

Secret Desires

It can be so incredibly frustrating when you want sex more than your partner.

Dark thoughts can swirl through your head when that happens.

An agreement between my boyfriend and my friend may bring those thoughts out into the real world.

What will the real world turn out to be even darker than my thoughts?


Chapter One

I met Chris about six months ago through my classes, but about two months ago we have really become good friends. We started working on class projects over coffee, which turned into drinks every once in a while, inviting him over for game nights, and now we hang out at least once a week, even if we no longer have any classes together.

Sometimes we hang out with my boyfriend, we often all go out for drinks and get drunk together, and all of our game nights have been with my boyfriend and sometimes my other friends. My boyfriend is not a jealous person in any way, and he trusts me completely, so while he enjoys hanging out with Chris as well, most of the time I’m just hanging out with Chris alone. I still think it’s good and healthy to have friends outside of a relationship, but Chris and I’s friendship is in danger of going a little farther.

I have never been tempted to cheat on my boyfriend before, and I’m not really tempted now. The problem is that I’m incredibly attracted to Chris. There’s no problem with having attractive friends, my boyfriend’s female friends are all very pretty, too, but this goes beyond being simply attracted to him.

I want him. I want him bad.

Every time I’m around him now I can’t stop flashes of fucking him hard popping up in my brain. I’ve been actively shutting them down whenever they come up, and I’ve been wondering if he’s noticed that I act a little weird around him now. Can he tell that I’m horny as fuck every time I see him? God, I hope not. I just know that I can’t keep this up, I feel weird hanging out with him now, almost like I’m cheating on my boyfriend without even doing anything. I just can’t do it, and it’s not fair to anyone.

All of these thoughts bubbled out when Chris surprised me when I was home alone. “Hey, what are you doing here?”

“Hey, I was in the area, running some errands and I figured I’d stop by and see what you guys were up to, if you wanted to hang out?” He had come in casually and was looking around for my boyfriend, but standing noticeably close to me. My heart started beating just a bit faster.

“Oh that’s nice of you, Jacob should be home any minute, but we can’t hang out today, I’m sorry.” I think something in my voice betrayed what I was thinking, because he looked concerned and then asked, “Is everything OK?”

I sighed and couldn’t quite look him in the eye, walking to the kitchen to try to get up the nerve to talk to him, and Chris followed me in. I wasn’t going to get another perfect chance to tell him what I was thinking. “I gotta be honest with you, I don’t think we should hang out anymore. It’s… complicated.”

I didn’t know this, but Jacob had come home right before I said this and had heard me tell Chris that we can’t be friends. The kitchen was blocked off from the living room and I didn’t realize he was home and could hear everything we were saying.

Chris looked incredibly hurt, but didn’t really skip a beat before saying, “I feel it too, you know.” His voice had gotten deeper, and he was looking at me like he wanted to devour me. He took a step closer to me, stopping when he was within arm’s reach. “I know why you’re trying to get rid of me, and I like Jacob and everything, but I can’t deny how much I want you right now.”

It felt like my heart had dropped, in both a good and bad way. “I can’t do anything, Chris. I’m very happy with Jacob, I would never do anything to hurt him, especially not cheat. And I’m sorry, but I have to be blunt - I have no interest in dating you.” I thought this would be the end of the discussion. After all, I didn’t want to date him, I just wanted to fuck him. And even if I wanted to, I wasn’t actually tempted to give in, cheating was just out of the question.

“Oh don’t worry; I don’t want to date you, either. I just want to do all of the things that I think about doing to you,” he said with a dark smile that made my stomach flip excitedly. At this point, not that I knew it at the time, Jacob was actually standing right outside the kitchen, listening and waiting to hear what I was going to say.

“It doesn’t matter,” I told him. “I would never cheat, but I can’t keep hanging out with you feeling the way that I do. Please just make this easy and go.” I tried to not sound harsh, I really didn’t want to hurt Chris, either, but it was the only option. He didn’t leave, however.

“Look, I’m not going to force you into anything, but just hear me out. Do you remember about a month ago when you and I got trashed, I think Jacob was at work or something?” I nodded, it was a fun night, we had told each other a lot of personal things, but I was so drunk that night I’m not entirely sure of everything I said to him.

“I know you were drunk, and you also said that you were really happy with Jacob, but you also told me that your sex drive is so much higher than his, and you’re always left not able to fuck as much as you want. This could be the solution! No more being left unsatisfied.”

