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Chapter One

Dorm rooms sucked.

At least, that’s what British exchange student Beth Walker thought – as she was woken up for the third time that week by the loud noise of people fucking in the dorm room next door.

She was lying in her tiny twin-sized bed, staring up at the ceiling tiles in the darkness. Through the thin walls of the Rutgers dormitory building, it was impossible to ignore the carnal sounds emanating from the dorm room next door.

The bed springs were creaking. The walls were shaking. The headboard banging so hard against the wall, Beth half expected it to come crashing through the thin drywall.

But most of all, the sound she could hear was her – whichever girl it was who was getting fucked next door:

“Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me harder! That’s so fucking good!”

Beth didn’t know who the girl was, but she was a loud little bitch.

The last two nights, Beth had rolled over in her tiny bed and tried to get back to sleep. It was tough enough getting a good night’s rest 3,000 miles away from her home in England, in the big and imposing university city of New Brunswick, New Jersey – and the sound of constant fucking didn’t exactly help.

But tonight, it just reminded the pretty blond student of her own boyfriend, who she’d split up with before taking a year to study abroad in America.

She reflected miserably that it should be her staying up all night, locked in passion with a handsome man. Instead, she was shivering and alone in a miserable dorm room, with nobody to keep her company. She’d never been more homesick in her life.

And what did she have to put up with, during this misery?

“Oh! Fuck! Yes! Harder!”

The sound of some tramp getting railed like a porn star.

For a few moments, Beth did the typically British thing – tutted loudly, and tried to ignore the noise. Then she sat up in bed, and banged on the thin wall. Back in England, a good bang on the wall was the universal message to ‘shut the hell up.’

But nothing worked.

The bedsprings still creaked. The headboard still banged. The girl was still loudly, and enthusiastically, getting her brains fucked out.

Finally, enough was enough. Beth snorted, and decided she was going to do something about it.

She couldn’t couldn’t turn up to classes with bleary eyes and sleep deprivation for a third time this week. Something had to be done.

Throwing back the covers, Beth climbed out of bed, put on her fluffy ducky slippers and crossed the cold, bare tiles of her dorm room to the door.

It swung open, into the bleak corridor of the Rutgers dormitory building.

The hallway was in darkness – the only light was a shaft emanating from the dorm room next door. Typically, whoever occupied the room had left it swinging open; which was part of the reason the noises were echoing through through the dorm building so loudly.

Beth’s ducky slippers padded down the tiles as she stepped up to the doorway – ready to throw it open and yell at the occupants to just “shut the fuck up” already.

But as soon as she peered into the dorm room next door, she froze.

And you couldn’t really blame her.

Beth, again being typically British, had paid extra for a single dorm room (she was too nervous to share with another American girl.) But the people in the dorm next door were obviously sharing a room, as was the custom in America.

Peeking through the crack of the open door, Beth had a perfect view of the messy dorm - with two rickety, twin-sized beds lined against opposite walls. There was barely enough room for bedside tables between them – and what space on the bare, tile-lined floor wasn’t covered with dirty laundry was strewn with pizza boxes and empty soda bottles.

But that wasn’t what caught Beth’s attention.

Instead, her eyes were drawn to the rickety twin bed pressed against the left-hand wall – the wall that she shared with the occupants of the dorm room.

Both of the boys who lived in this doom were up on that bed - simultaneously banging the shit out of some hot little American slut.

“Oh, my!” Beth’s knees nearly buckled when she saw them.

Beth was not much of a social butterfly. She’d barely spoken to the boys who lived in the doom room next door to her. All she knew was that they were both foreign exchange students like her – West Africans, from some God-forsaken third world country like Nigeria or the Congo.

But tonight, her two African neighbors were not alone.

Some girl – a typical overly tanned New Jersey girl, as far Beth could judge – was on her hands and knees and absolutely naked on the bed with both the boys.

At either end of her – one fucking her mouth, and the other fucking her from behind – were Beth’s two African neighbors (Oudry and Guchel, as far as she remembered.)

It was the most intense sight Beth had ever seen in her 21-years.

Paused in the doorway, mouth hanging open to yell at the dorm-room occupants, Beth suddenly felt frozen like a statue – unable to move as she drank in the sight unfolding before her.

A second earlier she’d been ‘completely pissed’, as the Americans called it (funny, since ‘pissed’ meant ‘drunk’ back in England.) She’d been ready to throw down with one or other of her inconsiderate African neighbors for making so much fucking noise.

And instead, all of a sudden, she was silently transfixed by the sight of both of them fucking.

And in Beth’s defense, you couldn’t really blame her.

America had been an eye-opener for her in a lot of ways – the sky scrapers, and enormous cars, and the way American students were so confident, and polished, compared to her British university friends.

But these two boys? They were something else entirely.

Oudry and Guychel could have been brothers – and she wasn’t just saying that because they were both black. Tall, and broad, and muscular, they both had gorgeous toned bodies and flawless black skin the color of coal. Their bodies rippled like liquid onyx.

With their thick lips, and flat noses, and huge, brown eyes they looked absolutely beautiful – like human statues brought to life.

So for Beth, to suddenly be presented with the sight of them both fucking some gorgeous girl was like peering into the set of a real-life porn movie (only most of the actors and actresses in porn are nowhere near as hot as these three were.)

The sheer sight of it made Beth’s knees go wobbly.

Oudry, the taller and bigger of the two Africans, was on his knees in front of this hot little blond, eagerly offering her his cock.

That, in itself, was a sight that Beth would remember to her dying day. She’d certainly been around the block once or twice (she’d even had a one-night stand since coming to America; her first introduction to a circumcised dick.)

But Oudry’s cock? It was like something out of a dream. An impossibly huge, thick, veiny shaft that was so black and gleaming it looked like it was carved from polished wood. It was as long as Beth’s own forearm, and much thicker, if that was possible.

It was the largest cock she’d ever seen – even in porn films.

And the poor girl he was feeding it to? She had her mouth eagerly open, and was struggling to stretch her lips wide enough to accommodate him.

And if that wasn’t enough, the sight of Guychel, behind them, was enough to make Beth’s head swoon.

Just a tad more slender than Oudry, this similarly gorgeous African was on his knees behind the slutty American girl – his hands squeezing her tight, tanned little ass as he fucked her hard with another impossibly huge, black cock – one that was – if it was even possible – even bigger and more impressive than Oudry’s.

How he wasn’t tearing the poor girl in half with it, as it sunk inside her, was beyond her.

But the girl – Beth had no idea who she was, but noticed a little Playboy bunny tattoo on her hip – seemed to be loving every second of it.

She was getting railed back and forth between the two African students – impaled on the cock in her pussy, and then thrown forward to deep-throat the impossibly huge black shaft crammed between her lips – and she was taking it like a champ.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she took a moment to say – pulling her mouth away from Oudry’s straining cock to stare up lustfully into his brown eyes. “This is fucking amazing.”

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” Oudry purred back at her in his thick, West African accent. Then he gently, but firmly, grasped her head and slide his immense, black cock back into her mouth.

Beth stood there in the doorway and didn’t know what to do.

So this was what had been going on for the last three nights.

She had thought that only one of her handsome African neighbors had been getting lucky this week – but it turned out that, while the dorm RA was away for the week, both African students had taken advantage of the unsupervised dormitory and brought the same girl back home, to fuck her together.

Beth’s mind was blown. She knew Rutgers had a reputation as a ‘party school’ here in America - but the fact that this pretty little American girl was fucking both of these gorgeous Africans, at the same time, blew her mind.

And narrowing her eyes, she spotted that Guychel’s thick cock, splitting the tiny American girl in half, was bare and slick with her juices. Beth didn’t want to be racist – but wasn’t it irresponsible for this ‘Jersey Girl’ to be fucking real Africans without a condom?

Well, in Oudry and Guychel’s defence, they were both gorgeous looking guys; and as a foreign exchange student herself, Beth knew that being cleared for HIV and other infections was mandatory before being given a Student Visa to come to America.

She’d had to take a blood test. Presumably these guys had too.

But nevertheless – it was so wrong. The idea of these two big, black boys double-teaming the same girl. It was… was…

Beth couldn’t even think of a word. It just made her shiver.

Deliciously.


Chapter Two

Beth stood there in the doorway, in her pink pajamas and ducky slippers, and tried to decide what to do.

Should she storm in there as she’d originally intended? Tell them all to shut the fuck up, and let her fucking sleep?

Or, as the typically British part of her was demanding, should she sneak back to her dorm room, and pretend she’d never seen any of this?

Beth was so focused on making the decision that she didn’t even notice herself choosing a third option, instead.

As she stood there, watching the three gorgeous people fuck, her hand slipped under the waistband of her pajama pants and she started fingering herself.

Truth be told, Beth didn’t even realize she was doing it – until she suddenly felt her fingertips slipping between the dewy lips of her suddenly moist and tingling pussy - and she gently started stroking her clit.

“Oh, my…” Beth repeated.

