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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Kerry felt like his head was about to explode. Leaning back so far that he began to worry about his back snapping, blood rushed out of his arms and shoulders. Pressing on through the pain, grinding against what might as well have been half a ton of stone, the barbell slowly started to move up. It was a slow lift. Battling with the weight for what felt like minutes, he came closer and closer to extending his arms. There was no quitting. If he got it all the way up, locked it out properly, his girlfriend would have to swallow her words.

I can press more than you, little weakling.

For a moment, his mind was blank. He did not think. He couldn’t see clearly. Shaking from head to toe, he strained against the weight until he left his right elbow straighten out. He kept struggling with the left side, which felt like it was about to collapse and give in. But there was no quitting. Defeat was not an option. Even if it killed him, he would put this bar over the top of his head. Even if he lost balance and was about to fall over, he would not stop pressing. His arm was numb, but somehow, as if driven by a greater force, he locked it out.

I can press just as much as you, bitch.

It dropped uncontrollably. It didn’t matter. He held it for a little and, that’s all that counted. It came down with such force, Kerry barely managed to stumble it into the rack. For a split second, his view darkened and he felt dizzy. Grabbing onto the steel beam of the safety rack, he heaved for his breath. Such a toll that one rep had taken on his body. Lying about how much he could press overhead was no longer an option. By all accounts, this was it.

In the background, Sarah clapped, casually. As he turned to face her, he sent her a victorious smile. Scoffing, she offered him a smile in return before she made her way for the barbell, pressing him out of the way with her presence. Prepared to happily bask in his pride, he would not let her forget about this. Exhausted, he watched her slip up to the barbell, hoist it up on the top of her chest, then deftly press it over the top of her head, effortlessly.

“I didn’t think you’d manage.”, she said, lumping the barbell back into the hooks that sat on each side of the rack. “You’re stronger than I thought you were. But watch your back.”

“Pfft.”, Kerry scoffed, following his girlfriend with his gaze. Adjusting her ponytail, she then went to load the barbell with another plate. “My back isn’t made of glass. You watch yours.”

“Fine. When you pull a muscle, don’t forget I warned you.”, she retorted, venturing over to the other side of the barbell, hoisting on another plate on that end too.

Narrowing his eyes, Kerry eyed the heavier barbell, warily. “You’re-.. You’re not going to press that are you? Isn’t-.. Isn’t that a lot?”

His girlfriend sent a glance of amusement, then shook her head with a snicker. “I’m going to squat. You can keep pressing if you want.”

Watching her take her position under the weight, driving the bar into her back, she tightened her form, braced herself, took a deep breath and heaved it up. Immediately, his gaze was drawn to her bottom. In the grey training tights she wore, every inch of her ass screamed up at him. Technically, she wore pants, though the fabric was glued to her rump like a second layer of skin. When she walked the weight out, the buttocks flexed, powerfully. When she sat down, they widened, stretching the tight leggings before she stood up, explosively.

Eyeballing her butt, his thoughts drifted. Only two days ago, they had a fight. It was a foolish argument. His girlfriend had taken it far too seriously. In bed, he had rolled over, snatched her phone out of her hands and led them into making out. Everything had been fine up until the moment when he climbed on top of her, pinned her to the sheets, leaned down and growled into her ear. “You’re getting it up the ass tonight.”

“Nope.”, was her response. Rolling out from underneath him, she got up from the bed and pointed at the door, covering her naked form with the duvet. Without an explanation, she forced him to spend the night on the couch. Baffled and almost in tears, Kerry had spent half the night pondering her reaction. She was stiff and silent the next morning, but with gentle encouragement and a submissive demeanor, he managed to pull the words out of her.

Sarah hated anal. There was no way he’d ever get anal and she’d highly prefer he never ask that of her again. With his mouth wide open, he took a moment to process the information before meekly explaining how he was just trying to play dominant with her. If she didn’t want it, he’d never suggest it again. She nodded, coldly accepted his hug and agreed that everything was fine. It still took her several hours to return to her normal, bubbly self.

When the bar slammed into the hooks on the rack, the sharp noise tore him out of his mind and back into reality. Panting heavily, Sarah collapsed on the floor with a pained expression while sweat dribbled down her forehead. “Was that ten?”, she asked, cocking an eyebrow up at him. Staring blankly down at her, Kerry pondered for a moment, then nodded, awkwardly.

Heading over for the barbell, he was just about to pull off some weight so he could get on with his set, when a familiar sight jogged over and hurried to speak up.

“Hey! Do you mind if I work in?”

