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♥ ♥ ♥

“Alright, enough about your ex-boyfriend. Just forget that limp-dicked loser and come out with us tonight. Let’s party and get you some strange, girl.”

My roommate Kim is putting on makeup and fussing with her hair in the mirror and she’s apparently had quite enough of me droning on about Ben and how it’s so unfair that he dumped me over the summer. I didn’t think I’d been gabbing for too long but evidently, I have. I look at the clock and it’s almost ten-thirty. Jeez, what time did I start this rant?

It's the fall semester of our senior year and it’s our first night back. Well, first real night. It’s Friday and it’s time to party.

For everyone else anyway.

Me? I think I’m just going to hang in tonight. I’m still in my sweatpants and hoody that I put on twelve hours ago.

Kim keeps tinkering with her look as I eye her in the mirror. I don’t know why she bothers. She’s perfect. Born for this, really. I don’t know what she’s going to do with herself once we graduate. She lives for college.

“Come on, Millie. You know I’m right. Sitting here and moping around the apartment isn’t going to help you get over Ben,” she says as she meets my eyes in the mirror.

Then she spins around.

“How do I look?”

I frown.

“Shut up, Kim. You know you look amazing.”

And I know she’s right. But I’m not like her. I mean we’re friends and all but we come from radically different backgrounds.

Her: only child, parents divorced, little supervision, liberal upbringing.

Me: oldest of five, parents married young, very strict, religious, conservative upbringing.

Long story short, Kim is comfortable playing the slut and I’m just not. Or can’t.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m no prude. I’ve had sex before and with more than one guy (okay, only three), but I guess I’m just the type of girl who needs to be in a relationship. I need to be comfortable. I need to know the person.

Or maybe...that’s just what I tell myself because I’m scared of going there.

Kim walks over to me and grabs me by the shoulders.

“Look at me,” she says, which makes no sense because I’m already staring right at her. “You need to get laid. Tonight. Not in a few months when you have a new boyfriend and after you’ve gone on like a zillion dates.”

I frown again and shake my head.

“Trust me, come out with us, we’ll do some shots, get loose and it’ll just happen. It’s the most natural thing in the world. This,” she puts her hand on my vagina, it’s brief and I know she doesn’t mean anything by it, but it sends a tingle down my spine, “This was made for fucking. You need to let it experience some things.”

I let out a heavy sigh.

“I’m sorry, Kim. I’m just...not like you. That’s all. It’s not a big deal.”

She raises an eyebrow at me and smirks.

“What, you mean you’re not into getting railed by big, bad alpha cocks? Trust me, try it once and you will be.”

Before I can answer, there’s a loud knock on the door and before Kim goes to answer it I already know who it is.

It’s Jordan Jenkins, the football team’s star running back, a hulking mass of chiseled, perfect muscles and beautiful chestnut skin...and also, Kim’s “boyfriend.”

I use quotations because her definition of that term is almost as loose as her...well you get the point. She always insists it’s nothing serious, especially since he’s set to go pro next year.

“He’ll be up to his elbows in pussy then,” Kim always jokes. As if that’s any different from now. “And besides, we both fuck other people anyways,” is a favorite line of her’s too. Apparently that’s just normal?

Kim opens the door and Jordan walks in.

They hug and kiss. Then Jordan turns to me and says, “Hey, Millie.”

I feel that tingling in my pussy again, the same one I felt when Kim touched it briefly but I push it away. I’m a good girl. I don’t have eyes for my friend’s boyfriends, even if they are just boyfriends with quotation marks. I give a meek smile and a small wave.

“Hey, Jordan.”

Kim returns to the mirror to tinker some more. Again, a waste of time. She leaves us standing there awkwardly in silence.

“Jordan, I’ll be ready in like three minutes.”

“Alright, no rush,” he says.

“Where are we going?” she asks, putting on some finishing touches. What they are, I’m really not sure. I think she’s simply moved the same strand of hair back and forth for three minutes, but what do I know. She looks great, like I said.

Jordan claps his hands and rubs them together. He is the epitome of chill. Soft spoken, humble, nice, and funny. But he does it with no perceptible effort. If ever there was a guy with big dick energy, it’s him.