She bit her lip as her pussy responded to her touch, and her knees wobbled. As the three people fucked just a few feet away from her, Beth stifled a groan; worried that they’d hear her at any second.

But they didn’t – and she didn’t stop rubbing herself.

And as it happened, she needn’t have worried about them hearing her.

Even though they were just a half-open door and ten feet of carpet away, Oudry, Guychel and the mystery girl were so wound up in fucking each other that a bomb could have gone off without them noticing.

Oudry was sitting with his bare ass on the bed now – his muscular legs spread and the girl’s head between his thighs. She was on her elbows, lovingly sucking and slurping on his immense, black cock – her pert little ass stuck up into the air behind her.

And Guychel, of course, was sinking his foot-long shaft into her from behind like she was a little bitch-kitty in heat – with deep, powerful thrusts that caused his muscular hips to slap against her ass loudly.

The bed rocked as they fucked. Every so often, the girl would have to pull her mouth from Oudry’s swollen dick with a loud ‘pop’ – just so she could gasp for air.

As it turned out, that was normally the exact moment when one of Guychel’s more powerful thrusts would project the spit-roasted slut so far forward that she accidently found Oudry’s cock getting rammed back into her mouth; crammed down her throat like a length of dark, thick salami.

Beth watched, transfixed.

Her breath caught in her throat as she watched. Her hand sunk deeper into her pajama pants, and she started rubbing faster and faster circles around her clit with her fingertips.

She knew it was wrong – that she should go back to bed, and stop spying on them like some perverted voyeur – but she couldn’t take my eyes away.

On the bed, Guychel was hammering away fast now – beads of sweat dripping off his brow and running down his chiseled, ebony torso.

The girl on the bed was moaning and groaning – humping her tight little ass back onto that impossibly huge dick; obviously moments away from…

“Oh, fuck,” the tight-bodied little blond gasped, pulling her mouth from Oudry’s straining black cock. “I’m cumming!” And then, still skewered on Guychel’s huge, ebony shaft, her whole body convulsed in orgasm.

Guychel froze, and let her writhe around on the end of his huge dick, waiting until the hot little blond was entirely satisfied.

Then, his enormous black dick glistening with her juices, he pulled out of her and said to his African friend: “Let’s switch it up. I’m going to cum if I keep going at her like this.”

Still panting from her orgasm, the little blond girl got onto her hands and knees and turned around on the bed – presenting her pert, white ass to Oudry now, instead.

As she did so, she reached up and tried to curl her slender fingers around Guychel’s glistening black cock. They couldn’t stretch around the thickness of it.

“Wow,” She looked up into the African’s eyes as she stroked his shaft, a glaze of pure lust in her eyes, “if you’re about to cum, maybe I’ll have to make you cum in my mouth.”

And with that, she stretched her pretty lips into a huge, wide ‘o’ shape, and struggled to force Guychel’s cock between them.

Beth blinked. This gorgeous girl didn’t seem to care that Guychel’s impossibly huge cock was literally dripping with her juices, having been buried in her cunt just moments before.

That was gross, she thought to herself. But she also wondered what it tasted like

Meanwhile, Oudry was positioning himself behind the blond girl, climbing back onto his knees and spreading the cheeks of her tight, white ass.

Beth caught a perfect view of her waxed, hairless pussy (what was it with American girls waxing their privates?) It was glistening and pink like perfectly fresh sushi.

When Oudry pressed the tip of his swollen black cock against the lips of her pussy, the blond’s cunt literally swallowed him; stretching wide to accept inch after inch of his impossibly huge cock, until Oudry’s muscular black hips met her taut little cheeks.

Beth’s eyes widened. How could such a tiny girl take all of that monstrous cock? Where did it all go?

Out in the dark corridor, Beth dropped to her knees as the action unfolded.

She knew it was wrong, but she was powerless to resist. As she watched, Beth pulled down her pajama pants, just over the bulge of her ass, so she could better reach her tingling pussy.

She was using three fingers on herself now; and they were moving slickly through the lips of glistening wetness; strumming her clitoris like it was a guitar string.

The British girl’s breath was ragged as she watched what was unfolding just a few feet in front of her.

Oudry was fucking the blond girl now; with deep, slow, deliberate movements of his hips. She was wiggling her little ass back at him, and their bodies moved in delicious erotic symmetry; ebony and ivory, just like the song lyrics.

Meanwhile, Guychel was sitting on the bed with his head thrown back – reveling in the blond’s oral talents. She was kneading his big, black, egg-sized balls with one hand, sucking his enormous cock and bobbing her head to swallow as much of it as she could.

For a moment, she pulled her mouth from his cock – glistening strands of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft. She used that opportunity to slather two fingers of her free hand with saliva, until they were dripping with wetness.

And then, to Beth’s utter astonishment, she guided them between Guychel’s muscular, black thighs and under his balls.

“Oh, fuuuuuck!” Guychel’s hips lifted three inches off the bed as the blond slid two fingers into his tight little ass – fucking his ass the same way he was soon back to fucking her mouth.

Just the sight of that made Beth lose it.

She groaned something deep and guttural and a gush of moisture soaked her fingers. With her other hand, she reached up to grab one of her big tits through her pajama top and squeeze it - hard.

And she didn’t know how – especially since Oudry and the girl still seemed oblivious – but the gorgeous Guychel must have heard her.

The next thing Beth knew, the gorgeous African student had stopped staring at the ceiling, and was looking at the door instead – through the crack, and straight at Beth.

She knelt there, fingers buried in her cunt, fingers curled around her tit, and suddenly found herself staring directly into Guychel’s big, brown eyes.

Beth froze – suddenly wondering if it was just a trick. That he was just staring at the doorway, and it was only giving her the illusion that he could see her.

But a moment later, Guychel used one of his hands to guide the blond girl’s head back towards his swollen black cock – and, as she loving licked and sucked his straining shaft, the big, black African stared into Beth’s eyes….

And winked.

She was frozen to the spot – she didn’t know what to do.

Should she scramble up, and run back to her room?

But Guychel had already seen her at this point – and obviously, he wasn’t about to interrupt what was going on by letting either Oudry or the blond girl know they were being watched.

So, still staring deeply into his eyes, Beth started fingering herself again – and as if giving her a coded message, Guychel stroked the blond girl’s bobbing head and groaned: “That’s good.”

For the next few minutes, it felt to Beth like she was right in there with them – for instance, the movement of her fingers and the movement of the blond girl’s head were synchronized.

Beth stared deeply into Guychel’s eyes – and he stared intensely back at her. All the while, Oudry fucked the beautiful blond girl, and she slurped and sucked Guychel’s immense, black cock.

It felt deeply intimate to Beth – a secret connection across ten feet of carpet and a half-closed door.

It also felt deeply, fundamentally wrong – but in the most right way possible.

The rhythm of this voyeuristic circle was broken by Oudry’s thrusting, which picked up in pace as he loudly announced: “I’m going to cum!”

The blond girl pulled her mouth from Guychel’s immense black cock with a ‘pop.’ Spittle and pre-cum dribbling down her chin, she turned her head to look over her shoulder and loudly cried:

“Not inside me! Remember to pull out!”

But it seemed it was too late.

With a guttural moan of pleasure, Oudry thrust himself as deeply into the blond girl’s cunt as he could – burying himself impossibly deeply inside of her.

As he did so, the muscular African clasped her white hips in his black hands like a vice; burying himself inside of her.

His muscular black ass cheeks tensed up, and Beth suddenly realized what was happening.

He was cumming inside of her.

Beth’s eyes widened. She could only imagine him unloading inside of her – spurting hot, potent wetness deep inside her pussy.

“Oh, you asshole,” the girl groaned, as she surrendered to the exquisite sensation of being flooded with the African’s hot cum. “Oh, you promised…” But she still shuddered in mini-orgasm as he did so.

Beth realized that she and Guychel  had broken eye contact as they’d both turned to focus on Oudry’s orgasm – and when Beth looked back, she saw the moment had passed.

Guychel’s attention was back, focused on the girl.

The blond was pulling herself off Oudry’s still-hard cock – which was quite a task. She had to practically stand up to extricate herself from inch-after-inch of the thick, black meat that skewered her.

As Oudry’s thick, black shaft eventually slithered out of her, it was followed by a literal deluge of thick, pearlescent cum – which ran down the blond’s thighs like a river.

“Oh, you fucker,” the girl groaned, as she rolled onto her back and tried to wipe the deluge of cum away with her fingers. “Now I have to get the Plan B pill from the pharmacy tomorrow.”

Oudry flopped back on the bed, his muscular chest heaving, and his ebony skin glistening with sweat.

“Fuck, I’m sorry, baby,” he apologized, in that ‘sorry, not sorry’ tone Beth had come to be very familiar with hanging out with American boys. “Your pussy just felt so good. I couldn’t stop myself.”

The blond girl rolled her eyes – obviously annoyed, but apparently not totally unsurprised.