Kerry gritted his teeth. It was Seth. They knew each other from high school, though Seth was no friend of his. Never before had he met such an insufferable bully. If there was a list over common stereotypical douchebag traits, Seth would certainly cross out every single one.

“Uhm-.. I’m just about to do mine.”

“No. No. It’s fine. I won’t take long.”

Dropping his gaze to the floor, he stepped back and out of the way, half-heartedly offering Seth some room. Sarah, looking up at him in bewilderment, politely got up and hurried out of the way. Looking at Sarah, Kerry shrugged his shoulders. Together, they lined up behind the new arrival and watched him in silence. Seth seemed utterly oblivious to the awkward quiet and grabbed the knurling on the barbell, hoisted it up on his chest, then pressed it up.

“One.. Two.. Three..”

Sarah was counting. Counting never occurred to Kerry. It even annoyed him a little that Sarah was helping him. Didn’t she have a problem with how he just forced himself on them and interrupted their workout? Biting his bottom-lip, he turned his gaze back to Seth.

“Seven.. Eight.. Nine..”

Parting his lips, he dropped his jaw. With ease, the muscular man pressed the barbell over the top of his head over and over again. His barpath never slowed down. It didn’t even look like there was a couple of feathers on each side of the bar. It went up frighteningly fast and came down with control. But the worst part was; he never seemed to stop.

“Thirteen.. Fourteen.. Fifteen..”

Wearing a sleeveless shirt, Seth flashed them both the sight of his bulging shoulders, flexing with each press. His frame was huge, firm and didn’t seem to carry an ounce of fat. Kerry was thin too, though Seth must’ve been twice his size. In the past, Sarah had told him she didn’t like it when, “men got too muscular.”. Looking her way, he smiled to himself.

“Twentyone.. Twentytwo.. Twentythree..”

Awkwardness filled the air, tainted it like a stench. He tried to keep his gaze on Seth. Keep a neutral expression and watch him with a hint of approval on his features, so that their fellow gym goers who looked their way would think they were a group of friends, a group of equals, working the same weights, giving each other advice and getting stronger together. But a little voice in the back of his head kept nudging him to look at his girlfriend. Look at her face.

“Twentyeight.. Twentynine.. Thirty..”

With split lips, she had glued her eyes to Seth, attentively watching his set. She counted carefully and obediently, with a soft tone of voice. To his surprise, Kerry caught a touch of a blush on her cheeks, faintly colouring her absent-minded features. Hurryingly, he looked around at his surroundings, making absolutely certain no one were looking their way.

When Seth finally put the barbell down, Kerry released a sigh of relief. His face felt warm and flushed, probably stained with a colour far deeper than that of his girlfriend. When the muscular hunk turned around, Kerry swallowed and let his eyes find the floor once more. It wasn’t until Seth muttered, “Thank you.”, that he dared to look up. Just in time to see his old high school acquaintance blink at Sarah as he walked past her, shoulders bulging, heftily.

The couple didn’t speak much for the rest of the workout. Finishing up, he rushed for the safe confines of the changing room. Suddenly, he didn’t feel like interacting with Sarah. In truth, he didn’t feel like being around her whatsoever. Such a sensation of sheer humiliation was one he hadn’t felt since he walked the hallways of his high school days. It was a raw sensation, dragging him out of his shell, forcing him to accept reality. When his girlfriend pestered him to come to the gym, he fully intended to hide behind her like a son tucks away behind his mother. She’d keep him safe and shield him from the harsh truth.

Kerry, in every sense of the word, was weak. Pitiful and unmanly. Around them, dozens of large men strolled by, strutting around with arms the size of his legs and their chins held high. They’d yank incomprehensibly heavy weights from the floor and throw them down with a roar. It intimidated him. It frightened him. But they were minding their own business, occupied with their own workouts. And he was shielded by his own little bubble, a bubble where only Sarah was with him. Until Seth, carelessly and confidently, burst it.

Pulling into their driveway, the sun was soaring upon the windshield. It was a cold, October day, but when the sun was up, he was still reminded of summer. It lit up his neighborhood in a beautiful, orange light. It helped him rid himself of his thoughts. For the first time, since the embarrassing incident, a touch of confidence came back to him. Seeking the ignition, he was about to turn the car off when Sarah flinched in her seat and sent him a wide-eyed stare.

“We’ve forgotten about my sister!”

“What do you mean, your sister?”

“We were supposed to pick her up at the airport!”

Sinking into his seat, Kerry groaned and couldn’t do anything but stare at her. She stared back and eventually, a frown crept up on her face. She can frown all she want, Kerry thought to himself, the airport is a two hour drive away. When she didn’t quit staring at him, he grimaced, emitting another groan briefly before he parted his lips to speak.