“I don’t know. Think we might head to Lincoln’s apartment, do some pre-gaming. Then, I don’t know, maybe head over to the athlete dorms, think the DB’s are throwing a party later. We’ll see.”

I wonder about the game tomorrow. There’s definitely a football game tomorrow. But, I don’t say anything about it. I assume they all know what they’re doing.

“Sounds good to me,” Kim says, finally rejoining us. Then slaps his arm playfully. I wonder if he can even feel it or if it’s like a gnat just landed on his giant bicep. “Hey, Jordan, convince Millie to come out with us, her loser boyfriend just broke up with her and she’s planning to just spend the night here, moping around.”

She makes a mock frowny face at me and rubs her fists next to her eyes. She stops short of whining like a baby, but still, it annoys me. I stick my tongue out at her and blow a raspberry.

Jordan shakes his head.

“Damn, sorry to hear that Millie. But you definitely should come. You’re more than welcome,” he says with a smile.

“Thanks, but not tonight. Eventually, I will. I just need a little time,” I say and I immediately regret it because I know what’s coming next.

“No, you need some dick,” Kim says. And I wince. Like I said, I’m not a prude. But I’m nowhere near as open about my sexuality as Kim is, especially when I’m around people I only kind of know. I like to play it tight to the vest. Kim likes to scream it from the mountain tops.

She puts her hand on my wrist and looks at me with pleading eyes. I know she’s just trying to help.

“Seriously, Jordan’s friends are almost as sexy as he is and trust me, they are exactly what you need.”

She holds up both hands in front of her and spreads them until they’re about a foot apart. Which, knowing her as I do, I can only assume is meant to indicate the largeness of their man parts.

Kim is obsessed with dick size. A self-professed size queen and lover of “big, fat cocks.”

I’ve never seen a big dick, only average ones I guess, but they seem plenty big enough to me. I think if I ever saw a dick the size of the one’s Kim has encountered, I’d probably run the other way.

But despite my brain telling me this, for a brief moment the image of Kim with Jordan’s big, dark meat in her mouth pops into my head and it’s more than a tingle this time. I feel myself getting wet and weak in the knees.

I immediately curse her in my head. The only reason I can see Jordan’s thing in my head so clearly is because Kim never shuts the hell up about it. I can picture every vein, bump, and freckle and I know which way it curves: just right.

The first time she hooked up with him she came home at three in the morning and woke me up just to tell me all about it.

She often jokes that she doesn’t fall in love with guys, she falls in love with cocks. And she often fell hard and fast for big black ones. It had kind of become her “thing.”

I finally snap out of my stupor and shake my head.

“Rain check,” I say. “I promise, next time.”

She lets out a heavy sigh and finally gives up.

“Fine, but I’m gonna hold you to it,” she looks around our empty apartment, “Well, have fun doing...nothing. Text me if you change your mind.”

I nod and wave and they are out the door. After it clicks shut, I do the same scan of our empty, quiet apartment and I suddenly feel very lonely. I can’t help but feel a pang of regret and wonder if maybe I should have just sucked it up and gone out with them.

♥ ♥ ♥

I’m trying to study and get ahead on my homework for the semester, but my brain won’t focus. I can’t get Kim and Jordan out of my head for some reason and that sting of remorse is still hanging around and the nervous anxiety it’s producing in me is almost too much to bear.

I want to be anywhere but here right now. Suddenly, I feel suffocated and trapped and I just need to leave this lonely apartment before I go crazy.

My prayers are answered in short order (not that I’ve prayed in years, but in a manner of speaking). My friend from down the hall, Jess, texts me and my phone buzzes and the screen lights up:

Come hang. Pre-gaming with tequila shots. Now.

A lifeline.

A way out.

Yes.

I’ll take it.

What the hell? Like I said, I’m no prude. I do like to have fun. This could be fun. And it’s safe, not like the opportunity Kim was offering me which was filled with uncertainty. Not that I’m consciously making that connection in my head right now.

I text Jess back immediately and say I’ll be there in a bit and I frantically scurry about trying to get ready as quickly as possible without sacrificing anything in the looks department.