“Jesus, you know what my parents would do if I came back knocked up with a black baby?” She rolled her eyes again, drinking in Oudrey’s coal-black, West African complexion. “And just look at you. That baby would be black.”

Oudrey laughed, and Guychel broke the tension by sliding over and kissing the blond intently on her neck.

She giggled, and then squeaked as the muscular black African gently pushed her onto her back on the bed.

“You know, back in Africa, the birth-control pill is considered a sin, right?”

“So’s sex outside of marriage,” the girl smirked, “and that hasn’t stopped either of you fuckers.”

Guychel smiled. He was a handsome bastard when his big, white teeth flashed; contrasting with his ebony skin.

“Baby, since you have to get the Plan B pill anyway,” he groaned hotly, sliding his muscular hips between the girl’s sticky thighs, “how about you let me finish inside you as well?”

She laughed, and spread her legs to let Guychel position himself. Throwing her arms around his broad, black shoulders, she giggled; “I guess I might as well.”

And a moment later, Guychel was aiming his enormous black cock back towards the entrance to her freshly-fucked pussy – and thrusting.

“Oh, fuck!”

Despite being reamed out thoroughly by Oudry, she still struggled to accept the sheer size of Guychel’s immense black cock. Reluctantly, her pussy opened up to accept his length; and they both groaned as their bodies joined at the crotch.

What happened next Beth would never forget – not as long as she lived.

Guychel started fucking the blond girl in missionary style – but as he did so, he looked up and at the door again.

At Beth.

Their eyes met – and she froze, like a rabbit caught in the headlights of an oncoming car.

Suddenly, she and Guychel were back to where we they moments earlier – except this time, it was like Guychel was fucking her, instead of that sexy blond girl.

Guychel smiled as he stared at Beth, watching her finger herself on her knees, in that dark corridor.

Guychel fucked the blond, and Beth finger-fucked herself, and they each stared at each other as they did so.

“Oh, that’s so good,” the blond was murmuring, as Guychel pounded her – but it was as if he couldn’t even hear her. In fact, it was almost as if Guychel was speaking to Beth when he announced: “I’m cumming.”

“Oh, yeah,” the blond girl moaned, and wrapped her tanned, white legs around his muscular black hips. “Cum in me, baby. I want to feel you blow your load.”

But it was Beth that Guychel was staring at; and that eye contact was enough to make her orgasm grow closer.

Beth rubbed her clit in desperate circles – forcing a second orgasm. It started approaching like an oncoming wave just at the right moment; and she felt her cunt throb and her orgasm explode at the exact same moment that Guychel groaned: “Here it is!” and thrust himself deeply into the blond girl; skewering her on his impossibly huge cock.

“Oh, fuck!”

It might have been the blond girl’s tight little cunt Guychel was spurting inside, but to Beth, it felt like hers.

The orgasm that racked her was exquisite – like a nuclear detonation between her thighs. She could barely keep kneeling upright, as her fingers worked in a blur to keep that delicious sensation rolling over every inch of her trembling body.

But moments later, the sensation had passed.

Guychel pulled himself from between the girl’s thighs, and reluctantly broke his gaze with Beth as he did so.

Just like with Oudrey, it took a significant movement to pull each thick, softening inch of cock from inside the blond girl’s tight little pussy – inch after inch emerged from her almost like it was a magic trick.

Eventually, his cock slithered free – and Beth lifted herself up to look as the blond girl struggled to sit up.

Eyes wide, the little blond slut stared at the mess between her thighs, where Guychel’s cum was dribbling out of her in a pearlescent river.

“Oh my God! Two loads!” She giggled. “I’m such a slut.”

“Yeah,” said Oudry, wrapping one of his muscular black arms around her tiny white shoulders. “But we love you like that.”

Guychel flopped back on the bed, his broad ebony chest heaving and glistening with sweat. He turned to look at the door again; and caught Beth’s eye one last time.

But this time, the message to her seemed to be: “Scram!”

And as Oudry loudly announced: “I’m gonna go get a glass of water”, Beth did exactly that.

Yanking up her pajama pants, she scrambled to her feet and padded down the corridor back to her dorm room – softly clicking shut the door just as Oudry stumbled, naked, into the dormitory corridor and flicked on the light.

In the safe, dark confines of my dorm room, Beth buried myself under her covers and tried to get her breath back.

Her pussy was still tingling. Her fingers were still glistening with her juices.

She wasn’t sure what had just happened.

Only that she wasn’t so bothered about being woken up by the sound of her African neighbors fucking any more.


Chapter Three

When Beth got up to make breakfast the next morning, her mind was reeling. Not just at what she’d seen – but at what the reaction would be from Guychel, when she inevitably ran into him in their dormitory.

But as it turned out, Beth needn’t have worried.

That particular morning, nobody stirred from the dorm room next to hers until long after she’d left for her classes – and when she got back home, the room next to hers was deserted.

That afternoon, in the dorm common room, Beth threw her book bag onto the floor and put a couple of Eggo waffles into the toaster (in England, the ‘waffles’ she’d grown up with had been made from potato. The American ones were much better.)

In her typically British way, Beth liked to stick to the little routine she’d developed for herself after class each day. She’d switch on the big TV in the common room, to keep her company until the other students returned home, and then head upstairs to the showers that the foreign exchange students shared.

Because the dorm seemed empty, Beth started pulling off her work-clothes even as she walked upstairs, eager for a well-deserved shower.

But then, suddenly, something made her stop.

To get to showers, she had to walk past her own dorm room door – and the door to Oudry and Guychel’s room. The door she’d been kneeling at the night before.

And just as she was walking past the entrance to Guychel and Oudry’s room, she noticed their door was hanging open…

As it happened, that was fairly usual. The dorm building was pretty relaxed and secure, and in the weeks Beth had been living there she’d had nothing more valuable go missing than a few squirts of shower gel and a couple of frozen waffles.

Oudry and Guychel, coming as they did from West Africa, probably didn’t even think to close or lock their doors.

But that meant Beth couldn’t help herself, and glimpsed inside the open room as she walked past it.

And as she did so, she suddenly stopped dead in her tracks.

Their room was messy and disorganized, just as it had been the night before. The bedspreads on the two rickety twin beds were crumpled and unkempt, and the floor was strewn with discarded clothes and underwear.

But as Beth looked inside, she couldn’t help but remember the sights she’d seen just the night before – of the two gorgeous African students spit-roasting that hot blond girl.

Beth suddenly felt a throb inside her panties as she stood outside their dorm room, and she bit her lip as she felt an uncontrollable urge to do something unbelievably reckless.

She knew the dorm building was practically empty – but Beth still looked back and forth to make sure. Then, butterflies in her stomach, she ducked inside Oudry and Guychel’s dorm room and started unbuckling her pants.

Beth’s jeans dropped to the cold linoleum floor. A moment later, her t-shirt followed. Then, in nothing but her socks and mismatched bra and panties, Beth breathed in the wall of fragrant boy-funk.

It was a distinctive, testosterone-fueled smell of sweaty clothes and raging hormones. On any other day, Beth imagined she’d find it slightly repugnant – the smell of a college boy’s dorm room.

But today, for some insane reason, it made her pussy wet.

She stepped amidst the discarded clothes and socks until she stood next to Oudry’s bed – the one Beth had watched the two Africans fucking on the night before. The comforter and sheets were crumpled and messy. She ran her finger over them and felt the starchy, woven cotton beneath her palm.

The bed smelt of boy-sweat and sex.

Beth glanced nervously at the door, to confirm for the tenth time that nobody else was on the floor. Then, stomach churning, she crawled onto the bed.

It creaked under her weight.

The comforter was soft against Beth’s bare thighs and back. The springs creaked gently under her weight. It felt wonderfully warm and welcoming; and the scent of Oudry’s body was overwhelming.

Beth closed her eyes, and remembered exactly how the blond girl had been kneeling on that same bed the night before.

Instinctively, she got up on her hands and knees to mimic the same position.

The bed rocked underneath her.

Beth suddenly realized that her breath was ragged and that her cunt was literally tingling.

Her nipples were hard inside her soft cup bra. With one hand, Beth reached up to pop one of her big, pale breasts out of the cup, and squeeze her pink nipple gently.

It felt amazing.

She knelt there and imagined what it must have been like for that pretty blond girl – to be rocked back and forth between those two impossibly big, veiny black shafts.

Beth wasn’t all that sexually experienced. She’d only lost her virginity that previous summer, back in her first year of university in England, so she didn’t have a huge amount of experience to go on – but her imagination was working overtime as she tried to visualize herself in that blond girl’s position.

Finally, it got too much for her to take. Biting her lip – and with another nervous glance at the door – Beth reached back and hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties.

Then, gasping, she pulled them down over the curve of her ass and wriggled out of them.

Beth stuffed the panties between the mattress and the headboard, so she wouldn’t forget them.

Wow!