“Fine. Forget it.”

Promptly, Sarah opened her door and left the car. Gritting his teeth, Kerry hurried to unbuckle his belt, push his door open and step outside, yelling after her.

“Jesus! Fine! We’ll pick her up!”

“No! Forget it!”

Planting a hand on his face, he ushered the deepest sigh he could possibly muster, sat back down in his seat, buckled up and sank into the cushion. Without a word, Sarah yanked the front door - to their house - open, then slammed it shut behind her. Even as she disappeared out of sight, he looked at the door, half-expecting her to reappear a moment later and get in the car with him. She never did, and Kerry was well aware of what that meant. Briefly before he backed out of the driveway, he counted the hours until he would be home. Properly.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

For the second time that day, Kerry drove his convertible into the driveway. Quickly, he turned off the ignition, terrified that Sarah would storm out of the doorway and scream how much she needed milk. Putting the vehicle in gear, he got out, carefully making his way for the door. It had been a horrible day, and all he could hope for was to find his girlfriend in a better mood. In total, the drive to and fro the airport cost him five hours. Darkness had set on the little neighborhood. If he had to guess, he’d say that the clock was now a little past eight.

Not only was the drive a long one; Sarah’s sister - Isabella - was excruciatingly quiet throughout the whole ride. She was not much fond of him. She had clearly expected her sister to be with him when they met at the airport. With one quick look of distaste, she hesitantly offered over her travel bag and silently slipped into the back seat. Kerry felt like a personal driver, desperately struggling to keep a conversation flowing. In the beginning, she offered him lazy responses to his constant stream of forced questions. In the end, she didn’t even bother replying at all and just sat there, staring mindlessly out of the window.

When he let Isabella off at her house, carried the hefty bag all the way up to the front door and was about to wish her a pleasant evening, something slipped out of him. By sheer accident, he thanked her. Sending him the dullest glance yet, Isabella shook her head with a sigh and wordlessly left him standing on the street. She didn’t thank him. He thanked her.

Cringing on the steps of his own front door, he realized that Isabella didn’t need to speak to let him know what she thought. Throughout the drive, she held a constant expression on her face that screamed one thing and one thing only; “You’re a loser, Kerry. You’re the biggest loser I know and I have no idea why my sister is dating you.”. Huffing, he opened the door and slipped inside without making too much noise. Taking his shoes off, he called out.

“Sarah? I’m home!”

No response came. Narrowing his eyes, he stopped to listen for a moment. He perked his ears, but couldn’t hear the television. In fact, he couldn’t hear a thing. There was a suffocating silence in the house, the type of quiet that lets you know that you are home all alone, completely by yourself. Placing his shoes against the wall - Sarah gave him a five minute lecture on cleaning up after oneself whenever he did not - Kerry advanced deeper into the hallway. There was an odd feeling in his stomach. Like he just swallowed a rock.

Slipping over the floor like a cat on the prowl for mice, Kerry paused momentarily when he reached the door to his living room. Closing his eyes, he muttered a quick prayer, took a deep breath, then hurried around the corner and cast a glance inside. Empty, with no sign of Sarah’s recent presence. Whenever she was home, Sarah always left the television on. She wanted noise around her, couldn’t cope in deep silence. His gaze temporarily dwelled on the dark screen before he turned, creeping along the wall for the kitchen. He didn’t know why he snuck around like a burglar, intent on looking through drawers in search of expensive silverware, but in the back of his head, there was a little voice nagging at him.

She’s not here.

She’s not home.

Like a soldier, seeking to clear a room, he pressed his back - which ached a little - up against the wall. If she was in the kitchen, she was just around the corner. A part of him didn’t wanna know the answer so he stalled and listened intently. Not a single sound came from the kitchen. It was dead quiet. As he spun around the corner, darting into the kitchen, he didn’t sincerely expect to find her. And just as he thought, she was nowhere to be seen.

She’s somewhere else.

She’s with him.

With his head down, he dragged his feet back into the hallway, stumbling over to support himself against the wall. He wanted cry, curl up in a little ball and sob into his knees. It wasn’t a question of where she was. He saw how she looked at him. Such awe, he hadn’t ever seen on her face before. It was not a look she ever sent him. His aura had left her mesmerized, unable to tear her eyes away and she ogled him like Kerry no longer was in same room. And then there was Seth. When he blinked at her, Kerry knew he wanted her in his bed. With the confidence he displayed, it didn’t come as a surprise that he had his way.

“What-.. What are you doing?”