When I get out of the shower, I look at my naked body in the mirror and I stop dead in my tracks. It had been a busy summer and I guess I hadn’t taken the time to appreciate the results of all my hard work in the gym. Damn. I look amazing AF.

I’ve been hiding it with sweats and hoodies because I’ve been down in the dumps, but holy shit. I twirl around and check out my ass and my legs, for a few minutes I’m enthralled with what I see. A beautifully built machine. I look hot.

But once again, I’m left thinking...how the hell could Ben dump me?

But then I stare some more and I can’t escape it. I look like a whole new person and I think Fuck this.

“Fuck Ben,” I hear myself whisper to my reflection. And then I smile and a small weight lifts off my shoulders. Yes, fuck Ben indeed.

Maybe I do need to just take this hot body of mine out for a spin and hookup with some random guy. Maybe Kim is right.

I pull on a tight, purple dress that hugs my new, trim and toned figure in all the right places and then I start doing my hair and makeup. I’m going for classy-slut. That’s what Kim calls the look she’s perfected these three-plus years.

When I’m finished, I check myself out in the mirror again. The finished product is amazing. I hardly recognize myself...in all the best ways imaginable and again for some reason, my mind drifts off to Jordan’s cock. Or maybe one of his friend’s cocks. I’m not sure, but it’s big and black and it’s in my mouth now, not Kim’s. I’m the slut on her knees in my tight purple dress in this fantasy and I feel myself getting wetter than I’ve ever been in my life.

I tinker in the mirror to distract myself and push the thought away. It’s just a fantasy anyway. Not something I would ever really do, would I? I laugh out loud as I realize I was just judging Kim for doing this exact routine just an hour ago. There’s nothing to fix. I look perfect.

“Perfectly fuckable,” I whisper to my reflection in the mirror. Then I blow myself a kiss, grab my things, and I’m out the door.

♥ ♥ ♥

The hallway smells like stale beer and freedom. I walk the several hundred feet or so to Jess’s apartment and stop outside the door.

Before I knock, I straighten out my dress and pull it down a little but it doesn’t do much. It’s almost at my ass cheeks. I can hear music and laughter inside and I can smell the tequila.

I reach out and knock three times.

“It’s open,” someone says from inside.

Jess greets me with a big smile and a warm hug and asks me how my summer was. I can tell she’s already tipsy and I feel the sudden urge to get on her level as quickly as possible.

There are other people inside her apartment, some I recognize and some I don’t. But that’s why God invented tequila right? I accept a shot and clink glasses with Jess.

It feels warm and metallic going down my throat and I suck on a lime to chase it down. I ask for another and quickly repeat the process. I feel the tension and worry and anxiety that’s been pent up inside me evaporate like magic and I feel loose and relaxed and warm.

This is nice. I’m glad I didn’t stay in. This is what I should be doing. This is where I belong.

We do a few more shots and now I’m more than loose. I’m on that level and it feels good. I’m not wasted, but I’m out there. Just tipsy enough to get into some trouble I think.

“Fuck Ben,” I whisper.

“What?” Jess asks.

“Oh, nothing. Did I tell you Ben and I broke up?”

She feigns shock, but I’m sure she knew. She’s dating Tim, who is Ben’s roommate. She’s nice and tells me all the things one does in those situations. How he’ll regret it, how I’m better off without him, and I’ll find someone new, someone even better.

But for the first time, I’m not sure that’s what I want and I’m back to thinking about a big piece of dark meat and this time, Kim is there cheering me on and coaching me.

Fuck, I’m wet again. And this time it’s not going away. I need to do something to relieve this pressure so I go to the bathroom and lock the door behind me. I lean up against the door and pull up my purple dress to my bellybutton and stare down at my soaked panties.

“Oh fuck, I’m so wet,” I whisper and pull them to the side. My juicy pussy is quivering and aching to be touched as I take deep, deliberate breaths.

I think the music is loud enough that they won’t hear me if I sneak in a quickie, so I rubbed my clit a little at first. It’s swollen and sensitive and it feels so good.

My mind drifts back to Jordan or one of his friends and their big, black cock. This time, I’m laying in bed and he’s slapping it on my tummy. Kim leans down over my head and whispers, “This is going to feel so good,” then she kisses me hard and our tongues lap at one another as the cock prepares to split me in two.

