When the head hit the roof of his mouth, Ryan adjusted, opening his jaw wider and angling to try to get all of that thick shaft down his throat. He couldn't do it; he gagged, spluttering, and John pulled free to give him a breath.
Ryan knelt there, panting and staring at that big, beautiful cock, now slick with his spit. He wanted it back in his mouth; it'd felt so warm and good there, between his lips, hard and soft in a strangely sensual way. This was even better than eating pussy, more rewarding in some way, more tactile.
"Christina, your husband's a cocksucker," John said, and Ryan's own cock pulsed at the word; it sent waves of naughty, rippling pleasure through him. "Tell him."
"You're a cocksucker," Christina moaned. Her hand had slipped under her leggings. "Oh, babe. You look so good sucking cock. I can tell how much you love it."
"He does love it," John said, grabbing the back of Ryan's head again.
Ryan didn't need any further encouragement. He took John's cock back into his mouth, taking a moment to suck gently on the head while he rubbed his tongue against it. He was rewarded with a throb and a gush of salty precum, and he slurped it up happily. Why hadn't he done this a long time ago? So many missed opportunities; so many cocks he could have sucked, if he'd only known how good it felt. He suddenly felt jealous of Christina, jealous of all his ex-girlfriends, who'd sucked his cock and swallowed his cum and never told him how good it felt.



He bent further, eager to take more of that shaft down his throat, to have it all in his mouth again; this time he sucked in, not too hard but hard enough to feel that dick swell against his tongue. He lifted his face up, letting John slide almost out of his mouth, until just the head was between his lips; then he rammed his face back down, falling into a rhythm. He heard the wet, squelching sounds of that cock going in and out of his mouth; he realized those little moans were his own, escaping his throat whenever he got a chance to breathe.
"Christina, you've watched long enough," John said. "Help him out."
She eagerly got off the bed, sinking down to her knees next to Ryan. Ryan let that cock slip free from his lips, and he held it out to her like a peace pipe, like a sacrament. She pressed her lips against it in a reverent kiss, then opened her mouth and swallowed half his length with a hungry passion, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked on it and gazed up into John's eyes. John let out a groan, his fingers tangling in her curly hair. Ryan knelt there, watching his wife sucking cock, transfixed. He'd expected to feel jealous, or angry, or even emasculated; instead he was turned on. He was delighted to share this with her; he could see how much she liked it, too.
Without being told, driven only by desire, Ryan bent down to press his lips and tongue into the wrinkled skin of John's balls, lapping eagerly. The skin felt hot and smoother against his tongue than he'd expected; carefully, gingerly, he sucked one ball into his mouth and ran his tongue around it. He liked this, too; he liked sucking balls; he knew how good it felt, a tongue on his sac, just the right amount of gentle suction. Maybe that's what was so good about it, the fact that he could understand perfectly how much pleasure he was giving with his mouth.
Christina pulled her lips off John's cock with a pop and offered it back to Ryan. He took it eagerly; he'd already missed it, missed its warmth and hardness in his mouth. She followed his example, sucking on John's big balls, and they fell into a rhythm together. Ryan sucked John's cock until his jaw ached, and then they'd switch, never wasting a moment.
Ryan didn't know how long they went on like that, but eventually John stopped them and took a step back. Ryan and Christina were both panting, their faces flushed with exertion and desire.
"What a couple," John said, chuckling and gripping his shaft. "You both love cock. You're two little subs, aren't you? Ryan, lie down on the bed, on your back."
Ryan's heart jumped in his throat. Was it time? He laid down the bed, anxious but excited, his stomach fluttering.
Christina came and stood next to him, bending down to kiss him hungrily, her hair cascading around their faces. Ryan felt a hand on his ankle, tugging on it; he spread his legs, reflexively, his thighs moving over his stomach to open himself up.
"Ohhh, look at you," John said, and Ryan felt a pressure on his ring as the man gripped the buttplug and tugged on it. "What a slut." Ryan groaned as the pressure increased, and then the plug slid free, leaving him gaping and empty.