Flinching, like the monster under his bed leapt up to attack him, Kerry hurried to turn and face the staircase. On the top of the stairs, stood Sarah, with a white towel wrapped around her head, and a beige bathrobe hugging her figure, tightly. Out of breath, he couldn’t even muster up a response. Cocking a dull eyebrow - much like Isabella - she stared down at him for a moment longer, blankly, then came down and walked past him into the kitchen.

“Dinner will be ready soon. How was the drive?”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Trailing his fork through the orange-tinted pasta, Kerry couldn’t keep his eyes off of his girlfriend. She sat next to him, only a foot away, but didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze was glued to the television. It was nine o’clock, so the news were on. When they were eating and nothing else was on, the news were the common choice for dinner-entertainment. She was gorgeous where she sat, wearing her grey, loose, comfortable onepiece. Her amber hair was tied up in a knot, though a couple of strands hung down on the sides of her face.

Two CuckCorp employees are currently detained after a series of investigations has left local authorities to believe that they are still pending their immigration appeals. Channel Three News reports that CuckCorp now faces a potential fine of sixty thousand dollars.

How could he have believed that she’d ever cheat on him? Just because she met a man in the gym and gawked a little? Was he really this jealous and overprotective of her?

“Hey?”, he tried, gently, and she looked his way. For a moment, they simply glanced at each other, deep in the eye, before she continued to watch the television. Kerry wanted to speak with her, but he didn’t know what to say. Her scent was strong, overpowering the smell of the pasta. A part of him wanted to jump her, and take her on the couch right then and there.

“Did I ever tell you that I know him?”, he continued, and she looked his way again. Squinting at him with a look of uncertainty adorning her features, he hurried to correct himself. “That I know Seth-.. You know, the man who wanted to jump in and do his set? Seth? Set?”

He half-heartedly flashed her an awkward grin. It quickly faded away when her reaction was to glance down at her plate, indifferently, stab a couple of pieces of pasta and press them between her lips. He was struck by a touch of annoyance when her eyes casually returned to the screen, again, as if he had been quiet all this time and hadn’t said anything at all.

Scratching his fork against the bottom of the plate, he spoke up again. “I know him from back in high school. You should’ve seen him. Made a huge fool out of himself. Never kept his pants on and always disappeared behind a shack to smoke. Thought he was so cool, puffing on his cigarettes. Everyone hated how he smelled. Always stank of tobacco.”

Sarah shot him a sharp stare. There was a momentary pause, before she shook her head from side to side and returned her attention to the news. “Don’t be mean, Kerry.”

After she chastised him, he went quiet. A strange feeling built up within him. At first, he couldn’t quite place it. After some time, he began to realize that what he felt was sheer and pure power. Suddenly, as if time had flown by so fast he hadn’t noticed, he was able to sit at home, eating dinner on the couch with his girlfriend and make fun of his bully. She’d feel pity for him - for his bully - and ask that Kerry stop. Because she believed him. Believed the past of which he falsely painted her a picture. Suddenly, out of the blue, Kerry felt so much better.

What came next drove Kerry to think that there is in fact such a thing as a god. He didn’t know how many there were. He didn’t know which religion they belonged to. But when Sarah, nonchalant as ever, left her fork on the empty, stained plate, turned to him and muttered, “Can you eat me out today?”, Kerry became convinced there was a god.

“You’ve to brush your teeth first.”, she said, as Kerry nodded profusely and got up from the couch, grabbing both plates, heading for the kitchen. “I don’t want you down there if your breath smells like pasta.”. Contemplating his response, he left it unsaid. He was far too excited to retort with, “Well. I don’t complain when you taste like shrimp down there.”

If that is what he had said, she might’ve lost the mood and that would’ve been the end of his pleasurable evening. Sarah was probably naive enough to assume he thought that eating her out was some sort of privilege. It wasn’t his favourite, but if he licked her wet between her legs, there was a chance, albeit a slim chance, that she’d be up for more.

As he ran up the staircase, eagerly tearing off his shirt on the way to the bathroom, kicking his pants off to stumble up to the sink in his underwear, he hoped she’d be up for more. So he brushed his teeth until they were spotless, white and bright. Until his breath only smelled of peppermint, the scent of his toothpaste. In the back of his head, the annoying voice that had been tormenting him ever since he encountered Seth, kept poking him. “If you only brush your teeth good enough-..”, it whispered, “maybe she’ll be up for anal after all?”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

It didn’t take long before he stood in the doorway to the bedroom, full of excitement. Sarah was already laying on the sheets with the back of her head on a pillow. Her legs, curled up so that her knees were pointing at the roof, slowly spread when she saw him. Gently, they slid to each side, flashing him the sight of her blue-tinted, velvet panties. It hid her flower, then slid up between her doughy buttocks as the underwear took the shape of a string. It was the coy, little smile she gave him that drove him closer, invited him to proceed.