But that’s as far as my mind goes because I start to cum. Hard but quietly as I rub my clit. My body shudders and convulses gently up against the bathroom door.

When I finish, I straighten my panties back out, juices still soaking the fabric and I pull my dress down. I flush the toilet (for good measure) and wash my hands.

I have to get out of here. I look at my phone and it’s only 11:30. Kim is probably still out. I can probably still meet them.

In a rush, I exit the bathroom and bump right into someone. And I already know who it is. I can smell his cologne. The cologne I bought for him. I used to love it. But now, it’s making me sick and turning my mood sour.

“Oh sorry,” he mutters. Then when he realizes it’s me, “Oh, hey Millie.”

He smiles at me with that dumb, sheepish smile of his and I wonder what the hell I ever saw in him. For some reason, I think of his pasty cock and I’m even more repulsed.

Limp-dicked loser. That’s what Kim called him. I’d told her a few stories, but I won’t get into that now. She was right. That’s all that matters.

“Fuck you, Ben,” I say and I push past him and out of the apartment without saying goodbye to anyone and I let the door slam behind me. I hear laughter from inside and some muffled banter, but I don’t care.

I take out my phone and text Kim: Where are you?

She answers almost immediately: getting ready to leave Lincoln’s. what’s up?

To which I say: Just saw Ben...I need some dick.

Her reply: haha yes! don’t worry, i gotchu girl.

I don’t know what that means exactly, but my pussy is throbbing at the thought of all the possibilities.

I fire off another text: Should I come meet you?

I’m back in our apartment and I head in and pour myself some water and try to calm myself down, but I’m all hot and bothered and I can’t cool off.

A few minutes later: nah, don’t worry. we’re cumming to you :)

Ordinarily her spelling of the word coming would make me gag. But tonight, it turns me on because I am so ready to get some random dick.

I just hope Kim comes through for me.

♥ ♥ ♥

Sleep comes for me quickly as I lay in bed, waiting for Kim to come back. I guess I went a little too hard too fast. But as I’m dozing in and out, I hear our door burst open, followed by Kim’s drunken laughter.

I could smack myself in the face. What the hell was I thinking? This was a mistake. But then I hear them going at each other. It sounds like they’ve moved to the couch. I hear lip-smacking and the removal of clothes.

Normally, I hate it when they do this. But I’m strangely relieved. Maybe she’s so wasted she forgot all about my texts. And it seems likely. It’s just her and Jordan. Well, most likely Jordan. I suppose it could be someone else. Wouldn’t be the first time she came home with someone who wasn’t Jordan Jenkins.

But they’re being loud and I think now all I want to do is sleep off this regret and shame. After a while, I decide to say fuck it, and get out of bed. I’m going to tell them to quiet the hell down. I’m still in my tight, purple dress and my panties are almost dry now.

My mind flashes back to the bathroom incident at Jess’s place and while I’m a little embarrassed, I’m also kind of proud. It was really hot after all. And who cares if they heard me? I bite my bottom lip and contemplate hopping back in bed and rubbing another one out while I listen to Kim and Jordan fuck.

But that’s a little too creepy and pervy for me, even in my semi-drunken state.

So, I decide to go tell them to keep quiet.

I open the door and round the corner and there they are.

It’s Jordan alright.

Kim is in his lap, her dress is off and she’s just wearing her thong as she makes out with him. Jordan is wearing nothing but his underwear as he sits beneath her petite frame and grips her ass with both of his powerful hands.

All of the intense feelings I’ve been having throughout the course of the evening come rushing back tenfold.

For a moment, or perhaps several moments, I’m frozen. Overcome by the strongest primal and carnal lust I’ve ever felt.

I can’t even open my mouth to speak. I just stand there and watch them make out with each other.

Finally, I manage to clear my throat.

“Oh my god, Millie?!” Kim says, turning around to face me and not even bothering to cover her tits. Not that I haven’t seen them a thousand times before. But still, I envy her for that. I’d instinctively try to duck and cover in shame. But not Kim. Loud and proud, always.

#Freethenipple.