The sudden sensation of the cool air-conditioning against her bare ass was amazing. Beth was normally wrapped up in a bathrobe or pajamas when she scurried to the shower – with two leering Africans living next door to her, she didn’t want to give them a show every morning!

So the sensation of being bare-assed outside the privacy of her own dorm room was deliciously unusual, and it just made Beth’s aching arousal even worse.

Which is why, climbing back onto all fours, she lifted one hand and let her fingertips trace a path down her stomach, and between her thighs. Eventually, they met Beth’s neatly trimmed and exposed pussy – and she groaned at the delicious sensation.

Once again, Beth imagined what that girl from last night must have felt like – to be filled from behind by an impossibly huge black cock, even while she struggled to swallow the big, ebony dick stretching her mouth up front.

It must have been mind-blowing – the sensation of being serviced, while eagerly servicing somebody else.

It was so intoxicating – so different from anything Beth had experienced in her own limited sex-life – that she soon felt the wetness of arousal dripping down her fingers.

Beth began to rub concentric circles around her clit, and thrust her ass up into the air as she did so.

She was trying to imagine it was Oudry or Guychel’s big, hard cock filling her tight little cunt – not just two of her own fingers.

Beth then rested her weight on one elbow, and lifted her other hand to her mouth.

As she fucked herself with two fingers from one hand, she eagerly sucked two fingers from her other – imagining they were a throbbing black cock instead.

Beth lost myself in this fantasy for God-knows-how-long – until wetness was running down her thighs and she was literally chocking herself with three fingers – wishing they were as thick and satisfying as Oudry and Guychel’s cocks must have been.

That was the sensation that got Beth off – imagining being powerless between two hard, horny black bodies. Fucked and used like a rag doll? Just the mental image was enough to trigger her.

Crying out into the empty dorm room, Beth fingered herself to orgasm.

The climax washed over her like a wave of ecstasy.  As she came – her fingers buried deep inside her spasming pussy – she remembered when Oudry and Guychel had each climaxed inside that blond girl; and Beth rode out her orgasm imagining the sensation of their hot, African seed spurting inside of her.

And then, finally, the orgasm rolled over her.

Beth flopped, panting, onto Oudry’s unmade bed.

She lay there gasping for a little while, trying to get her breath back. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done.

She’d heard stories of college roommates sneaking peeks at their co-ed neighbors when the girls were getting changed or showered – but never imagined the situation being reversed – that she, a girl, would end up being the perverted one instead; pleasuring herself on another student’s bed.

It seemed so dirty, and so wrong.

But Oudry’s bed was so comfortable. It smelt so warm, and sexy, and musky.

Beth’s eyes grew heavy.

She slept.


Chapter Four

Beth had no idea how long she’d been out – only that when she opened her eyes, it was nearly dark out.

It was sound from the common room, downstairs, that had woken her up – the sound of the front door to the dormitory swinging open, and two boisterous young men stumbling inside.

“Man, it’s good to be back!” It was Oudry’s heavily-accented voice, echoing through the dorm building. “Hey – anybody else home?”

Fuck!

In a heartbeat, Beth was sitting straight up – chest pounding.

Fuck! She was lying in nothing but her bra and socks in Oudry’s bed – and from the creaking on the stairs, she knew that he and Guychel were heading up to their room right at that very second!

Beth slid off the bed, and winced as she landed on the pointy bit of one of Guychel’s discarded belts. Frantically, she searched around the bedspread for her panties… and couldn’t find them.

Not between the mattress and the headboard… Not under the covers…. Fuck!

Her mind raced. Beth was calculating in her head the last moment she could possibly stay there. The creaking up the stairs continued. FUCK!

Finally, Beth just bolted – scooping up her discarded jeans and t-shirt as she barreled into the corridor. Then, bare-assed, she ran to her dorm room and threw herself inside just as Oudry’s accented voice carried around the corner.

“Guychel? Did you leave our door open again?”

Beth slammed the door to her own room, and pressed her back against it, panting wildly.

There was a moment’s silence.

Then a knocking on Beth’s door.

She froze. Why were they knocking on her door?

“Yo! England!” Oudry’s heavily accented voice. He’d taken to calling Beth ‘England’ either because he’d thought it was cute, or he couldn’t remember her name. “You in there?”

Beth squeezed shut her eyes.

What should she do? Lie?

No. She took a deep breath.

“Y-yes,” Beth cried out, through the door. “I-I was just about to take a shower!”

“Okay,” called Oudry, apparently oblivious to the fact that Beth had been pleasuring herself on his bed just moments before. “We’re gonna order pizza. You want some?”

Beth sat, bare-assed on her dorm room floor, and wondered if the butterflies in her stomach would ever go away.

As it happened, they did – replaced by the growl of a hungry belly.

Forcing herself to focus, Beth called out through the door: “Sure! That would be great!”

“Cool,” Oudry called back. Then he added: “Can you spot us? Guychel and I are kind of short.”

Beth rolled my eyes. Typical. That’s why they’d suddenly been interested in ordering food!

But the good news was that whatever Beth been up to on their bed didn’t seem to register – and as far as Guychel and Oudry were concerned, Beth was still just that quite English girl living in the dorm room next to theirs.

The only thing they wanted out of her was pizza money.


Chapter Five

That evening was a weird one for Beth.

Weird because her opinion of her two African roommates had become so altered in those past couple of days; but the way they acted around Beth was barely any different.

After she’d taken a real shower, and got her composure back, Beth had ended up downstairs in the common room with them both – wearing her pajamas, eating pizza and watching action movies (they’d introduced her to something called “Nollywood”, which was the Nigerian movie industry. They churned out some hilarious low-budget films.)

Oudry and Guychel lounged around the common room cracking jokes, and wrestling, and occasionally even making fun of Beth. It was incredibly low-key and platonic – like they didn’t even register her as a girl (and a pretty one at that, Beth sniffed.)

The only exception was when Guychel caught Beth’s eye, when they both reached for the same slice of pizza during a commercial break.

His dark, brown eyes met hers, and he smiled.

And it wasn’t a casual, friendly smile he gave Beth. It was the same smile he’d given her the night before – as he’d stared at Beth through his dorm room door, while he was buried balls-deep in that hot blond girl.

Beth met his gaze for a moment, and then her cheeks burned red. She turned away, chickening out – and by the time she’d gathered enough courage to look back, Guychel’s attention had refocused on the television.

Eventually, Beth glanced at the time on her mobile (she refused to call it a “cell-phone” like the Americans did) and saw that it was getting late.

“I’m heading to bed,” she sighed. “Unlike you two, I have to go to go to class tomorrow.”

Oudry didn’t even look up from the couch he was lounging on.

“See you tomorrow, England,” he called. Then, almost as an afterthought, he added: “If you hear the door later, don’t worry. We’ve got a friend coming over.”

Beth remembered that hot blond girl from the other night. She must be the ‘friend’ Oudry was talking about.

“Okay,” she called, as Beth padded up the stairs in her ducky slippers. “Try not to make too much noise.”

Oudry snorted – thinking, perhaps, that he was making an inside joke. “No promises, England.”


Chapter Six

“What the FUCK are these?”

Her voice echoed through the house, and snapped Beth out of her dreams instantly.

She lay there, in the comforting darkness of her dorm room, and heard that hot blond girl from the other night screaming so loudly, it made the thin wall separating her room from theirs rattle.

“Do you fucking assholes care to explain these?”

There was a bunch of yelling and screaming from next door, which Beth could barely understand. Then there was the sound of Oudry and Guychel’s bedroom door being thrown open and the stairs creaking as somebody barreled down them.

Beth pulled on her ducky slippers and ran to her window – just in time to see the blond girl storm out of the dorm building in her disheveled clothes – holding up a pair of panties.

Beth froze.

Her panties.

“D’you care to explain how these got in your room?” The girl was ranting, even as Oudry and Guychel (wearing nothing but their boxers) stood in front of the dorm building and tried to calm her down.

“Who is she?” The blond was screaming. “Some other slut? You mean I wasn’t enough for you two?” She threw the panties at the two West Africans in frustration.

And then she storming off down the street towards New Brunswick. It was a good job, too – the lights were flickering on in the buildings across the street, and Beth had no doubt that somebody was going to call the cops if the girl kept on screaming.

Instead, though, she marched ooff down the street – leaving Oudry and Guychel to watch her go, standing there looking beautiful and buff in nothing but their boxer shorts.

Beth watched from the window, feeling like her feet were riveted to the carpet.

Which meant Guychel got a good look at Beth when he turned around – peering up towards her dorm room window with the same intensity he’d looked at Beth the other night, when he’d caught her watching them fuck.

Except this time, Guychel looked pissed.

In fact, he jabbed Oudry with his elbow, and when the other African turned around, Guychel pointed up, towards Beth’s face at the window.

Beth ducked down from the window, and slapped her hand over her mouth.

Had they seen her?

Of course they had.

And Beth suspected she knew why they looked so pissed off.