His pulse was racing. The sight of her made his heart beat, rapidly. She hadn’t removed the towel that adorned her torso, though it wasn’t in the way. When he stood at the edge of the bed, she wiggled a finger, beckoning him over. Carefully, he placed a knee on the bed, then another, basking pridefully in her beauty. For a moment, he only took in her sight, the pale skin and the supple body. With a quivering hand, he reached out to touch her. Strangely, he expected her to roll away, withdraw herself from him. He didn’t know why. Luckily, she didn’t, and he ushered a sigh of relief, grasping the thick thigh, crawling in between her legs.

Hooking his fingers into the rim of her thong, he slid them down her legs, teasingly. Bucking her hips up, she helped him reveal her pink lips. They captured his gaze, and for a moment, he couldn’t look away. Swollen, puffy and smooth they were, so colourful in the reflection of the bright ceiling lamp. Discarding himself of her underwear in a blue, little pile on the side of the mattress, he grabbed her knees with both hands and sought to split her legs. With a giggle, she resisted, fought him, squeezed them shut. If she wanted to play, she’d get to play, he thought, and found all his strength, trying to pry them apart.

Her knees didn’t budge. Easily, she locked them together, wielding the sheer power of her thighs to protect herself from him. Red-faced and flustered, he kept trying, pulling and groaning with effort. Snickering teasingly, she kept them shut, cracking up at the sight of his futile efforts. Kerry blushed, then gave up and looked away. A faint frown was creeping up on his features. Sending him an amused smile, she ushered a dainty, “Awh.”

He shot her a glare, but she simply beamed a bright smile at him, then slowly began to part her thighs. Humiliated, he no longer felt like going down on her, but the glimpse of her pretty flower immediately drew his attention. Stuffing the tip of her finger between her lips, she bit her nail as she opened up her legs, staring at him, expectantly. Huffing, he gave in, sinking down on his elbows, dropping his head between her supple thighs.

Looking up at her, he saw how her bosom heaved up and down, quickly, in anticipation. She was ready, waiting. So he thought he’d let her wait a little longer. Puckering his lips, he lightly stroke his kissers against the back of her thigh. Up and down, his lips went, until he slid them all the way down, planting a quick kiss right by her swollen lips. Moaning softly, she put a hand on the back of his head and tried to guide him down, but this time, it was his turn to resist. Escaping her grasp, he pecked her on her shaved pelvis, kissing his way down.

She tensed in preparation, arched her back like a cat, pushing her gift in his face. He could smell her, the feminine scent soaring up his nostrils. It was sweet, with a touch of girly musk, and Kerry found it irresistible. When he was about to plant his lips on her flower, he stopped and she groaned with annoyance. Cocking his head back, he grinned up at her, watching her pout down at him with a frown. That’d teach her to play with him.

Her hand sought the back of his head, intertwining her little hand in the black locks of his hair. Taking a firm grasp, she attempted to yank him down. Wincing, he found himself faceplanting her crotch, his buttony nose squished between her sweet nether lips with a bit of a squelch. “Lick.”, she demanded, and there was no coyness in her voice now. For a moment, he hesitated, then slowly slipped his tongue out of his mouth and lapped at her slit.

Softening her grip, she collapsed against her pillow with a sigh of content. She kept her fingers in his hair, though didn’t control him. Slowly, he slid his tongue between the pink lips and gave her a long-drawn, patient lick. Inside, she was velvet and soft, bathing his tongue in her warmth. Obediently, he tasted her, and a tangy, musky taste stuck to his tongue. He heard her moan, and in the corner of his eye, saw her grip the sheets, tightly. It encouraged him, so he dipped his nose between her fleshy lips and pressed his face into her flower.

Crawling up on each side of her pussy, his hands came to rest upon each flap, guiding them to each side to reveal the hooded, little button on the top of her flower. As if he was handling expensive porcelain, he softly pulled the hood back, revealing the sensitive clit, giving it a light, gentle touch. Immediately, she twitched, parting her lips, panting heavily. “C-.. Careful”, she moaned, as he shook his face against the wettening lips, staining his face with her juice.

Velvet walls clenched down on his tongue. Eager moans became louder and louder. He was controlling her now. She was wrapped around his little finger. Retracting, he planted kisses full of passion across the sweet flower, brushing his lips up along the swollen lips. Her breathing intensified. Her thighs came up, closing in around his head. In a moment, she’d selfishly trap him, and keep him in place until he satisfied her. But today, he was going to be in control. Today, he was going to have his way with her.