"I want you both to watch," John said. "I want you to see this." He pulled Ryan down a bit, to the edge of the bed, so that his ass was almost hanging off it. Ryan lifted his head to look down his chest and between his legs. He felt exposed, vulnerable, open ... and like an object of desire.
Christina handed John a bottle of lube and then sat on the edge of the bed, watching. She looked nervous, and she chewed absently on one fingernail, which she never did unless she was completely absorbed in something.
John opened the bottle of lube and squirted a liberal amount into his hand, grunting as he spread it along his shaft and worked it in. With a jump, Ryan realized that he was going to get fucked raw; he almost panicked, but when he looked at Christina she must have understood the question in his eyes. "It's okay," she mouthed. She must have vetted John, somehow -- Ryan didn't care -- he was too excited to feel cock inside him for the first time, and raw sounded even more exciting.
John took a step closer and slapped his slick cock against Ryan's exposed hole. Ryan flinched, his asshole fluttering involuntarily. God, just that momentary contact had felt so good, John's cockhead hot and hard against his hole. Ryan pushed himself a little further down, trying to get closer to it, eager for it.
John laughed and squirted more lube into his hand. Ryan jumped as he felt it against his hole, cold and slick; the man's rough fingers spread it over his ring, then slipped inside him, first one digit and then another. Ryan found himself clenching around them, eager to have something back inside him; he could barely control himself. Then John pulled out his fingers, slapped the underside of his dick against Ryan's hole, and bucked his hips forward and back, so that his whole length slide along Ryan's asshole.
Ryan had to stop himself from whimpering. The sensation of the man's hard cock against him made him so eager, too eager; he was desperate for it, and past the point of caring how it looked, or what Christina would think.
Finally, mercifully, John stopped teasing him and angled his dick down, pushing his cockhead gently into Ryan's asshole. He went slow, but even at that slow pace Ryan grunted with surprise as that spongy head pushed into him and spread him open. It hurt, a little, even after the plug; the plug at least started small and tapered, but John's head was thick and relentless.
Ryan bit his lip and grimaced, trying to relax; he pushed outwards slightly, and after another moment of uncomfortable stretching he felt the crown of John's cock slide into him. He yelped, a hand lifting up reflexively; Christina caught his hand in hers and held it. He glanced at her, and saw that she was staring at John's cock as it eased into him.
"You're tight," John grunted, grabbing Ryan's thighs. He did not thrust inward, yet; he waited, with just the head of his cock inside Ryan, letting his ass accommodate it.
Ryan took a deep breath. He realized he was clenching the muscles in his stomach, and he forced himself to relax, laying his head back against the mattress and closing his eyes for a moment. His hole was beginning to relax, too, the feeling of uncomfortable stretching starting to subside. Gingerly he squeezed around John, and the man groaned in approval.
"That's good," John said. "Keep doing that. Squeeze around it."
Ryan flexed and squeezed around the man's cock, contracting and relaxing. It seemed to work, to ease the discomfort, and it set the fire in his belly alight again; as the discomfort faded, a hunger replaced it, an ache inside him. The next time Ryan squeezed and then relaxed, he felt the sudden pressure again, as John slowly drove his hips forward.
A moan escaped Ryan's lips as he felt John's length slipping through his hole; those veins and ridges that he'd worshipped with his tongue and lips now slid against his sensitive ring. Suddenly it felt so good, his hole being stretched, that hard cock spreading him open; it wasn't like anything he'd had before, not like a lifeless plastic toy. It was hot and pulsed with life and he gave into it, submitted to it, let it fill him.
"That's it, you're taking my whole cock," John said, almost in a whisper. He gently drew his hips back, and Ryan instinctively clenched, tightening himself around John's cock as it withdrew a few inches, then plunged suddenly back into him with an audible slap as their thighs met.
"Christina, I want you to sit on his face, but facing me. Keep watching me fuck your husband's ass."
Ryan had almost forgotten she was there. He was so focused on these new sensations, the sensuality of John's hard, bare cock sliding into him, how his ass seemed to relax and welcome it. Christina stepped out of her leggings and then stood up on the bed, standing over him, her gorgeous ass filling his vision just as John thrust into him again. Her pussy was so wet, and as she lowered herself on top of him he reached up and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her closer to him, inhaling the scent of her. His nose pressed right into her asshole as he lapped hungrily at her soaked pussy, and he had to tilt his head to the side occasionally just to catch a breath.