That blond girl had found her panties, stuffed down the side of Oudry’s bed. And understandably, she’d figured they’d been cheating on her…

(Although, could you really cheat on a girl you were double-teaming with your best friend?)

After taking a deep breath, Beth poked her head up and peeked out of the window again – but by now neither of the two African exchange students was outside in the street any more. In fact, Beth could hear the front door of the dorm building slamming – and then the stairs creaking as the two boys galloped up them.

Beth crawled into bed and ducked under the covers as she heard their thundering footsteps hammer down the corridor.

She was still cowering under the comforter as her dorm room door flew open, and her darkened room was bathed in light.

(Dammit, Beth, cursed. I thought I’d locked that!)

Silence.

Slowly, nervously, Beth lowered the covers and peeked over the top.

Silhouetted in the doorway were Oudry and Guychel.

She couldn’t see their faces, but from the aggressive stance of their shoulders, Beth guessed neither of them was smiling.

Oudry – Beth could tell it was him because his silhouette was taller and wider – held up something in his hands. Her panties.

“Hey, England,” he hissed. “D’you care to explain these?”

Beth’s comforter fell around her waist. She sat there, in her bed, and her mouth worked up and down, but no words came out.

There was a click as Guychel flicked on the lights to Beth’s room, flooding it with brightness.

She shielded her eyes.

“What the fuck were your panties doing in Oudry’s bed?” Guychel demanded.

“Yeah,” Oudry added, “we had a girl in there – she totally got the wrong idea.”

Beth sat there like a statue, mouth hanging open.

“W-why do you even think that those are mine?” She tried to bluster.

The panties were held aloft. They were her London Underground novelty boyshorts, with ‘Mind The Gap’ and a British flag printed on the ass. They could have belonged to nobody else.

Guychel poked his brother in the ribs with his elbow.

“I think England knew we had a girl in there,” he admitted. “I told you about catching her watching us the other night.”

Beth’s cheeks burned red as she remembered catching Guychel’s eye – even as he fucked that blond girl (whose name was apparently Cassie.)

Guychel’s eyes narrowed, as he continued: “Did you plant those there? Did you mean for her to find them?”

“England, were you cock-blocking us?” Oudry ran his hand over his shaved scalp in exasperation. “Why the fuck would you do that? Were we making too much noise? Were you worried what the RA would say when he found out about it?”

Beth bristled when she heard that.

“No, dude,” Guychel laid his hand on Oudry’s arm. “I think she was jealous.” His intense, brown eyes burned in Beth’s direction. “She wasn’t worried about anybody finding out – she was just pissed that we were getting some and she wasn’t.”

Oudry threw Beth’s panties onto the carpet.

“Well, good going, England,” he hissed. “I hope you’re happy. Stay out of our room in the fucking future.”

Man, the two West Africans looked pissed – and Beth actually felt bad.

As they turned to leave, she finally summed up enough courage and cried out: “Wait!”

Oudry and Guychel paused in the doorway.

“I-it was an accident,” Beth stammered. “I didn’t plant them in your room. I lost them there.”

Oudry and Guychel stood in the doorway and blinked.

“Lost them? Lost them how?”

“Yeah, Cassie lost her panties in the restroom of Stuff Yer Face once,” Oudry nodded, “but she had a reason for being in there with no panties on.”

Guychel elbowed him in the ribs and added: “Two reasons, actually.”

For a moment they shared a conspiratorial smirk – and then they turned back to Beth.

“Okay,” Oudry said questioningly. “So d’you mind telling me what you were doing in our room with no panties on?”

And that was when Guychel ‘got it.’

His eyes widened. Excitedly, he reached over to his best friend’s arm and squeezed it.

“Holy shit, bro… I think she was…. Y’know.”

Oudry’s brow creased.

“She was what?”

Guychel lowered his voice. “She was…. Y’know.” He made an obscene gesture with his fingers – the same sort of gesture Beth had been making with her own fingers, when they’d been buried between her thighs in Oudry and Guychel’s room a few hours earlier.

“Ohhhh,” Oudry’s eyes widened in comprehension.

Oh, God. Beth just wanted to die. She prayed for the floor to open up and swallow her, and her bed, whole. The agony and humiliation was just too much.

Guychel looked over at her mortified expression.

“Woah, England,” he gestured. “It’s cool.”

“Yeah,” Oudry nodded. “It’s not like we haven’t done the same in your room.”

Now it was time for Beth’s eyes to widen.

“You what?”

“Jeeze,” Guychel shrugged. “When what did you think? We hadn’t noticed you?”

“Yeah – the hot and sexy English girl living in the room next door?”

“Man, I had such a crush on you…”

Beth’s cheeks were burning again, but she couldn’t tell whether it was from shame or anger this time.

But if Oudry and Guychel had noticed, neither of them acted as if they had.

“Hey, look, I’m not proud of it,” Oudry admitted. “But remember that time we ‘accidently’ burst in on you when you were in the shower?”

“Yeah,” Guychel admitted. “Not so ‘accidental.’”

“And that time you found me hiding under your bed?”

“We weren’t playing hide and seek,” Guychel explained. “I was trying to sneak into your dorm room and watch you change.”

Beth’s eyes widened as I heard this.

“C’mon, England,” Oudry shrugged. “We’re guys.”

“And before Cassie came along, our sex lives consisted of late-night Cinemax reruns and a box of Kleenex.”

Beth was still pissed off – but even she had to giggle when they admitted that.

Sensing her defenses had lowered a little, Oudry said: “Listen, England. It’s cool what you did…”

“In fact, it’s kind of hot.” Guychel added.

“…but you have to patch things up with Cassie.”

“Yeah, girl,” Guychel nodded. “Just tell her your panties got mixed up with our sheets in the laundry or something.”

“Man, I can’t go back to jerking it in the shower again,” Oudry sighed. “C’mon, England? What do you say?”

What could Beth say? She was so overwhelmed.

The two gorgeous Africans admitting that they’d had a crush on her was incredibly flattering – especially since they both looked like ebony gods, standing there with their rippling muscles in their boxer shorts.

Which is why Beth had the courage to say what she did next:

“Okay, I’ll patch things up with that blond tramp for you – on one condition.”

Oudry and Guychel stared at her expectantly.

“Yes?”

“That you give me a little of what she was enjoying.”


Chapter Seven

There was complete silence in the room.

Oudry and Guychel were just staring at Beth. She could almost hear the gears whirring in their heads as they tried to process what she’d just suggested.

Part of Beth’s brain was trying to do the same – but fortunately, most of it was focused elsewhere (the same elsewhere that was making her moist and tingly between her legs.)

The fact was, Guychel and Oudry were hot – and they liked her.

And as it happened, Beth hadn’t had any action in weeks at this point – not since that one night stand when she’d first arrived in America. So perhaps it was time she did; and these two boys might be the perfect solution.

Fuck, if she’d been turned on enough to lose her panties in their room, this was hardly a huge leap.

While all of that flashed through Beth’s brain, Oudry and Guychel still stood there – gawping.

Eventually, Oudry murmured: “D’you mean…?”

Realizing she’d have to spell it out of them, Beth threw back the covers, slid out of bed and padded, barefoot, across the cold linoleum tiles.

She stood in front of Oudry – her head level with his broad, ebony chest. Then, she reached up on her tip-toes and pressed her lips wetly against his half-open mouth.

At the exact moment she did so, Beth also pressed the palm of her hand against the front of Oubry’s boxer shorts – and felt his impossibly thick, meaty cock throb as she did so.

“Fuuuuuck,” Guychel breath, watching Beth kiss his best friend. A moment later, she turned to him and did the same – not having to stand on tip-toes to reach the slightly shorter African’s lips.

It was intensely weird.

Beth don’t know what had come over her. All she could register was the soft, smooth feeling of Guychel’s lips against hers – and then the delicious wetness as his tongue slipped into her mouth.

Beth moved her hand from Oudry’s boxers to Guychel’s – and found that they were already distended into a tent. Lifting her palm – pressing it against his firm, flat belly – Beth slid her fingertips under the elastic of his waistband and down into the warmth within.

Guychel groaned into Beth’s mouth as her fingers slid into his wiry pubic hair, and then encountered the rock-solid root of his impossibly huge erection.

Beth’s fingers attempted to curl around his shaft, but they could barely reach all the way around it. Nevertheless, she gently yanked his huge, black cock out of the confines of his boxer shorts.

“Oh, my,” Guychel moaned.

At the same time she did that, Beth suddenly felt Oudry’s hands on her shoulders, and his lips on her neck as he stood behind her and started nuzzling.

Provocatively, Beth stuck her bottom out behind her – and it collided with his hips. She could feel his large, throbbing cock; separated only by the flannel of her pajamas, and the thin cotton of his boxer shorts.

“Okay!” Reluctantly, Beth pulled her lips away from Guychel’s, and pushed the two towering Africans back a little. “Okay, if we’re going to do this, we’ve got to set a couple of ground rules.”