Exhaling, he ushered his warm breath out upon her button. She gasped, shivering upon the mattress, begging him with her wriggling body. He kept breathing, teasing her as he approached the sensitive nub, closing in like a wary predator. But just as his lips were about to touch her pounding clit, he withdrew, and dropped back down to place kisses upon either side of her thighs, playfully. She didn’t like it. Through clenched teeth, she released a short, high-pitched scream of sheer frustration and got up on her elbows to glare at him.

Muffling his own giggle by pressing her lips against a part of her squished backside, he looked up at her with amusement flaring up in his eyes. Controlling her pleasure felt indescribably good. Sarah always ran things. Sarah always got her way. Never did she let him take any initiative, and then she’d complain he was too passive in bed. So, as the man of the house, Kerry would tease her, and tease her, and tease her. Until she was but a shivering mess on the mattress, moaning like a whore, on the verge of orgasm.

“Pffrrrbt.”

When the warm gust of air struck him in the face, he flinched and promptly retracted, locking wide eyes down at Sarah. Hysterically, she was dying with laughter, curling up into a shrieking little ball of sassy woman on the bed. His breath picked up. For a moment, he didn’t understand what happened. His mind was completely blank. It wasn’t until a pungent stench rose around him that he finally realized what she had done. Sarah, laughing uncontrollably, stopped for a split second, took in the sight of his face, then burst back into laughter. Frowning down at her, Kerry, shaking his head, stood up and backed away.

“I’m-.. I’m sorry!”, she cried out through her hysterical guffaws, laughing herself teary-eyed on the bed. He didn’t find it funny. Not at all. His face felt stained, like she had painted his face with buttmusk that clung to his skin. Frowning deeper, he shot her a final glare, turned on his heels and marched out of the doorway. On the way out, he grabbed his phone from a nearby table and headed for the bathroom across the hallway. He needed to wash his face.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Placing his phone down on the side of the sink, he put the water on and let it fill up in the united palms of his hands. It formed a little pool of hot water, which he then splashed on his face. Upon the marble surface, his phone vibrated. It was probably Sarah, too lazy to get out of bed, demanding that he come back and finish what he started. Frowning at himself in the mirror, he doused his face again before he turned the water off. It wasn’t really the fart that got to him. Kerry knew that. Sarah humiliated him. And worst of all, she did it on purpose.

While drying his hands with a towel, his phone vibrated again. Sarah was getting impatient, was she? Couldn’t wait for his tongue? Then why’d she refuse him access until she had proved how uselessly weak he was? Why’d she fart in his face when he didn’t do precisely what she demanded? Did she think he was her slave, only here to serve and eat her out whenever she pleased? What did it matter, if she was stronger in the gym?

Wasn’t he still the man of the house?

When the phone vibrated for a third time, he growled a little and shot the device the fiercest glare he could manage. Still, a part of him wanted to see her texts. Maybe she felt sorry, and planned to lure him back to bed with the promise of two orgasms that night. Huffing as curiosity defeated his anger, he grabbed the phone and cocked his hip against the sink for support. Three new messages lit up at him. They weren’t from Sarah.

Squinting, he quickly typed in his password, then clicked his messages. It was a number he didn’t recognize. Kerry added everyone he knew to his contacts. He liked watching the list grow, so he’d take every chance to add another name to his collection. These messages came from a stranger. A touch of unease crept up his back, and suddenly, he didn’t feel like opening the messages anyway. Could it be a virus? Did it work that way?

Biting his bottom-lip, he closed the toilet lid and sat down. His gaze never left the screen of his phone. Pondering, he hovered his finger over the touchscreen. He knew that he shouldn’t open them, but he didn’t know why. Temptation grew, and finally became too much. Pressing his finger on the newest message, a row of three videoclips came up. From the thumbnails alone, he couldn’t see what it contained. Blurry and queer, they told him nothing.

Pausing, he perked his ears. No sound of Sarah in the hallway. Adjusting the volume down, he took a deep breath, then pressed the play icon and sat back. In the beginning, he couldn’t tell what he was looking at. The picture was unclear, and the camera shook, violently. There were sounds, deep grunting and high-pitched moaning, but it didn’t make sense to him. Two shapes, wriggling and worming, embraced each other, though the camera was angled so close that all he saw was pale flesh and tan muscles, the side of a pair of torsos.

Suddenly, a hand came up for the camera. It was a manly hand, thick, large and veiny. It grabbed the camera, lifted it up, and then the picture was temporarily distorted. When it cleared, he saw a face, smiling nastily into the frame of the photo. In the background, there lay a woman. Lanky, with pale skin and a supple, bare bottom. Lazily, she was looking at the camera too, a hint of a smile on her plump lips. Putting the camera up in the correct angle, much further away, the man gave a wave, then turned his attention to the girl. Kerry almost collapsed off of the toilet. For the face he had seen, looked eerily familiar. It was Seth.