Even through all of that, his attention remained focused on his own ass and on the blooming warmth inside him as John started to fuck him in earnest, the slow strokes speeding up, the sound of skin slapping on skin filling the room.
John dropped his hips slightly, changing the angle, and Ryan groaned in surprise and pleasure as the man's big cockhead stroked against just the right spot. It was a strange sensation that sent waves of pleasure shooting down his legs; it was like a pressure, a good pressure, a pressure that was building to something; every stroke hit that same spot, and the harder John fucked him the better it felt. Ryan felt so full, so satisfied; he could lie here forever, getting fucked, making that big dick feel good. In that moment, it was his calling, his passion, his purpose.
Ryan felt a hand gripping his cock, jerking him in time to the long thrusts; it had to be John, since the hand felt bigger and rougher than Christina's. It felt incredible, like he was being worked across the entire length of his sexual being; he was barely aware of his own dick. It just felt like an extension of the part of him that was getting fucked.
He wanted it to last forever, but it couldn't. He groaned into Christina's pussy, and John jerked and thrusted faster, and without warning the wave that had been building crested and crashed, his insides contracted and pulsed and squeezed tight around John's cock, and the greatest orgasm of his life washed over him. John fucked rope after rope of cum out of him, each wave of orgasm deepened and extended by his thick shaft, and Ryan wanted to cum like this forever.
"Oh fuck," John grunted, and even in his post-orgasmic haze all Ryan wanted was to please him. He thrust himself back against John, trying to give all that he could, to take even more. He felt John's cock pulse and jump inside him, and felt Christina's thighs shaking against his hands as she brought herself to climax, and a deep, unexpected satisfaction enveloped him. John moaned and came inside him, his cock throbbing with each wave of release, his thrusts slowing.
Then it was over. The spell was broken. Christina rolled off him, panting and breathless; after a long moment, John pulled back, and his softening cock slid out of Ryan. He felt something hot leaking out of him and reached down between his legs, touching his hole; it was John's cum, still thick as it trickled out of him.
The three of them were silent, for a long moment, Ryan and Christina lying on the bed and John standing with one arm against it as he caught his breath and wiped sweat from his forehead.
"Wow," Christina said, finally, breaking the silence.
"How are you feeling, Ryan?" John asked, bending down to collect his pants.
The truth was that Ryan felt incredible. He was floating; a tension he'd never even known was there had uncoiled itself, driven out of him by the fucking, by the release, by allowing himself this experience without judging it, by sharing it with his wife. For a few moments he'd not been a man, not been wrapped up in all the rigidity and expectation that comes with manhood, not been a mind uneasily connected to a body which it had been trained to view with distrust. No, instead he'd been an animal, a spirit, a body untethered from the mind and free to exist, for just a moment, and to feel.
There was nothing he could say to capture this feeling, this bliss, so he just said: "I feel great," and the three of them laughed, a laugh that was comfortable and awkward at the same time, the laughter of intimacy shared between strangers.
"Well..." John began.
"Why don't you stay for dinner?" Christina sat up from the bed, suddenly energetic.
John glanced at Ryan, as if for permission, and Ryan nodded.
"Alright," the man said. "That would be great, thank you. Can I take a shower, first?"
*
Ryan and John sat at the kitchen table nursing whiskeys while Christina fussed over the stove, cooking something that smelled delicious. Ryan had never hung out with a dude who'd just fucked the Holy Spirit out of him, but he didn't feel ashamed, or even awkward; it felt natural. There was an easy chemistry between them, all three of them, and now that the sexual energy had faded, it felt almost ... normal.
"She's a keeper," John said, while they watched her cook. Ryan had offered to help, but she would have none of it; she'd just kissed him on the lips and told him to relax. "My ex-wife ... well, we never cooked much." Of course, that's not what he'd meant by she's a keeper. He'd glanced at Ryan when he said it, and Ryan saw a flash of envy in his eyes, tinged with a faraway grief. Ryan thought he could understand it -- it wasn't envy for her body but for her spirit, for her willingness to share him, to let him do ... what they'd just done.