He left it open-ended, like he was waiting for me to confirm this. “Ok yes, I did say that, and it’s true, but I also remember telling you that our sex life is incredible and it doesn’t matter to me that it doesn’t happen as much as I want it to, because when we do have sex it’s awesome.” I was getting a little exasperated. If he really thought I was going to cheat just because my sex life wasn’t as frequent as I wanted, that was just ridiculous.

“That wasn’t the only thing you shared with me that night. You told me about the things you’re into, how kinky you are, what you want to be done to you. I know you’re happy with the sex you’re having with Jacob, but isn’t the point of sleeping with different people to have different kinds of sex? I could offer that to you.” He had somehow gotten himself right in front of me. When did he move? How did I not notice it? Now he was almost close enough for me to lean over and kiss. I had to violently thrust that thought away.

“I know how to satisfy you, and I want to. I will fulfill every fantasy if that’s what you want.”

I almost couldn’t talk; a lump had grown in my throat. God I was so turned on, but it didn’t do anything to change my mind. “Chris, no. Just no. I’m not going to budge on this; I would never do anything like that to Jacob.”

His face fell: he knew his last attempt had failed. He started to turn away, but then stopped. “What if you talked to Jacob yourself? What if he agreed to something like this?”

I was so taken by shock I couldn’t even formulate a response at first. “What? You’re serious? Just ask my boyfriend if I can screw someone else?” He nodded and gave a big goofy smile, knowing how ridiculous it sounded but wanting it to happen anyway. “Why not?” He said.

“I can’t let him think that I want to open our relationship because there’s something wrong with me and him. Even if I thought that was a good idea, and I don’t, there’s no way I could convince him that anything between me and you is just sex, no other feelings. And he would just worry that there’s something wrong with him or our sex life, and there isn’t! I love the sex we have, there’s absolutely nothing wrong with it, there isn’t a problem to be fixed, but I can’t have him thinking there is one. Just no.”

Jacob surprised the hell out of me when he popped into the kitchen. I was immediately mortified; how much had he heard, and would he be upset or think that I was considering cheating on him? I couldn’t let that happen. “Babe, I’m not sure what you heard but I swear nothing has happened and nothing is going to happen.” Chris had whirled around at the crushed look on my face and was looking sheepishly at his shoes, probably terrified Jacob would want to hit him.

“It’s ok baby. I heard every word. And I actually think you should do this.” Jacob said.




Chapter Two

I stood there not able to think, let alone respond. There is no way my boyfriend just told me he’d be ok with me sleeping with someone else. I just said the first thing that came to mind, “Chris, can you please leave? I need to talk to Jacob, just us.” Chris’s surprised smile faded a little when I said this, but he nodded and left, smiling again as he passed Jacob.

When he was gone I looked at my boyfriend, dumbfounded. “You can’t be serious?”

He came up to me, putting his arms around me and holding me close. “Babe, I heard everything you said, I came in right when you said you couldn’t be friends with him anymore. Look, I know you’re fine with us, I know there isn’t a problem between us, but let’s face it: you aren’t satisfied. I believe you that there’s nothing more than sex between you and Chris, and I trust that you would never leave me for someone else nor would you ever cheat on me. You’re too good of a person. But it’s also my job to make sure you’re happy, in every aspect, and I know that by exploring other options you could be much happier than you are right now. I don’t think that you doing this would negatively affect me or us. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, but I am completely fine if you want to start sleeping with Chris. I’ve actually been thinking about something similar to this myself.”

“Wow, you actually mean that? I mean, I’ve kind of been thinking about it, too, but I didn’t think it’d be a good idea. I’m worried you’ll get upset about it, or we’ll drift apart, or you’ll think there’s something wrong with you, because there’s nothing wrong at all!” I had gotten excited about the idea of having more sex, but my anxieties about what could go wrong bubbled up like crazy.

Jacob kissed me deeply, wrapping his arms tightly around me. When he pulled away he said, “I love you babe. None of that is going to happen! We’ve been together a long time, and that isn’t going to change any time soon, especially not because of this. I trust you, and I think this is a good idea. You worry that sleeping with someone else is going to push me away, and I worry that by not being satisfied you’re going to pull away in the long-run. The first one is just not going to happen, but the second one might. If there’s anything I can do to make you happy, I’m going to do it. I want you to do this.”