“I thought you were asleep,” she says, then she rakes her eyes over my body and they nearly pop out of her skull. “Damn, girl. You look fine as hell.”

I try to play it cool but I think I’m probably blushing from the compliment. I can tell she means it.

“Thanks,” I finally manage to say, “yeah, I ended up going down the hall for a little bit to Jess’s. That’s where I ran into Ben…”

Kim smiles.

“And texted me?”

Shit. She remembers.

“Yeah, anyway...umm you think you could keep it down or maybe move to your room?”

I’m trying to just gloss over it and hope she moves on. But she doesn’t.

Kim rolls her eyes and gets up off Jordan’s lap and walks over to me. Her thong is riding up her hips in the most perfect way and I can’t help but stare at the wet stain on her panties from where she was grinding herself down onto Jordan’s dick.

I’m not sure what she’s doing, but the way she’s looking at me is making me flush and hot.

She wraps her arms around my shoulders and looks me in the eye.

“Millie, I told you. I gotchu. I just thought you were asleep when we got back and didn’t want to wake you up. Let’s get you some dick.”

I look at her, confused. It’s nearly 1:30 at this point.

“It’s late Kim, maybe another time. I think all the dick has been spoken for at this point.”

She looks back over her shoulder at Jordan and he gives a slight nod of his head as if he’s telling her to go ahead and say whatever she’s about to say. Then she turns back to me and bites her bottom lip.

“Well, that might be true. But lucky for you, I’m willing to share.”

I feel my eyes narrow. I heard exactly what she said, loud and clear, but I don’t quite believe it.

“Share?” I say dumbly. But I know what she’s suggesting: a threesome. Her and Jordan...and me. Innocent, sweet, conservative, only-has-sex-when-she-has-a-boyfriend Millie.

And my knees are weak at the thought. I feel like I might pass out as my mind flashes through the possibilities.

Something about her right now is so sexy I just want to…

“Kiss me,” she whispers.

“What?” I ask, even though once again I heard her loud and clear.

“You ever kissed a girl before?” she asks.

I shake my head no.

“We’re gonna open you up tonight, Millie. Let that inner slut out. Here,” she says and leans in to kiss me. I can’t stop it. I don’t want to.

I want to feel what it’s like so I just stand there and wait for her lips to connect with mine. They are soft. Wet and warm. I can smell the stale vodka on her breath and maybe something else? Maybe, Jordan? But I like it and for a moment we just hold it there. Lips pressed together, nothing more.

She presses more firmly into me and I feel her tongue pressing on the entrance to my mouth and for a moment I feel like I might resist, pull away, something, but I relax and give in and let my lips part as she slips into my mouth.

Now we’re kissing hard, wet and sloppy, and I really taste the vodka now and Jordan’s breath. Maybe something else? Like his dick...or his come? I wouldn’t put it past Kim to have already blown him at the party or something.

But I’m not grossed out, I love it. Like really love it. Juices are trickling down my legs as we keep lapping at one another, aggressively, for a few more long seconds.

Finally, we break it off.

It’s the best kiss I’ve ever had in my life.

Yes, I kissed a girl. And I loved it.

Then I looked over Kim’s shoulder and saw Jordan, staring at us. Eyes on fire. I forgot he was even in the room. Then I look down and he’s stroking himself. To us. To me.

His big, black cock is in his hand and he’s hard because of us and I love the feeling of power and sexiness it gives me.

Kim watches my eyes and follows them to where I’m looking. Then she raises an eyebrow.

“Sexy right?”

I bite my bottom lip and nod as she lifts up my dress and feels my pussy. She lets out a soft gasp. “Mmm, that’s so hot, Millie.”

All I can do is inhale and exhale loudly as I stare at Jordan stroking his big cock on the couch as Kim gently feels up my pussy.

Kim smiles at me.

“Let’s go get some dick,” she whispers in my ear as she nibbles on it.

I pause for a long moment then smile back.

“Let’s,” I whisper back. And we walk over to the couch together.

♥ ♥ ♥

Kim gets on the couch next to Jordan first. I stand there, a little unsure what to do next. She reaches out and wraps her hand around Jordan’s cock. It looks so small compared to his massive member. Kim looks at me while she strokes it to see my reaction.