If he had been uneasy before, he was on the verge of panic now. It wasn’t the sight of Seth’s chiseled jaw, swollen shoulders or broad chest that drove fear into him. It was the woman in the background, who rolled over on her back, lovingly wrapping her arms around the muscular man, pulling him into a passionate, long, deep kiss. It was the woman in the background, who planted her hands on his firm backside and gave it a squeeze, moaning whorishly with her lips squished against his, trailing her fingers between his strong legs.

For the woman had a striking resemblance to his girlfriend. So similar she was, that when the couple on the screen rolled over in unison and she mounted his lap, shooting a sharp stare into the lense of the camera, Kerry became certain she had a twin sister. Steadying herself upon Seth, who now lay flat on the bed, the clone bit her lip and began to bounce up and down, the sound of buttcheeks clapping against pelvis erupting out of his speaker. She gasped, dug her fingers into his rock-like stomach and threw her head back, squealing with joy. On the toilet, Kerry thought that the twin sister squealed much like his girlfriend.

Humping away like his crotch was a trampoline, the moaning woman slammed her butt down on him, locking gazes with the hunk beneath her. She was facing the camera, and Seth, on his back, was facing away. From this angle, Kerry caught a glimpse of the cock, faintly made out between the rapid bouncing. Widening his eyes, he gawked in awe. It was as if time itself had stopped, and all the clocks in the world ceasing their ticking simultaneously. It couldn’t be Sarah in the video. It was a ploy meant to frighten him, cooked up by Seth earlier the same day, when he ran into a woman so alike Sarah, no one could tell the difference.

In his chest, his heart was pounding away, chaotically. Adrenaline rushed through his frame, and kept him strangely still where he sat, magically drawn to the video on his screen. When the frame froze, and he saw that the time had ran out, Kerry clicked on the second video with a quivering finger, missing the play button on his first few tries. A familiar feeling took residence in his gut, like a hefty stone, weighing him down, compelling him to stay.

Sarah wouldn’t cheat on him.

Sarah wouldn’t cheat on him.

Sarah would cheat on him.

Sarah would cheat on him.

Sarah was cheating on him.

Sarah was cheating on him.

In the new video, the couple lay at a sideways angle, facing the camera. When it began, the muscular man was pressing the face of his lover into the sheets. When he finally let her up, her flustered likeness met him once more, down to the little beauty spot on the top of her lip and the cute freckles surrounding her buttony nose. As much as he didn’t wish to believe it, there was no doubt in his mind that this was Sarah. His girlfriend, viciously humped from the back by Seth and his big, fat dick. He rode her like a slut, pounded his pelvis against her rump, and she was moaning, loudly, rolling her eyes into the back of her head.

“Your little wimp of a boyfriend is a faggot. Say it!”

“My bo-.. My boyfriend is a faggot! Aaah!”

Strong fingers held her by the hair, tugging her neck back awkwardly, flashing her flawless facial features to the camera. There was a silly look on her face, and she looked even dumber when her tongue came out of her mouth, flapping around to the rhythm of the powerful thrusts. Blinking back tears, Kerry couldn’t take his eyes off of his screen.

“Who has the biggest cock, bitch?”, Seth sneered, pummeling his hips down upon the fat rear underneath him. “Tell the camera. Who has the biggest cock?”

“You-.. You do!”, the woman gasped, biting her bottom-lip for a moment to stifle a loud, deep moan of sheer and utter pleasure. “You-.. You are so much bigger! Ah! Ah!”

Lowering the phone for a moment, Kerry stared blankly into the air. His throat felt dry, and tears were streaming down his cheeks. He blinked furiously, tried to stop the stream but to no avail; they kept flowing, ceaselessly. Stemming from his phone came a quick scream, and he couldn’t stop himself from looking down upon the pair of lovers. Splitting her flower upon his meaty member, Seth had also began to smack her on the side of her butt, clapping the palm of his hand against the wobbly flesh. He was so rough, like a wild beast, painfully tugging her hair, driving her into the mattress with his cock, spanking away at her ass.

Shoving Sarah into the camera, so that her face took most of the frame, Kerry could hear seth growl behind her. “What are you gonna do when you get home, slut? Hm? When you sleep with that little sissy? What did we talk about? What do you wanna do?”

Looking at the camera through a dull, hazy gaze, Sarah flashed her teeth at the lense with a naughty grin and giggled between her moans, “I’m going to fart in his stupid face!”