“God, I love you so much,” I told him and pulled him down for another deep kiss. “I need to think about it.” Part of me wanted to just scream ‘yes’ right then, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“Of course, baby, whatever you need to do. But hey, why don’t you think about it in the bedroom. Come on.” I thought he couldn’t surprise me more than he already had, but then, after telling me I should sleep with someone else, he grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom.

He started kissing me hard, and after being taken by surprise, I kissed him back. A fire seemed to light inside both of us and we began practically mauling each other, quickly tearing off each other’s clothes while still standing beside our bed. His hands would immediately cover any skin revealed as my clothes quickly disappeared in front of him. Our shirts and shorts were thrown behind him, my bra and panties were dropped on the ground at my feet, and I tore down his underwear as one of his hands went to my breasts and roughly massaged them as his other hand immediately went down to rub my clit hard, tearing loud moans out of my throat. I was so wet from the conversation before and he was being so sexy right now. I couldn’t help but melting whenever he took charge over my body.

He twirled me around and roughly pushed me over the side of the bed, pulling my hips back against him, and I felt his hard dick push against me. I tried propping myself up on my hands, but he forced me back down. His hand went to my head and pushed my face into the blankets right as he plunged inside of me, fully sliding in easily with how wet I was.

He began fucking me hard and fast, slapping against my ass with every thrust, audible even over my screams of pleasure into the blankets. He leaned over me, able to drive and grind into me even harder, and an orgasm seemed to bubble up almost out of nowhere. His hand dug into my hair and twisted, still holding me down, and the firm touch quickly pushed me over the edge.

My pussy convulsed around his dick, my hips bucked faster against him, and all thoughts fled as pleasure flooded in.

My orgasm had just subsided when I heard him grunt above me, and he gave two more final hard thrusts into me before pulling out and his load landed on my ass and lower back. He slowly let go of my hair and bent over the bed to lie down next to me. I reached out and touched his arm. “That was incredible, baby. I can’t believe that conversation got you in the mood!” I laughed at him, still trying to catch my breath.

“That was amazing. I guess I enjoy the thought of you fucking someone else. I want to see you come home from his place and undress in front of me, showing me the bruises and marks he gives you. I want to see and feel your pussy, sloppy, red, and swollen from getting pounded by someone else before I fuck you myself.”

God the dirty look in his eyes as he said this made my heart and stomach flip. “God babe, that sounds amazing. I didn’t know you’d be into that.”

He got up and onto the bed, pulling me up with him. He laid me on my back, head against the pillows and his hand trailed lightly from my neck slowly down to my breast, circling my nipple slowly before trailing farther south until it found my clit. “Does that mean you’re still thinking about it?”

His hand quickened, rubbing my clit with his thumb faster when I nodded. He kept his thumb on my clit and slid a couple of his fingers inside me at the same time. My back arched a little and a few moans left my mouth.

He began alternating from circling his thumb around my clit and rubbing it hard, while switching from fingering me fast to massaging my g-spot. His other hand went up to my breast and began lightly pinching and twisting my nipple, running his thumb over it and then back to pulling it.

Jacob had always known how to get me to cum quickly, he was genuinely the best in bed I’ve ever had. This time the orgasm built up slowly, starting as a dull fire around his hands and slowly got bigger every minute. Not long after, I moaned out “Oh baby I’m gonna cum,” and my back arched more, my hand went up to the wall behind me so I could grind into his hand more easily.

He surprised me by asking, “Are you gonna fuck Chris?” He sounded hopeful, and I could hear the desire in his voice.

“Maybe. I still need to think about it,” I told him. I wanted to say yes so badly, but what if I said yes too enthusiastically and he got weirded out? That was probably stupid to worry about, but I couldn’t handle doing anything to hurt him.

“Then I guess you don’t get to cum,” He said and began pulling his hands away from me.

“Baby, no! Please let me cum!” I couldn’t handle it, I was so close and I needed to finish.

“If you want to cum, then say yes to this. Are you gonna fuck Chris?” He placed his hands against me again and my hips started bucking against him.

His words pushed out all of the doubts in my head, and as the orgasm took me I screamed out, “Yes, yes! I’ll fuck Chris, and then I’m gonna come home and fuck you so hard.” I couldn’t keep talking, my words fell into unintelligible moans of pleasure. Jacob kept his hands moving fast until my hips relaxed and my orgasm heavenly passed.