“You wanna touch it?” she asks.

Yes. Yes, more than anything, I want to touch it. I always thought I’d run away in the opposite direction if I ever came face to face with a dick this big but it’s just the opposite. It’s like a magnet or a tractor beam pulling me in and I am powerless to resist it.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Come here,” she says and I get on the couch next to Jordan opposite of her.

Like a King on his throne, Jordan sits back, arms stretched wide and resting on the back of the couch as he watches us marvel over his big, delicious, juicy cock.

He’s rock hard now as Kim continues to stroke him slowly, moaning softly and looking at me. His cock is easily ten inches long and I don’t know how many thick, but it’s at least as thick as my wrist I’d guess.

“You like watching me stroke this big, black cock?”

“Yes,” I whisper. “It’s so hot.”

She pushes his cock in my direction and smiles.

“Here, try it for yourself,” she says.

Without thinking, I reach out to accept Jordan’s cock. He looks at me and I melt inside. He’s so masculine and powerful and sexy. Nothing at all like the guys I’ve been with.

For the briefest of moments, I balk. My fingers pause just millimeters away and my arm trembles. I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s wrong.

And that’s exactly why I have to do it. Temptation doesn’t just win out, it wins in a landslide and my fingers finally touch the dark flesh of his shaft and then slowly wrap around it.

It’s in my hand now and it’s even harder than it looks. I can barely wrap my tiny fingers all the way around its firmness.

“Wow,” I whisper as I stare directly at the bulbous head and watch the skin of his shaft move and up and down with the steady rhythm of my hand. I bite my bottom lip and feel myself get wetter and wetter as Kim watches on and encourages me.

“That’s it. Good girl. Yeah, you like that don’t you?”

I nod my head but can’t look away.

“I bet Ben didn’t have a cock like this, did he?”

I shake my head no.

“He wasn’t even half this size,” I say, and then I start to laugh just thinking about how pathetic he would look next to this big, alpha cock. Kim laughs too and then reaches across Jordan’s lap and cups my breast from outside my dress.

“We need to get you out of this thing,” she says. And she’s right. I just want to be naked and free and vulnerable. I want to feel the warmth of his skin and maybe even Kim’s skin against my trembling body. I am ready to let go and give in to this moment.

I stand up and strip out of my dress. I stand there in my bra and panties as they marvel at my body. It feels so good to have them staring at me.

“Damn girl, you really put in some work this summer. Isn’t she sexy?” Kim says, asking Jordan. He nods in agreement. I feel his eyes on me again, they are burning with lust as he takes his cock back into his own hand and begins lightly stroking himself again as Kim reaches out and sticks her hand in the waist of my panties and pulls me closer.

She kisses my tummy, right near my belly button ring, and I feel a shiver go down my spine. She reaches up and unclasps my bra and lets it fall to the ground at my feet. My breasts are firm and perky and they hardly move. My nipples are rock hard and pointed.

“Mmm,” Kim says as she reaches out and grabs a handful of my exposed breasts and tweaks my nipples. I shoot my head back and open my mouth with a soft gasp. It feels so nice. She knows exactly what she’s doing. A woman’s touch is a wonderful thing indeed.

“Do you wanna suck his cock?”

I open my eyes and look back down at Jordan’s lap. It’s so big. I still can’t believe it’s real.

Kim must sense some hesitation because she puts her head down in his lap and opens her mouth just above the head of his dick.

“Here, I’ll show you how,” she says and she slowly lowers her mouth onto his cock. She’s looking at me the whole time and it’s my fantasy from earlier coming true. Sure, the position is a little different but it’s the same basic thing. And it’s even hotter than I imagined.

I can’t help but touch myself while I watch Kim work that big, black cock right in front of me. I rub my clit for a little before slipping one finger inside. I’m so wet, but I’m also incredibly tight and for the first time I wonder how the hell I could possibly fit something the size of Jordan’s cock inside me. I try a second finger and it barely fits, but I’m so wet that I eventually get it all the way in and it feels wonderful.

I watch Kim for a few minutes as she eagerly slurps and sucks and gags on his cock. Then finally, she comes up for air and calls me down to them. I get back on the couch opposite her and lean down so that our heads are on either side of his cock which towers over us.