It ended there, the video froze and there was no more. His panicking breath sounded loudly through the confines of the bathroom. Kerry wasn’t as quick to press the next video. He stalled, didn’t want too, couldn’t click it. In the end, he did, for he needed to know. The contents of the third - and final - video couldn’t remain a mystery. As the spinning wheel came up on his screen, he realized he already knew what he was about to see.

What met him was the sight of a big, pale rump, pointing up in the air, bare for the whole world to see. Seth, muttering something inaudible, wasn’t in the frame, until the tip of a cock suddenly appeared. His whole length followed, casually sliding all the way up to the naked butt, poking a buttcheek. It was a massive dick, with thick veins and a swollen, pink tip. In truth, Sarah hadn’t lied to the camera. Seth was, by all means, so much bigger.

“Spread them.”, Seth commanded, quietly. Obediently, a pair of hands came up into the frame, grabbing each doughy buttock, splitting them to each side. Her flower, pink, swollen and leaking with juice, shone up at Kerry, teasingly. When he saw how wet she was - how it dribbled down the back of her thighs - the stone in his stomach expanded, and his legs grew entirely numb. But what came next was even worse, and Kerry couldn’t believe his eyes.

Bewildered, he saw how Seth lined himself up behind the eager woman, spreading her cheeks for him. Dumbfounded, he saw how Seth gripped his cock, guiding it up between the buttocks, rubbing the tip of his dick briefly against the soft dough. Stunned, he saw how Seth pointed the bulbous tip straight at the brown, wrinkly butthole beaming at the camera. With a quick prod, cock against asshole, he made Sarah yelp and tense. Grunting deeply, he placed the tip right upon her puffy pooper, rubbing the head against the brown eye.

Though he could only see her bottom, it was clear that Sarah shook, the pale buttcheeks jiggling softly as she restlessly wriggled on the floor. Taking his time, Seth adjusted his length and took a sideways stance, allowing the camera a perfect view of how he began to press the tip of his monstrous pride upon the meek butthole. It didn’t fit, so Seth, with the help of his hips, began pushing harder. There was a groan, a mixture of pain and uncertainty, and Seth stopped pushing. With a hand on her rear, he spoke up, gently.

“You said you wanted me to be your first.”

“Y-.. Yes. It’s-.. It’s just so big.”

Scoffing, Seth clapped her on the ass, once, then kept pressing. His thick shaft bent awkwardly, battling with the brown eye, threatening to slip in. There was a moment of sheer and utter silence, when all moans and grunts died down, before the tip of the fat cock slipped inside the ass and his girlfriend ushered a high-pitched squeal. “Ow! Ow! Ow!”, she cried up at him, and Seth stroked her on the hip, soothingly, daring a gentle thrust. Her butthole tightly clenched down on the fat prick, trying to swallow every single inch of fat dick, hungrily.

She took another inch, moaning wildly, the sheer girth stretching her brown eye wider than it had ever been stretched before. With the phone up in the air for so long, Kerry’s hand was also about to go numb. Wide-eyed, he watched the hungry rump swallow another inch of thick dick, then another, while seeking to place his phone down on his lap. That is when he became aware of his own cock, rock hard, straining painfully against his underwear. Placing a palm on his crotch, he began rubbing his length. His own small, weak, useless length.

Just then, the picture froze, depicting a frozen cock stuffed deep in a frozen ass. With a gasp, Kerry realized it was the end of the video. He wouldn’t be able to see it. They only intended to flash him a glimpse, the mere beginning. There was a tent on his crotch, the fabric of his underwear held up by his erect prick, throbbing with need. Biting his lip, a whimper still escaped, and he looked up through teary eyes, glanced at the door.

Carefully, he slid through the hallway. Tears had been wiped away with a towel, after another thorough face wash. His phone, locked behind his password, had been left by the sink. His erection had died down, though there was still an uncomfortable prickling between his legs, as if his balls were pent-up and he needed release, but hadn’t been given any. Dragging his feet up to the bedroom door, which was closed, he knocked once, then entered, cautiously.

Sarah was still on the bed, with her knees pulled up and a phone in her lap. When she saw him enter, a coy smile spread across her plump lips. His breath was heavy as he entered the room, quietly shutting the door behind him, approaching the mattress, slowly. Putting the phone away, she welcomed him by parting her legs, flashing him the sight of her pink, swollen lips and the brown little eye just barely visible between the squished buttocks. It looked a little wider, Kerry thought, as he dropped down on all fours, crept up on the mattress, cast his girlfriend a long, silent stare, then submissively fell between her legs.

The End
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