When the orgasm had passed he pulled his hands away, but immediately grabbed my legs and pulled me towards them, placing his legs around his hips. He didn’t waste any time before he plunged his hard dick inside me again, thrusting in and out of me quick. I wrapped my arms around him, bring him closer to me and pushed my own hips back into him as quick as I could.

He pulled away and placed his hand around my neck, squeezing tight as he looked at me. My muffled moans came out as we both came together, for me the third time in an hour.




Chapter Three

Later that night, Jacob and I were relaxing on the couch, and I couldn’t stop thinking about the sex we had earlier, and also couldn’t stop thinking about what sex with Chris would be like. He said he could meet my kinky fantasies, was that true?

“Hey, you should text Chris. Just talk to him, figure out what you guys want to do together and how you want it to be.”

I was so happy to hear this. “Alright, I’ll text him. Are you sure it won’t make you feel weird, me talking to him about sex, or leaving you one night to go fuck him?”

He laughed, “Of course not! I want to at least be here when you come home, and I think I’d love it if you were sexting him while we were hanging out. Granted not all the time, but still. I have no problem at all.”

Damn, he really did enjoy the idea of me fucking someone else. This was so awesome, I don’t know how I got so lucky. I really was fine the way we were, I don’t think I’d ever get bored with him or anything, but the opportunity to have more sex, and have it be way kinkier than Jacob was into, was too good to pass up. “Alright, but I don’t think it’d be a good idea to see him like that more than like once a week. Maybe even that would be too much.”

“Hmm,” he said, “I think once a week is good. God this is so hot.” I giggled and picked up my phone to tell Chris what had happened. He told me that he was really excited, and hoped I would come over soon. I told him I could see him in two days. I couldn’t stop myself from asking him if he was serious, that he could join me in all the kinks I liked and wanted to try. He already knew what they were, I remembered more of that conversation, and he said he couldn’t wait.

Finally, at the end of our conversation, he gave me instructions for the night I was to come over. And he told me if I didn’t follow them, I’d be punished.




Chapter Four

The night finally came for me to go over to Chris’s place. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. I was getting ready, and per Chris’s instructions, I put on the laciest thong and bra I owned, luckily a matching black set that I looked amazing in. Jacob walked into the bedroom right after I put them on, and seemed to be frozen in place as he eyed me up and down. The idea that I was about to go fuck someone else was the only thing on both of our minds, and we were both incredibly horny.

He strode in confidently, and pushed me against the wall and kissed me hard. He didn’t even touch me before spinning me around and quickly pulled out his already-hard cock. He pushed my thong to the side, pulled out my hips a little, and slammed into me, pressing my shoulders into the wall as he did so.

I curled my hands against the wall as he fucked me hard, screaming out. Normally we only had sex once every week or even every other week, and now he was fucking me twice in almost as many days. I was already ramped up into over-drive, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about tonight, and I was so worked up I don’t think Jacob was fucking me for more than two minutes before an orgasm hit me full force. My legs started shaking, I was partly being held up by his hands firmly on my hips, and he was practically shoving me into the wall with every thrust. He must have been as excited as I was, because shortly after he pulled out and pushed me down onto my knees. I turned around as I fell and took all of him down my throat in one go, quickly rubbing his balls and pulling my head back and forth. He held my head still and slammed as far down my throat as he could, shooting his load straight down.

He groaned above me, and slowly drew away when he was done cumming. I knew he had wanted to cum down my throat as a courtesy to Chris. He was the one who wanted obvious sloppy seconds, not Chris.

This amazing detour was making me late, however, and one of Chris’s rules was that I had to be there by 8:00 sharp, and I didn’t want to be punished for getting there late. I quickly got dressed, in a tight tank top and the shortest skirt I owned, and said goodbye to Jacob. He held me tight and kissed me deeply before giving my ass a small spank as I headed out the door.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I headed over to Chris’s place. I made it barely in time, knocking on the door right when my phone told me it was 8:00. “Come in!” I heard Chris shout from inside his apartment.

I repeated his instructions in my head as I stepped inside. I walked in, took off my shoes and put down my purse. I knew the layout of his apartment really well, so it was easy for me to make my way to his living room, crawling on all fours. As I entered, I saw him sitting in his armchair, and I paused for half a second at his sexy form, dressed in a crisp white button down and slacks, trying to look distinguished, before I continued my crawl towards him. I was determined to be rewarded for obeying his orders.