"How long were you married?" Christina asked over her shoulder, as the smell of sautéing onions and garlic wafted from the pan.
"Fifteen years," he said, glancing down at the drink in his hands.
"Kids?" Ryan asked.
"Just one, a daughter." He smiled and leaned back in his chair. "For a long time, I was staying just for her, you know? But ... I realized that's what my parents did, just pretended everything was fine for me and my brother's sake, and we felt it. You know? Kids can feel that ... emptiness, that absence of real love. I didn't want her to grow up like that."
"I know exactly what you mean," Christina said, glancing at Ryan. "My parents were the same way. Their generation, I guess: just pretend like everything's fine, when it's not."
"Did she, uh ..." Ryan paused, and immediately felt like he'd stuck his foot in it. "Sorry, nevermind."
"It's okay. Did she know I liked to fuck guys, is that what you're asking? No, she didn't. I never told her." John shrugged. "I knew it wouldn't be good for either of us. Now I'm single, and we're both happier, and I can do what I want without feeling guilty."
"That's good," Christina said, as she stirred the pan. "Do you do stuff like this, uh, often? Like I said, this was our first time..."
"I still don't believe it," he said, laughing. "You two seemed like ... veterans. No, the truth is I don't do it often. You get pickier when you get older."
"How old are you?" Ryan asked.
"Forty-two," he said.
"How long have you ..." Ryan trailed off again, flushing.
"Been bisexual? I mean, all my life, I guess. But I didn't admit to myself until I was, I don't know, twenty-eight or twenty-nine. And I never acted on it until after the divorce, a few years ago." He shrugged. "It's good to finally be honest with myself. What about you guys? When did you decide to, you know..."
"This is all very recent," Christina said, glancing at Ryan again and giving him a little smile, a flash of her teeth.
"I've been curious for a few years," Ryan said, both for John and for Christina. He felt like he could explain himself a little better, this time. "But I've always felt ... wrong, about it. Not like, ashamed, or not that exactly. But like it wasn't real. I've never really been attracted to men, you know..."
John's eyebrow rose. "Are you sure about that?"
Ryan blushed. He could feel himself getting defensive, so he tried to relax, and took a sip of his bourbon. "I mean like. I don't see guys on the street and think about what they look like naked. I never grew up getting crushes on boys, you know? I'm looking at you, and obviously we ..." he coughed. "We just had sex, and it was amazing. But I don't feel any desire to kiss you, or hold you, you know?" He glanced at Christina; she'd paused her cooking to listen, and watched him patiently. "No offense," he added.
"None taken." John shrugged again. "I know lots of guys like you. It's just about the cock. You love cock. Don't try to say you don't, because both of us saw that you do." He winked, and Christina's cheeks flushed. "And there's nothing wrong with that. You think there aren't women out there, straight women, who feel the same way? Who just put up with us and all of our bullshit so they can get some dick?"
Ryan laughed. "I guess I never thought about it that way."
"I'm not trying to lecture you, or anything. 'Sexuality is a spectrum', blah blah, it's a cliché. But it's a cliché because it's true, and it's not just sexuality; it's romantic attraction, too. Personally, I'm much more attracted to men than to women, and if I ever had another relationship, it would be with a man. I've only realized that recently." John glanced at Christina and laughed. "No offense, either. I still love women. I do. And I plan on fucking your brains out at some point, if you're both alright with that."
She blushed even deeper and turned back to the stove.
He went on. "And I have friends who are the opposite -- they're a little attracted to men, but mostly to women, and they just never admitted that they were until a little later in life. My generation, I mean, we were the first ones to really embrace that it's okay to be gay, right, but we never quite got on board with the whole bi thing. Especially not for men. We like things to be black and white, one thing or the other. It's less confusing." He turned to Christina. "What about you? Are you straight?"
"I'd say, like, ninety-five percent," she said, laughing. "I've kissed girls before..."
"Big deal. What straight girl hasn't?" John laughed. "Would you ever go all the way with one?"
"I don't know," she said, as she transferred the cooked veggies to a plate and started heating another pan for the meat. "I'd let a girl eat me out, I guess. But I wouldn't want to ... you know, do it back."