Beth backed away from the two students – who were staring at her hungrily, the front of Oudry’s boxers poking out like a tent, and Guychel’s ridiculously impressive black cock standing proudly to attention over the top of his waistband.

As Beth backed against her bed, she explained: “You can’t go around telling anybody about this,” she hissed. “It’s against dorm rules… And I don’t want the whole campus thinking I’m a slut.”

“Well, durrr,” Oudry rolled his eyes.

“Our RA would be pissed off enough if she knew about Cassie,” Guychel added. “This? It would make his head explode.”

“And I’m not on the pill,” Beth added. “You guys have condoms, right?”

Oudry and Guychel exchanged nervous glances.

“Well, no,” Oudry admitted.

“American condoms… They’re not quite designed for African cocks.”

Guychel’s ridiculously huge cock – as long and thick as Beth’s forearm, attested to that.

“And we’re clean…”

“We had to have blood tests when we moved to America,” Guychel nodded. “We have a certificate and everything.”

“And we were real careful with Cassie,” Oudry promised; even though Beth had seen for herself that he hadn’t been.

Beth bit my bottom lip.

“Okay, then,” she warned them. “We can fool around…. But no sex, right?”

The two Africans looked visibly deflated – until Beth promised: “It’ll still be worth it, I promise.”

And with that, she stared hungrily at both of the gorgeous African students, and started unbuttoning the front of her pajamas.


Chapter Eight

Oudry and Guychel gave each other a quick glance, and then bounded across the room towards her.

A moment later, Beth was getting crushed against the bed as the two horny Africans swarmed her.

Oudry was eagerly kissing her mouth, squeezing her breasts through Beth’s half-open pajama top. Guychel was nuzzling Beth’s neck – fumbling with the rest of the buttons as he did so.

Within seconds, Beth’s pajama top fell open; and she gasped as Guychel’s head dropped and she felt him eagerly kissing and sucking at her bare breasts.

As the weight of the two students crushed her to the bed, Beth reached out blindly with her hands – and found exactly what she was looking for.

Guychel’s cock was still unleashed – straining for attention. As her fingers curled around his immense, thick shaft, Beth heard him exhale and groan between her tits.

Oudry’s cock was still trapped by the thin cotton of his boxer shorts, and as Beth struggled to yank them down, Oudry moved his hands from her bare breasts to his hips, and helped pull them down.

A moment later, his hard cock sproinged out of the confines of his shorts, and Beth’s fingers curled around the shaft; eliciting a deep groan of satisfaction from the bigger of the two Africans.

Beth lay flopped against the bed for a moment while the two boys ravished her with their mouths – Oudry moving his lips from Beth’s neck to her mouth, and French-kissing her passionately.

Meanwhile, Guychel dropped to his knees – his beautiful cock slipping from Beth’s fingers as he did so – and began to trace a path of kisses between her breasts, and then down Beth’s stomach.

She felt him hook his fingers into the waistband of her pajama pants, and then he tortuously began pulling them down.

Beth had to shift a little so he could pull them over her ass – but a second later, she felt the cool air-conditioned air against her neatly-trimmed cunt and she lifted her legs so that Guychel could pull her crumpled pajama bottoms off completely.

His warm, soft hand spread her legs – the contrast of his coal black skin against her pale white flesh was incredibly erotic. And then Beth felt his lips kissing her naked, inner thighs.

God, it was amazing.

Beth groaned hotly into Oudry’s mouth and felt herself melting at their combined touch. The bigger of the two Africans was kissing her like she’d never been kissed before – full of heat, and need, and excitement. Meanwhile, his hands explored her big, pale breasts, and pinched her nipples with delicious intensity.

And between Beth’s legs, Guychel’s mouth moved from her inner thighs to the lips of her eager pussy – and then Beth felt his tongue delve into her wetness, and she practically exploded.

Shuddering – forcing Oudry to hold her down on the edge of the bed – Beth flopped about like a fish out of water, as Guychel traced a teasing path of licks and kisses towards her clitoris.

The moment he got there – and ran circles around it with his tongue – Beth couldn’t help herself.

She came.

She tore my mouth away from Oudry’s and cried out in pleasure, as Guychel continued licking and sucking her clit with his expert lips and tongue.

After the first detonation of pleasure, the intensity was too much, and Beth begged him to stop and let her get my breath back.

Lifting his head from between my legs – chin glistening with my juices – Guychel beamed: “Fuck, you taste amazing, England.”

As Beth struggled to get her breath back, Oudry and Guychel took the opportunity to strip the rest of her clothes off.

Oudry pulled her already-open pajama top off Beth’s shoulders and tossed it to the floor.

Meanwhile, Guychel wriggled out of his boxers and his magnificent, ebony erection bounced up and down, now unconfined by the cotton and elastic.

“C’mon,” Oudry insisted, hefting Beth up onto her bed and laying her on the covers. “Let’s get you more comfortable.” And by ‘you’ Beth was pretty sure he meant himself, as lying back on the bed put her head directly cock-level with Oudrey’s ridiculously huge, black cock.

Beth turned her head to the side and gazed at Oudry’s straining cock – just inches away from her mouth.

It was like something out a dream, or nightmare. Over a foot of throbbing, veiny black meat – as thick and long as three Coke cans stacked end-to-end.

Oudry was towering over Beth, standing at the side of the bed and staring down at her with a hungry look in his gorgeous brown eyes.

Beth gulped. It was actually quite intimidating – Oudrey was dark and muscular and beastial. She shivered.

Oudrey grinned. He was offering himself to Beth. His cock was huge, and hard, and throbbing just inches from her lips.

Beth’s mouth opened instinctively at the sight.

At the same time, Guychel was lifting Beth’s knees and spreading her legs - exposing her trembling pussy and giving him the perfect angle to kiss and lick it once again.

“Oh, God,” Beth groaned, as she felt his tongue run across her throbbing clit. “I don’t know how much more I can take.”

But she took it anyway – letting Guychel feast on her eager cunt, even as she stretched her mouth wide and let Oudry shuffle forward, pressing his straining black cock against her plump, pink lips.

Beth’s senses were overwhelmed. She opened her mouth to accept him, and her eyes grew wide as Oudry slid inch after inch of his magnificent black cock past her lips.

Beth could hardly believe it could fit. Her lips stretched impossibly wide. Her nostrils filled with musky boy-scent, and it made her pussy gush in response.

“Mmmmm,” Guychel’s muffled groan was clearly in response to the sudden additional wetness between Beth’s legs. He kept licking.

And so did she.

Stretching her mouth wide, she accepted as much of Oudry’s delicious ebony cock as she could. It was smooth, and soft, and hard all at the same time. She swirled her tongue against it, and felt him groan in pleasure as she did.

“Fuuuck, that’s good.”

Beth lifted one of her hands to trace a path up Oudry’s muscular thighs, and then squeezed his taut, tight ass cheeks – pulling his hips forward and his cock deeper into her mouth.

Her other hand stroked Guychel’s shaven head – guiding it between her legs as he licked Beth towards another shuddering orgasm.

It was exquisite – the room echoed with soft sighs, and needy groans, and the wet sucking noises of lips and tongues at work.

Within seconds, Beth felt Guychel drive her to another explosion – and gripping his smooth, shaved head tightly, she ground her ample hips against his face until she came.

Oh, God.

Beth’s second orgasm was even more intense than the first. She had to pull her mouth away from Oudry’s throbbing cock otherwise she would have choked.

Arching her back, stroking Guychel’s shaved head, her whole body shuddered in climax.

“Oh, fuuuuck!”

For what seemed like an eternity, Beth’s body was wracked by waves of pleasure. Then, as the waves subsided, she had to pull Guychel’s head from between her thighs to stop him licking.

“It’s too much,” she gasped. “I can’t take any more.”

Beth glimpsed down, between the valley of her breasts and her spread-eagled thighs, and saw Guychel’s handsome, black face rear up from between her legs.

His bright, white teeth flashed, in contrast to his ebony skin. His was the smile of a boy who was clearly very proud of himself. And, if those two delicious orgasms had been any indication, he had every right to be.

Beth turned my head back to Oudry, and stretched open her mouth to accept his cock again.

He eagerly offered it – stroking Beth’s cheek with his thumb as she swallowed his length and swirled her tongue around his bulbous, black cockhead.

Then, remembering what she’d seen the night before, Beth slid an explorative finger between the tightly-clenched cheeks of his beautiful ebony ass – and felt an appreciative groan of pleasure in response.

Beth could have just continued like this – lounging on her back, worshipping the African’s beautiful black cock with her mouth – but then Guychel’s face appeared above hers.

She pulled her mouth away from Oudry’s cock.

“W-what are you doing?”

The gorgeous African was climbing onto the bed – positioning himself between Beth’s thighs. The contrast of his jet-black skin against her pale white flesh was beautiful.

Beth felt a surge of wetness as the smooth hardness of Guychel’s raging black erection brushed her pale inner thigh.

“You’re gonna love it, England,” he groaned – grasping the root of his impossibly huge cock, and aiming it for her trembling pussy.