I crawled to his feet, and moved my hands up his calves to his thighs as I raised myself and rubbed him over his pants. He was already hard. I looked up at him as I undid his pants, and he was looking at me like a hunter looks at his soon-to-be kill. Spurred on by this, I pulled out his dick and began stroking it while I wrapped my lips and tongue around the head.

I went back and forth from licking up and down his entire length and bobbing my head up and down, until I was able to easily take his entire length down my throat. I slowly lifted my lips until just the tip was still in my mouth and then slowly went down to his base, taking him as deep as I could. I began getting faster every time I went down, until I was bobbing my head as fast as I could. I continued like this for a long time, my neck and jaw were getting sore but I didn’t want to stop, I was enjoying the groans too much.

Soon, his hand landed on my head and helped me move, but it wasn’t long before he shoved my head down all the way, his hips bucked up, and he held me there as he came straight down my throat, like Jacob had done earlier.

He lifted my head up, and tilted it up so I was looking straight up at him. “Good girl,” he said. I smiled wide, surprised at how happy his words had made me. I had followed every instruction he gave me a couple days ago. “Every time you come over, you’re first going to do exactly what you did tonight, unless I tell you to do something different. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” I replied. He pulled up on my hair, forcing me to stand up in front of him. His hands fell to my waist, and then down to the hem of my too-short skirt. He traced the skin around the hem, and then slowly drew his fingers up under my skirt, hooked around my thong, and slowly drew them down, tickling me.

My skin tingled wherever he touched me, it had been so long since I was with anyone except Jacob, but it had felt so natural earlier. He reached around to grab my ass and pulled slightly, forcing me to step as close as possible to him. I grabbed onto his shoulders as one of his hands went to slowly move along my slit, feeling how wet I already was. He pushed my lips apart to rub along my clit, coating his hand with my slickness. His other hand stayed gripping my ass, stabilizing me as he pushed onto my clit, rubbing and circling it hard.

I closed my eyes, feeling his hand work me well, and already moaning loudly. My eyes flashed open as he slipped two of his fingers inside of me, massaging my g-spot hard and pumping his fingers in and out of me. I tightened my grip on his shoulders as I felt an orgasm already growing. “You’re gonna lose count of how many times I make you cum tonight,” he growled up at me as he quickened his pace with his fingers inside me and his thumb on my clit. We only had until 10:00, but I had no doubt that he was going to make me cum over and over, even in just two hours. The look he gave me helped the orgasm to bubble over the edge, and I screamed out, looking into the eyes of someone other than my boyfriend who was making me have a shattering orgasm.

Finally my screams lowered into moans, and he pulled his hand away from me. He got up, making me step back from him, and led me to the bedroom. “Now, I don’t want to do anything too involved tonight, we need to take the time to trust each other in this type of space. I don’t want to put you in any situation that you can’t get out of yourself until you trust me to do so.” He kissed me then, pulling up my tank top up over my head, and then moved to my lingerie. When I was naked in front of him, he said, “Lay on the bed. Put your hands above your hand and grip onto the headboard. Tonight, we’re going to pretend your hands are tied to the board, you’re not allowed to remove them or you’ll be punished. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, and did as he asked. As I situated myself, he was slowly undressing himself. Part of me was sad I didn’t get to do it, feeling his body as I did so. He got onto the bed and kissed me deeply and hard. There was no deep emotions in his kiss, just raw arousal, a need deep inside him to take me.

He kissed down my body agonizingly slowly, enjoying every inch. He had paused at my nipples, taking each into his mouth as he massaged my breasts, pulling and sucking at them. He moved farther south, and gripped my thighs hard to pull them apart. He licked up my slit, and I immediately lifted up my hips to his mouth. He started licking quickly at my clit, laying his tongue flat against me.

His hand moved from my thigh to my sex as well, and again slipped two of his fingers inside me. It felt so unbelievably good, having his tongue and fingers give me so much attention, working together as a never-ending flow of movement.

It wasn’t long before another orgasm flooded my body, filling me up with pleasure. I grinded my hips up into his mouth, screaming loudly and gripping the headboard tightly.

He pulled away as my orgasm faded. “Turn over.” He ordered me. I quickly flopped onto my stomach, moving my hands to better grip the board, and he slipped a small pillow underneath my abdomen.