Kim holds it steady for me as I open my mouth and flick out my tongue to lick the shaft. It tastes sweet and good and I get a hint of that stale vodka again, probably from Kim’s saliva.

“Mmm, that’s it. Good girl, now suck his cock for me,” she says and I raise my head up his shaft so that my mouth is now over that bulbous, fat head and I open wide. Kim gently presses my head down and I’m doing it. I’m sucking on Jordan’s big, black cock and I feel so sexy doing it.

Having Kim’s eyes on me, watching me, as I do it, only heightens my arousal and makes me work harder and faster to please him and to put on a good show for her. It’s so thick, I can barely get past the head. I probably only have the first couple of inches in my mouth but it feels so full. With Ben, I could take him all the way down my throat. But he was skinny and not very long. There’s no way Jordan’s cock will slide down my throat like that.

“Oh my goodness, look how wet you are,” Kim whispers and points to my panties which are now soaked all the way through and I can see my juices glistening on my inner thighs as they run down my legs.

Kim stands up and pulls both of us to our feet. She kisses Jordan first and then me. Then I kiss Jordan, and then Kim and I kiss each other. It’s a beautiful, lustful triangle and I know the fun is only just beginning.

She takes us both by the hand and starts leading us to her room.

“Come on, let’s get in bed together,” she says. And we both follow her.

The whole walk over I can’t take my eyes off Jordan’s cock as it flops and bounces with each step, staying rock hard the whole time.

Kim pushes open the door and we cross the threshold together.

“Fuck Ben,” I mutter under my breath, neither of them hear me but for the first time I don’t feel any contempt for him. Just gratitude. Without him dumping me, I wouldn’t be doing this. I wouldn’t be here, walking into Kim’s room, about to have a threesome with her and Jordan Jenkins.

I have to pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming. I most definitely am not.

♥ ♥ ♥

Kim is in control. Or rather, she’s directing things at least. And I like being told what to do so I just go with it. Jordan hardly speaks, but he doesn’t have to. He can say it all with a look or a touch and I love that about him. He’s more than happy to be the object of our attention for the night. And who wouldn’t be?

“Lay down on the bed,” Kim says to me and I do as I’m told. “I wanna taste your pussy while he fucks me.”

I have butterflies in my stomach as I spread my legs for her. She stands at the foot of the bed and bends forward so Jordan can slide into her from behind while she stands and eats my pussy.

Kim looks down at my dripping wet slit and smiles.

“Mmm, that’s it. We’re gonna have to get you nice and wet if you’re gonna take this big dick inside you. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

I nod. It is what I want. More than anything. But I’m still a little scared. I worry that thing will split my vagina, maybe even my whole body, right down the middle. But Kim knows what she’s doing so I just lay my head back and watch as she leans down and kisses my mound.

I feel her hot breath on my lips as her tongue flicks out and tickles my clit. She sucks on it lightly before I hear her let out a soft moan. Then a louder one.

I look up and Jordan is inside her. I can’t exactly see it from here but he’s giving her a pretty good pounding already and seemed to be getting deep inside her with long, hard strokes.

Kim keeps working my pussy and soon she has me coming harder than I’ve ever come before in my life. I’m screaming from the pleasure and nearly ripping the sheets off the bed.

And then Kim starts to come. I don’t know if it’s because of my moaning and the pleasure she’s giving me but I like to think it’s at least playing a role.

When she’s finished, she slips a finger inside me and starts to thrust. Then I feel a second inside and my pussy stretches a little. But I’m so wet, I hardly notice.

“I think she’s ready,” I hear her whisper. I open my eyes and she’s moved aside as Jordan approaches the bed. His dick is pointed right at me and he’s holding it in his hand. He’s so tall he has to kneel down in front of me and suddenly, his big dick is just inches away from my cunt.

“Holy shit,” I whisper. “Holy shit, I don’t think that’s gonna fit.” And I really don’t. My eyes are wide with near-panic as I realize I am about to cross a line that Kim insists will have me hooked on big, bad alpha cock.