He laughed again. "So you're a pillow princess."
"No one's ever called me that before," she said, a little indignantly, and he put his hands up as if to apologize.
"A joke, a joke. Half the lesbians I know are the same way, anyway." He winked at Ryan. "Look, my point is, you don't have to label it, either of you. What's the point? Just do what makes you feel good, and you're both comfortable with, and don't worry about what it means." He raised his glass in a toast, and Ryan and Christina both picked up their glasses and joined in.
As they sat down to dinner, the conversation moved on to other topics. He was a corporate lawyer, which was hard for Ryan to picture; he liked baseball (Giants) and football (49ers) but not basketball; he preferred to top, but sometimes bottomed, which Ryan learned was called 'vers'; he was a good guy, and easy to talk to, and they all relaxed and felt more comfortable around each other. A few more drinks didn't hurt.
It was getting late. They ended up sprawled on the couch, Ryan and John on either side with Christina between them. She yawned and stretched out, resting her head in Ryan's lap and her feet in John's. Ryan could tell she was getting sleepy, her eyelids getting heavier; a few glasses of wine tended to have that effect on her. He bent down and gave her a kiss.
"John, do you want to stay over?" She mumbled, picking up her head to look at him. "We have a guest room. We'd love to have you."
"You know what, I'll take you up on that," he said, leaning back. "I do have one condition, though."
"What's that?"
"If you fall asleep, do you mind if we have a little fun without you?"
Ryan's face flushed at how forward he was, and at how much he wanted her to say yes. She glanced up at him, smiled, and nodded.



Some stupid show was on Netflix, and the three of them chatted until Christina's eyes drifted shut and she began to softly snore.
"Down for the count," John said, laughing. "Why don't you show me to this guest room?"
"Alright," Ryan said, his breath catching in his throat. He got up gingerly, trying not to wake her; she mumbled something in her sleep and rolled over on her side, facing into the couch. "It's this way," he said, and lead the way towards the guest room, flicking on the light. "There's sheets and blankets already on the bed, and let me know if you need an extra pillow..."
He was interrupted by John's hands around his waist, pulling him close. John ground his pelvis into Ryan, and he felt himself responding, arching his back, pushing back against John. His face was suddenly hot with embarrassment, with desire.
John turned him around and regarded him for a moment, laughter in his eyes. "Ordinarily I'd kiss you, but since, you know, you're not attracted..." He sank to his knees, pulling Ryan's shorts and boxers down to his ankles in one fluid motion. Ryan's half-hard cock popped free, and he gasped when John took it in his mouth and buried the whole length down his throat.
He groaned in surprise and pleasure at John's ministrations. It felt good; he knew what he was doing. Ryan had never been blown like this, not even by his kinkiest ex-girlfriends: John took him deeper, sucked him harder, his tongue finding just the right spots. When Ryan looked down, it was disconcerting to see his cock in a man's mouth, but when he closed his eyes...
"You have a nice cock," John said when he let it slip out of his mouth. He kept stroking it with his hand, a steady rhythm. "You're getting me in the mood ... do you want to fuck me?"
Ryan froze. Somehow the thought had never crossed his mind. "Oh. Uh, I don't know..."
"Why not?" John glanced towards the door. "Don't you fuck your wife in the ass?"
"Sometimes. She doesn't like it that much."
"Well, I do," he grinned. "Come on. I'm not usually in the mood."
"Alright," Ryan said, breathlessly, thinking with his dick. "Do you need anything?"
"What do you mean? Oh. Just lube," John said. "You have any down here?"
"No, I'll be back."
John gave his cock one last, long slurp that left him rock hard, then got up and sat on the bed. "Hurry up!"
Ryan padded out to the living room, confused and horny; he'd spent most of this day in some combination of those two states. He stopped for a second to look at Christina. She was still sleeping peacefully on the couch, her lips parted. She'd given them a green light, but was this what she had in mind? Would she be okay with it?
He found himself back at the door of the guest room anyway, with the bottle of lube from upstairs and his cock still painfully hard. He stepped in and closed the door behind him. When he turned around, John was already naked on his back, stroking his cock lazily; he was sniffing something in his other hand, and Ryan caught a whiff of a strange chemical odor.