“Wait!” Beth tried ineffectually to push him off. “I said no sex. I’m not on the pill.”

“It’s okay,” Guychel repeated, this time thrusting his hips just a little – until his cock nudged between the lips of her pussy, and it blossomed eagerly for him. “I’ll be careful.”

“No!” Beth insisted – but then she felt just the tip of his cock slide inside her, and she knew she wanted it just as badly as he did. “Oh, goddamit,” she swore. “You can put in there just for a second, you understand?”

“Yeah,” Guychel nodded, and now he had been given permission, he thrust his hips forward. “Just a second, I promise.” And with that, Beth’s pussy eagerly accepted his immense thickness, and she groaned in pleasure as she felt herself stretched and filled.

Oh, God… It was exquisite. Like two well-oiled machine parts sliding together.

Beth couldn’t help herself. She arched her back and wrapped her legs around Guychel’s hips to pull him deeper inside of her. How she was taking all of his immense cock inside her was beyond her understanding – but she was.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Guychel groaned, as he finally sank balls-deep into her tightness. “Jesus, you feel amazing…”

And it felt just the same for Beth.

Guychel was stretching her and filling her in ways she didn’t even know where possible. She felt as if she was skewered on a tree-trunk, he was that big.

And as he filled her, Guychel’s muscular hips ground against her already-trembling clitoris.

Moments later, Guychel was grinding his hips against hers; fucking Beth deep, and slow. As he did so, she turned her head back to Oudry, and eagerly opened her mouth once again.

“Oh, fuck,” Oudry groaned, as he felt the warm wetness of Beth’s mouth envelope him. “That’s so good.”

The bedsprings started squeaking as Guychel fucked Beth, and Oudry eagerly let her suck his straining black cock. It was insanely intense – Beth was the filling of a fuck-sandwich that was simultaneously more sensual and exciting than every previous sexual experience she’d ever had – combined.

But it also hurt her neck.

Finally, she pulled her mouth away from Oudry’s cock for a third time and demanded: “Get on the bed.”

Beth pushed Guychel away, struggling to sit up. “Let me get on my hands and knees.”

Reluctantly, Guychel slid out from inside Beth, his big cock ‘schlurping’ inch by inch out of her tight pussy until ‘sproing!’ it bounded free, glistening with her wetness.

The two young Africans allowed Beth to clamber fully onto the bed, and get on her hands and knees to continue – but they sneakily switched places as she did so.

“Here,” Guychel offered Beth his straining cock; and Beth wrinkled her nose. She could smell the musk of her own cunt radiating off it. “I’ve been dreaming of you sucking my cock ever since I met you.”

Beth was so drunk on sex at that point that she didn’t think twice. She just dropped to her elbows, scooted forward and opened her mouth to eagerly accept him.

A moment later, Beth’s mouth was filled with the taste of her own pussy, as she eagerly sucked and licked Guychel’s monstrous black shaft.

The bedsprings creaked as Oudry clambered behind Beth, and she felt his dark, black hands on her pale, white hips.

“What are you doing?” Pulling her mouth away from Guychel’s cock, she peered over her shoulder; watching the muscular West African position himself to fuck her doggy-style.

“C’mon, England,” he pleaded. “You let Guychel fuck you.”

Beth sounded reluctant, but by this point she was as desperate to feel that cock inside her as Oudry was.

“Alright then,” she groaned. “But you had better pull out. I’m not on the pill.”

“Sure, sure,” Oudry promised; and he gripped the base of his enormous black cock and started teasing the entrance to Beth’s pussy with his swollen cockhead.

Mmmm. It slipped up and down between the wet folds of her hungry cunt, until Beth could stand no more and pressed her hips back against him.

“Oh, fuck!” Like a bottle rocket exploding inside of her, Oudry’s cock stretched and filled her cunt; inch-by-inch until his muscular black hips were pressed against Beth pale, white ass.

She groaned in pleasure; skewered on his impossibly long, thick hardness.

As Oudry began to fuck her from behind, Guychel grabbed Beth’s hair and gently pulled it – forcing her to face him. She found herself presented with his beautiful, straining black cock – and she eagerly opened her mouth to swallow every inch she could.

And so that’s how Beth found myself spit-roasted between two beautiful West Africans – fucked front and rear by her gorgeous dorm room neighbors, and loving every second of it.

From this angle, Oudry’s cock pressed perfectly against her g-spot; and the intensity of sucking Guychel was making Beth’s head spin.

They rocked her back and forth – each thrust of Oudry’s hips sending Beth lurching forward, swallowing Guychel’s cock more deeply into her throat, and then each counter-thrust sending her squishing back onto Oudry’s raging hardness.

Beth literally did feel like she was being ‘spit-roasted’ – skewered from both ends – and she was loving it.

So much so, in fact, that Beth felt her third orgasm approaching. It was building like a crescendo between her legs; driven by the delicious friction of Oudry’s enormous cock sliding in and out of her.

Anxious to ride that wave of pleasure, she began to hump her hips back at Oudry; grinding herself against him and feeling the intensity build and grow.

“Oh, fuck,” Oudry moaned, as his fingers squeezed Beth’s ass and his hips hammered against hers. “Jesus, girl. You’ve got to stop that or I’ll cum…”

Beth felt his cock swell and grow inside of her – an early warning that she sluttily chose to ignore. Beth just thrust herself back at him; until she was fucking him, instead of the other way around.

“Oh, Jesus,” Oudry’s black fingers squeezed Beth’s pale ass so tightly it hurt. “You gotta stop, baby… Or I’ll…”

Beth pulled her mouth from Guychel’s cock and looked over her shoulder angrily. Spit drooling down her chin, with her lips swollen from sucking cock, she warned the African: “Don’t you fucking dare.”

But she continued to fuck him – hard.

She pounded her hips back at him, like a bucking rodeo pony. Beth aimed each thrust so it would force Oudry’s throbbing hardness to grind against her g-spot. She worked her big, round ass against his hips until she was on the knife-edge of orgasm.

And then Beth came.

It was like a nuclear explosion between her legs – a shuddering, searing burst of pleasure that caused every muscle in Beth’s body to contract – including those in her pussy.

And as her cunt tightened and spasmed, she felt Oudry lose control as well.

“Oh, shit – I’m cumming!”

In the midst of her orgasm, Beth felt Oudry’s cock swell inside of her, doubling in size to the point that she thought it was going to split her apart.

And then it burst like a fire hydrant; and Beth felt herself filled and flooded with searing wetness.

He was cumming inside of her.

“Oh, you fucking asshole,” Beth swore, even as she orgasmed yet again at the sensation. “You prick!” But that didn’t stop her thrusting her hips back at him; grinding herself on Oudry’s oversized, spurting cock – fucking him even as he emptied his big, black balls inside of her.

Beth was a greedy little bitch, with a greedy little cunt, and she didn’t stop thrusting and fucking her African neighbor until Oudry was forced to push her off him, and pull inch-after-inch of his immense, but softening cock from her depths.

“S-stop,” he begged, flopping down onto the bed. “Oh, Jesus.”

Mewling in disappointment, Beth slapped her hand between her legs and used her fingers to ride the wake of orgasm; working them frictionlessly inside her sloppy pussy until the delicious waves of pleasure gradually subsided.

Eventually, with a gasp, she came crashing back to earth. Finally satisfied, she flopped, panting, onto the bed.

“Oh, wow,” Beth’s head span. “Jesus, I needed that.” But she was dragged abruptly down to earth as she pulled her hand from between her legs and saw her fingers come away dripping with sticky, white cum.

Growling, she turned to Oudry and spat: “How could you?”

Lounging back, naked on the bed, the gorgeous African shrugged apologetically.

“I couldn’t help it, England… The way you just kept banging your hips back at me.” Rather unhelpfully, he added: “I did warn you!”

That he had. Caught up in the express train to orgasm, Beth had neither listened nor cared.

Lying there on the bed, feeling Oudry’s cum run down the crack of her ass, Beth’s thoughts immediately turned to what she intended to do next. Could he have gotten her pregnant? How long had it been since her last period?

But those thoughts were interrupted by a polite, but insistent cough from the other end of the bed.

Guychel was kneeling there – his straining cock still rock hard and jutting angrily from between his legs.

“Hey…” He looked down at his big, black, throbbing cock. “Weren’t we in the middle of something?”

Beth’s cheeks burned.

She was ashamed to say she wasn’t in the mood to give any more head that evening – especially given the ridiculous size and length of Guychel’s monstrous black cock.

But the helpful African immediately solved that problem for her. He looked down at Beth’s spread legs, and the glistening pink folds of her freshly-fucked pussy, and asked: “Since Oudry came in you… Can I finish inside you as well?”

Beth blinked.

“I mean, it’s not like I can make the situation any worse.”

She couldn’t help myself, and Beth punched Guychel hard in the arm. He laughed as he rubbed his bruise, and then smiled hungrily as he watched Beth shift her weight on the bed to face him, and spread her legs wide.