“Shhh,” she whispers as she leans down and holds my head in her arms. “It’s gonna fit. And it’s gonna feel so fucking good. He’ll be gentle...at first.”

She smiles with a wicked grin and it turns me on so much.

Jordan gets closer to me and now I can feel the flesh of his cock against mine. It’s warm and throbbing and my pussy is quivering for it. He slaps it against my tummy. Again, just like my fantasy. And then he begins to tease the entrance of my pussy with the head, flicking it up and down my slit.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” I say, I’m going crazy from the desire and anticipation to just feel it enter me that I’m afraid I’m going to pass out.

“You ready?” Jordan asks.

“Yes! Please, fuck me! Put it in me!” I’m practically screaming now, begging for it.

That’s when I feel the first half-inch split my peach and spread me wide. It’s already intense as he’s certainly wider than two fingers. I resist at first, but I’m so wet and ready that it actually goes in quicker and easier than I expected, the first half anyway.

And then all the air is sucked straight out of my lungs. It’s like I’ve had the wind knocked out of me, but it doesn’t hurt. Not exactly. Now, I understand the true meaning of the phrase hurt so good.

Jordan plunges into my depths and my world is forever changed. I feel him stretch me wide and deep, going to depths no man has ever been before. Depths I didn’t even know existed and it feels wonderful.

When my breath returns I look down and watch as the last of his big, black dick disappears inside me and it is so hot to see him between my legs. I look up at Kim and she looks back at me.

“Good girl,” she says, then starts rubbing my clit while Jordan pulls back out and pauses for a second. Then he thrusts back in, somehow even deeper this time, and I feel like I’m going to come already. He does it a third time and a fourth time and I’m gone. All control is lost.

My body nearly shuts down from the bliss and pleasure as I feel my eyes roll back in my head, stupid grin on my face.

Climax, orgasm, cumming, whatever you want to call it - none of those words do justice to what I’m feeling right now.

I’m screaming and moaning like a whore and begging Jordan to just keep going.

“Keep fucking me. Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!” I beg and soon a second orgasm, even more powerful than the first, is rocking my world.

That’s when Kim sits on my face and tells me to start eating her out.

I feel her dank juices dripping onto my tongue and it heightens my arousal once more.

“That’s right, eat this juicy pussy while you get fucked like a slut. Mmmm, that’s so hot.”

I’ve never eaten pussy before. But it tastes amazing and I just know exactly what to do. Soon I feel Kim shaking above me as her legs quake from the orgasm I’ve just brought her to with my tongue.

Then we switch and Jordan is back inside her.

♥ ♥ ♥

I make out with Jordan for a while and feel his strong, well-defined pecs while he pounds Kim from behind. I watch as her entire body convulses again with pleasure and I watch the smile stretch across her face as she experiences true and total bliss. It’s pure and hot and true.

I imagine that’s what I must have looked like just minutes ago and I’m eager to feel it again. When she’s finished I lean down and kiss her.

“I want to ride it,” I whisper.

“Ok,” she says.

Jordan lays down on the bed and I climb on top. He fits perfectly now and soon I am twerking my ass on his cock to another full-body orgasm as Kim watches us from a desk chair and plays with her swollen, stretched out pussy.

I don’t know how long the whole night lasts because I lose track of time - the very conception of it. But I know I cum at least five times.

Dick drunk and worn the hell out, Kim and I eventually get onto our knees and beg for Jordan’s seed.

He strokes himself off onto our greedy little faces and mouths before collapsing into the bed from exhaustion.

Kim and I share a cum-filled kiss and play with each other’s pussies a little longer while Jordan watches us from the bed and soon he is hard as a rock once more and sliding himself back into me.

I don’t remember falling asleep.

The next morning, I wake up next to Kim. Jordan is gone and we are cuddling with each other.

“Fuck Ben,” I whisper as I watch the rise and fall of Kim’s chest.

I smile to myself as I replay the highlights from the night before. I don’t feel an ounce of regret. Only sorrow that I didn’t get to experience it sooner.

But I smile and think that we have a whole year ahead of us and this definitely won’t be the last time we do something like this.

Kim was right.

I’m hooked now.

And it feels so good to be bad.

It’s going to be a fun senior year.

THE END
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I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.
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And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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