"What's that?"
"Poppers," John said. "Want to try?"
"No, that's okay."
"Suit yourself." John put it down on the side table and grinned up at him. "Come on, we don't have all night."
Ryan got up on the bed on his knees and handed him the bottle of lube. John squirted it generously again, rubbing it between his cheeks, slipping a finger and then two inside himself and sighing wistfully. After a few moments he reached out with his lube-slick hand and grabbed Ryan's cock, jerking it slowly, spreading the lube along his shaft.
Then he leaned back and lifted his legs up, spreading his cheeks apart with both hands.
Like the rest of him, his asshole was hairless and smooth, bright pink like Christina's. It looked good; in fact, Ryan found himself wanting to lick it, which was something he'd never once thought about doing to another man. He shuffled closer to John on the bed, and angled his slippery cock down, pressing it against John's hole.
It felt hot and smooth on his skin. Instinctually he pushed forward, and it resisted him for just a moment before something gave and he slid right into the heat. John let out a deep, contented sigh as Ryan sank into him; Ryan's head spun. It felt tight, and slick, and smooth in a way that pussy didn't; it wasn't better, but it was different, and it had been so long since Christina'd let him fuck her in the ass, and ...
Before he knew it, he was in a daze, his hips bucking wildly, slamming his cock into John's ass. John took it without complaint, groaning softly; he reached back behind Ryan and cupped his ass cheeks, pulling him closer.
Ryan looked down. He had to admit, it was erotic, the way John's big cock bounced and pulsed while Ryan plunged into his ass. He'd never imagined himself here, fucking a guy, but now that he was, it felt good. He reached down and gripped John's hard dick, stroking him like John had done for him.
"You like that?" He found himself saying.
"Yeah, give me that dick," John panted. "Fuck my ass." Ryan felt him squeezing tight around his cock, locking him in a vice grip; he fucked him even faster, feeling his orgasm beginning to boil in his balls. With Christina he would stop, would get her off first, but he found himself not caring; it was pure, animalistic desire.
"I'm getting close," he blurted out.
"It's okay. Breed me."
Ryan groaned, letting go of John's dick so he could grab both of his legs for leverage, hammering into him over and over; he held on as long as he could, and then came hard inside John's ass, pulse after pulse, seeding him deep. He panted, still stroking into him, his cock still hard and aching as he fucked his cum deeper into John.
He finally slowed when his dick got too sensitive. He'd closed his eyes without realizing it, and he opened them; John's hand was a blur on his own dick. Without a second thought, Ryan slid out of him and dropped down, pushing his hand away and taking his hot shaft back into his mouth.
He sucked hungrily, licking the swollen tip of John's head while his hand worked furiously up and down the shaft. He wanted to taste his cum; his face felt hot, his breaths were ragged, his pulse hammered in his ears.
John groaned and bucked his hips up, grabbing the back of Ryan's head as he came, filling Ryan's mouth with a thick, salty load that he swallowed greedily, like an experienced cumslut.
After a long moment, Ryan sat back on his legs, wiping his mouth, suddenly feeling foolish and self-conscious. John grinned at him and gave him a lazy thumbs up. "I hope you don't cum that fast with your wife," he said, after a moment.
"No, I ..."
"I'm just kidding. It was good. Did you like it?"
Ryan got up, fumbling to get back into his shorts, which had been thrown against the far wall at some point. "I should probably take her to bed."
"Right," John said. "See you in the morning, dude."
"Night. Uh, thanks. Sleep well." Ryan winced and left feeling awkward, and a little light-headed; he closed the door behind him, had a sip of water, and rinsed out his mouth. Then he went over to the couch and sat down next to Christina, who was still asleep; he curled up next to her, laying his head on her leg, and sighed deeply.
What a day.
"Did you have fun?" Christina murmured, her voice thick.
"I ... yeah."
"Good," she said, rolling over and throwing an arm over him. "Love you."
"Love you, too," Ryan said. He laid next to her, listening to her breaths growing shallow and uniform again as she slipped back into sleep. She was warm and comforting against him. He felt strange; he felt alright.





        