“Come on then,” Beth told him breathily. “I want to feel you inside me.” I wrapped my arms around Guychel’s broad, black shoulders as he clambered across the bed and between her pale thighs.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Oudry murmured, lying on his back on the bed and watching his best friend position himself at the entrance to Beth’s freshly-fucked pussy. “You’re so fucking gorgeous, England.”

Beth tried to utter a response, but it came out more as an unintelligible groan because she opened her mouth at the exact moment Guychel penetrated her.

Beth was already so wet and aroused – not to mention dripping with Oudry’s cum – that Guychel slid himself inside her relatively effortlessly – stretching and filling her with his immense black cock.

God, Beth thought, it feels amazing – being filled a second time, and pounded so hard and fast and deeply just moments after orgasming.

As if reading her mind – knowing exactly how she wanted it – Guychel rutted Beth like a stallion, pounding her and fucking her hard and deep.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he gasped hotly in Beth’s ear, as his weight crushed her to the bed. “I’ve wanted to fuck you since the moment I saw you.”

Beth said nothing. She just wrapped her pale white arms around his board, black shoulders and clamped her teeth into his shoulder.

Beth’s hips were already humping up and down; working against his and grinding her clit against his bony pubis.

This time, it took just seconds before both of them were on the brink – and as Beth balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm, she knew exactly what would set her off.

“Cum in me,” she breathed hotly into Guychel’s ear as he fucked her. “I want to feel you cum.”

And that was all the encouragement he needed.

After a series of jackhammer thrusts, Guychel suddenly rammed himself as deeply inside of Beth as he could; and she felt his enormous cock throb and swell and grow.

“Oh, God!” Beth clenched down hard, just as Guychel groaned and she felt him detonate inside her.

Beth was filled with fire-hose spurts of warmth and wetness, and it tipped her over the edge. As Guychel came inside her, Beth came beneath him; her fifth orgasm of the evening and the one that damn near tipped her into unconsciousness.

It was only after a few moments of glorious abandon that Beth felt the world reconstruct around her; just in time to catch Guychel as he flopped down on top of her; pinning the English girl to the bed.

He hadn’t pulled put, and she and Guychel were still connected wetly at the crotch.

It felt delicious; and Beth’s pussy trembled at the sensation. She even groaned with disappointment as Guychel’s hardness deflated, and his flaccid cock eventually slithered out of her; followed by a torrent of hot cum.

Guychel flopped to one side of the bed, gasping for breath – and Beth lay flat on my back in the center. Her legs were spread wide, and she felt wet and mushy between her legs.

“Oh, fuck,” Oudry groaned, as he lounged on the other end of the bed, watching her. “You are so fucking sexy.” He reached out a hand to stroke Beth’s shoulder – and instinctively, she reached up to squeeze it. Their fingers entwined, and it was magical.

At the same time, at the other end of the bed, Guychel reached up to lovingly stroke Beth’s thighs.

She lay there, a freshly-fucked mess, between two gorgeous Africans – and they were both treating her like a princess.

Beth suddenly understood why Cassie, that blond girl, had embraced a scenario most people would instantly label: “slutty.”

Being with these two foreign exchange students was like getting the full attention of two exceptional lovers; and that was a stark contrast to the experience of most girls Beth’s age; who too often struggled for the attention of one.


Chapter Nine

The dorm RA was away for four more days; and Beth spent almost every hour of them fucking.

From that first night onward, Oudry, Guychel and Beth were rarely out of each other’s company, and even more rarely dressed.

They all slept in the same bed, crumbled in a heap of naked arms and legs and wet-spots, and if Beth didn’t wake one of the Africans up with a blowjob in the morning, one or the other of them woke her up by eating her out instead.

Beth seriously thought she was going to die from sexual exhaustion; and couldn’t think of a happier way to go.

But like all good things, it came to an end far too soon.

They got hit by a double-whammy. First the phone call from the RA, announcing that he’d be back to the dorm a day early (and they’d better not have broken any rules while he was away!)

Then there was the discovery that four days spent fucking had given Beth a wicked yeast infection.

Beth and the two West Africans spent that last morning together fully clothed, and cleaning the common room and their dorms in preparation for the RA coming home.

“England, that was amazing,” Guychel told Beth; hugging her from behind and kissing her neck with the sort of intimacy they’d have to hide from the RA from that point on.

“I can’t believe we’ve all lived together in this dorm for so long, and never thought to make this happen before,” Oudry admitted. “Think of all the time we’ve wasted!”

Guychel checked his watch: “The RA doesn’t get back for another half hour. You know, there’s always time for…”

Beth shook her finger at him. Unfortunately the directions for Monistat strictly forbid that – and besides, she’d reached the conclusion that this wonderful week was not something that they could continue into the future.

“If anybody found out about this, we’d be in some serious shit,” Beth told them. “Look, it’s been amazing – one of the best weeks of my life – but we’ve got to end this thing.”

She squeezed Guychel’s arm. He gave his best friend a questioning look and when Oudry nodded in agreement with her, the gorgeous African looked like he might cry.

But he simply took a deep breath, and gave Beth a hug instead.

Oudry – always the more mercenary of the two – spoiled the sweetness of that moment in his usual blunt style:

“Well, since this is over – are you going to fix things between us and Cassie, or what?”


Chapter Ten

Oudry was a jerk. A gorgeous, handsome, sexy African jerk. But as jerk-like as his comment had been, Beth felt enough loyalty to him to make good on her promise and help fix things between the two West Africans and that sexy blond slut, Cassie.

It turned out she wasn’t hard to find. Cassie was a server at Stuff Yer Face, an infamous New Brunswick student dive (which explained how she’d lost her panties in the rest room there!)

A week later, Beth walked over there, ordered some stromboli and waited for a chance to speak to her.

Cassie didn’t look quite so sexy in her black uniform, with that blond hair in a bun, and she certainly didn’t recognize Beth when she asked for her.

“Yeah?” She asked. “Can I help you?”

“I live in the same dorm building as Oudry and Guychel,” Beth explained.

She blinked at this news; and sat down in the chair opposite Beth.

Beth forced herself to laugh.

“It’s the funniest thing,” she told her. “They said you’d found a pair of panties in their bedroom the other night and figured…” Beth left what she’d figured up to Cassie’s imagination. “I just wanted to let you know it was all just a big misunderstanding.”

Beth continued: “Those panties were actually mine. They must have got mixed up in the laundry or something.”

For long, lingering seconds Cassie just stared at her – processing this news.

Beth didn’t know what to expect. Was she going to yell at her? Get her kicked out of Stuff Yer Face? She’d never been kicked out of a restaurant before (although she’d been kicked out of the odd pub, back home in England.)

But instead, the pretty blond let out a gut-wrenching, heartfelt sob.

“Oh, thank God,” she cried. Fat tears rolled down her cheek. “Oh, God, I didn’t know what to do.”

Beth blinked in amazement.

“Wow,” she told her, as Cassie openly wept in front of the English girl. “I didn’t realize you felt so strongly about those two.” It was kind of sweet, actually – in a vaguely stalkerish, overly-attached-girlfriend kind of way.

But then she explained:

“Oh, God, no, it’s not that,” Cassie sniffled, wiping her eyes with a napkin. “It’s just…”

She seemed hesitant to tell Beth.

“Just what?”

Cassie looked up. She leaned across the table towards the English girl.

“It’s just,” she explained, “my period is two weeks late.”

Beth blinked.

She was about to blurt out: “But didn’t you say you were going to take the Plan B pill?” But then Beth realized that she’d be announcing that she’d spied on them fucking that one night.

“Oh, thank God…” Cassie was already reaching for her cell phone. “I can call them and let them know.” Cassie looked at her to explain: “When I thought they were cheating on me… Well, announcing it to them then would just be trashy, right?”

Beth didn’t know what to say. Would it have been any trashier than getting knocked up by one of two West African exchange students you’d had a three-way with?

But as Cassie stood up and headed towards the fire escape, cell-phone in hand, something else had just occurred to Beth.

Just like Cassie, she’d planned to stop by the pharmacy and pick up the Plan B pill that week Guychel, Oudry and she had spent fucking each other’s brains out.

But just like Cassie, somehow, she’d never quite gotten around to it.

Beth had been sure she was in her ‘safe’ period at the time – that time of the month between ovulation. Pretty sure, anyway.

Kinda pretty sure.

It had been difficult to focus, as it happened – Beth had spent the week pretty much drunk on sex. And, so had the boys. Now she came to think about it, Oudry and Guychel must have each cum inside of her about half a dozen times.

Beth sat at the table, peering out of the window at Cassie as she excitedly talked into her cell phone.

Her hand instinctively dropped to my stomach.

She tried desperately to remember the order of the red dots she painted on her calendar each month in advance.

Was her period meant to start this Saturday?

Or had it been due the week before?

One way or another, it was going to be interesting finding out!

The End
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