He pulled my legs apart, and began roughly fingering me again. His other hand slipped down back to my clit, and kept up his previous rhythm until I was cumming for him again. “You’re going to tell me before you cum from now on, so I can decide when to allow you,” he said behind me. “Yes, sir,” I replied. Part of me would be so incredibly happy if the only words I said to him all night were yes, sir.

He removed his hands, and replaced them with his dick, rubbing me up and down, coating it with my slickness. He kept himself back so he could watch as he slowly slid himself inside of me, watching his entire length disappear as I was being filled up.

He moved his hips faster, thrusting into me hard, gripping onto my hips so he could fuck me even faster. “Oh god you’re so tight,” he groaned behind me. He bent forward, placing his hands on either side of me, and fucked me as hard and fast as he could, slamming into me and smacking into my ass. He reached back to spank me hard, and the sting from his hand was pushing me back to the edge of another orgasm.

He reached up to wind his hand through my hair and pulled my head tightly back. He was taking me as his own personal fuck toy, and I screamed out, “Oh God Chris, I’m cumming!” I could feel his dark smile as he leaned down to bite my neck. My pussy clenched down, and from the tightness he came as well, continuing to smack into me as he shot his load inside me. Knowing I was having another man’s cum sit inside me kept my orgasm going, and I couldn’t stop screaming at the pleasure. Eventually he slammed in one last hard time and stopped, letting go of my hair and the both of us caught our breaths. “God, Chris that was so good.”

“That was good. From now on, though, I want you to only call me ‘Sir’ when we’re doing this, and nothing else.”

“Mm, yes, sir.” I replied. He was so dominating, I loved it.

The rest of the two hours continued in a constant cycle. He fingered and licked me while he waited to get hard again, and then fucked me into the mattress over and over. I kept my grip tight onto the headboard the entire time, and I couldn’t wait until I was tied up for real, hopefully the next time I came over for this.

Before it was 10:00, we had finally stopped and were lying on the bed breathing heavily. “Damn, that was great. I’m so lucky Jacob was so cool with this.”

I laughed, “Oh he’s more than OK with it. The thought of us screwing made him so incredibly horny, he can’t wait for me to get home so he can fuck your sloppy seconds.” God the thought of him waiting for me at home was so hot, I couldn’t wait for it either!

Chris laughed with me and said, “That’s awesome! Looks like you’re gonna get even more sex than you thought. That’s so hot.”

“Well, I should get ready to go, it’s almost ten.” I got up and quickly got dressed, feeling the sting of my ass from so many spankings, the soreness of my hair being pulled, and especially how sore and swollen my pussy was from the relentless attention from Chris’s fingers and dick.

We said our goodbyes, and I headed home.




Chapter Five

I walked inside my apartment, and Jacob was sitting on the couch, seemingly waiting for me. “Well hey there, sexy,” he said to me. “Come here.”

I quickly walked over to him, feeling cum dripping out of me and onto my thong. I had a second to be worried he was going to actually be repulsed, but he gave me a dark smile when he pulled me onto his lap straddling him and his finger immediately went past my thong to finger me. “God this is so hot. Did you have fun?”

I was so sensitive from the past two hours, his fingers felt so goddamn good. I had never had this much sex in a day before, and I was actually starting to feel satisfied. I still wanted more, though. I wanted Jacob so bad I was aching for it. “Yes baby, it was great. But God I want you inside me right now, please fuck me!” I leaned down and kissed him hard, and he fingered me faster. I undid his pants and pulled out his dick, stroking quickly. He removed his hand from my sex and gripped my hips firmly, moving me until I was right on top of his dick. He positioned himself and then slammed me down onto him. I cried out into his mouth, so happy to have him inside of me. I hopped up and down quickly, wanting him to feel him slam into me, and he bucked his hips up to meet mine. I grinded and humped him, his hands were roaming from my hair, my throat, and under my shirt up to my breasts. I was getting close, and finally his hand settled around my throat, gripping me tightly and he held me still with his other hand at my hip while he thrusted up into me as fast and hard as he could. I screamed out as well as I could with his hand around my throat, and we came together again. He shot yet another load into my well-used pussy while a mix of the creams streamed out around his cock.

I didn’t know how all of this would work out in the long-run, but I had a good feeling. Fucking Chris was actually making me and Jacob want to fuck each other more. For the first time in my life, after too many orgasms to count and two different dicks inside of me all day, I was satisfied. I couldn’t wait to go to Chris’s place again next week, and I hoped this week would be filled with Jacob pumping into me whenever the need arose inside him.
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