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Our Anniversary


Chapter 1

Our Anniversary

The late afternoon sunlight bathed me in a warm glow as I sat at my vanity, putting the finishing touches on my outfit for the day. The skirt hugged my slim hips and curved thighs perfectly. The silky top felt amazing against my smooth, freckled breasts, highlighting my curves. I smiled to myself, confident that I was rocking a sexy but elegant look. Running my fingers through my wavy red locks one last time, I sprayed a mist of perfume behind my ears and onto my neck.

“Sarah!” Ethan’s muffled voice carried from the living room. “Can you grab my favorite jeans before you come out?”

“I’m almost ready, babe!” I called back, slipping into my favorite pair of heels.

When I emerged from our bedroom, he was sitting cross-legged on the couch, phone in hand. I couldn’t help but bite my lip at the sight of him in his shirt and boxers, muscles flexing as he played whatever game was holding his interest.

His face lit up at the sight of me. “Holy shit. You look...” He shook his head in disbelief. “Fuck, Sar. That dress is doing things to me.” He eyed my cleavage appreciatively.

“Thanks, stud.” I winked. “I could get used to that look on your face.” I sauntered over and straddled his lap, running my hands up his toned arms. His lips crashed against mine in a deep, hungry kiss. His fingers dug into my ass as he pulled me flush against him.

We were still making out like horny teenagers when a sudden vibration between our bodies made me pull back with a smirk. “Hmm, sounds like someone’s excited to see me.”

He blushed and cleared his throat. “Ahem, sorry, couldn’t help it. Not with that tight little body on my lap.”

“Mm, maybe we should just stay in and—“

“Nope.” He shook his head firmly, giving my butt a light slap. “Tonight’s our six month ‘iversary! Dinner reservations were my idea, and I’m not backing out. Even if it means I’ll be walking around sporting this.” He thrust his hips upward, making me gasp at the feel of his thick bulge against my thin lace panties.

“Fiiiine.” I pouted, sliding off his lap with a sexy wiggle of my hips. “But after dinner...we can skip dessert at the restaurant and have our own back here, yes?”

“Hell yes.” His voice was a low growl as his heated gaze roamed my body. “Now get your sexy ass over here and find those jeans before I decide we need to take care of something first.”

I grinned and walked toward our bedroom. Ethan and I had only been dating half a year, but in that time we’d grown incredibly close. We shared an off-campus apartment not far from class with another couple from our group of friends. The living situation was a little cramped, but it worked for us college kids.

The thing was, our relationship hadn’t always been smooth sailing. My first few weeks as a rookie to the Bale Harbor University cheerleading squad had been challenging. Some of the girls were ruthless, and as the newbie, I was an easy target for their cruel taunts and mean-spirited hazing.

One night after an especially brutal cheer practice, I came home in tears. I poured out my frustration and humiliation to Ethan, who held me tight and stroked my hair as I cried into his shoulder.

“It’s just not fair,” I sobbed. “They keep calling me fat and saying I don’t belong on the squad. Cat, that blonde bitch who captains the cheer team, is the worst. She told me today I was too chunky to ever make a real cheerleader.”

“Fuck her, Sar,” Ethan had muttered, anger lacing his voice. “She’s just jealous because you’re a million times prettier and actually have real talent. Not to mention a great personality.”

“Easy for you to say.” I sniffled. “You’ve got the whole fraternity behind you, it won’t be along before you’re initiated. Girls probably throw themselves at you all the time.”

“Ha! Yeah right.” He chuckled. “You’re the only girl I’ve got eyes for, baby.”

His reassurance and tender care had turned my heart into a gooey puddle that night. From then on, I’d never looked back. Our bond grew deeper, the intimacy between us reaching soulmate status in my eyes. I’d fallen head over heels in love with the handsome Sigma pledge.

Thinking back to those early days, I was reminded once again of just how lucky I was to have a man like Ethan in my life. Even though he wasn’t a member of the prestigious fraternity yet, his loyalty and kindness shone through. The frat’s ridiculous “hazing” rituals hadn’t dampened his spirit one bit. I had faith that he’d be officially initiated soon.

Humming happily to myself, I found his jeans crumpled in a pile of laundry and headed back out to the living room. I tossed them at his head with a playful grin.

“Catch, hot stuff!”

He snagged them mid-air and stood, shamelessly stripping out of his boxer briefs in front of me. I unabashedly stared at his firm ass and well-endowed package, biting my lip in appreciation.

“You’re killing me, you know that?” I groaned, suddenly needing his body pressed against mine.

Ethan pulled on his jeans and gave his hips a little shimmy. “What can I say? I like making you suffer.”

“Oh, it’s torture alright.” I smirked, smoothing my hands down the front of his tight black tee. “Maybe we could just have a quickie before we go?”

His eyes sparkled with mischief as he slid his arms around my waist. “We’re already gonna be late if we don’t leave now. Besides...” He dipped his head to nip at my earlobe. “Anticipation makes it all the sweeter when we finally get home.”

“Tease,” I grumbled, secretly thrilled by his self-control.

Ethan chuckled and gave my ass a playful squeeze. “Come on, gorgeous. Let’s go have the best damn anniversary dinner ever.”

As we stepped out into the cool evening air, my body humming with desire, I never could have guessed how much my life was about to change...


The Question


Chapter 2

The Question

I collapsed on the couch with a dreamy sigh, hand resting on my full stomach. “Mmm, that was amazing. I think I’m in food coma territory right now.”

“Agreed.” Ethan flopped down beside me, unbuttoning his pants with a groan. “I may never eat again. Well, until tomorrow at least.”

“Ha! Same here.” I leaned my head on his shoulder, feeling blissfully content. “Thanks for tonight, baby. It was perfect.”

He kissed the top of my head, his arm wrapping around me. “Anything for you, babe. And hey, only another six months until the big one-year anniversary!”

“Wow, time flies.” I marveled at how quickly our relationship had progressed. It felt like just yesterday we’d first met at that college mixer.

“I can’t wait to see what the future holds for us.” Ethan’s voice was full of emotion. “You know I’d do anything for you, right Sarah?”

I pulled back to meet his gaze, seeing the sincerity in his blue eyes. “Of course I know that. I’d do anything for you too.”

His jaw tensed, like he was gearing up to say something difficult. My brow furrowed in concern.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

He let out a long breath, running a hand through his messy brown hair. “So... I may have done something kinda crazy. Something that involves you. But it’s all for the best, I swear.”

“Oh-kay.” I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of this. “Spill it, babe. What did you do?”

“Well, you know how badly I want to get into the fraternity? How I’ve been trying to prove myself to the brothers for months now?” His eyes searched mine nervously.

“Yeah, I know it’s important to you.” I encouraged him with a gentle smile. “What about it?”

“I may have...agreed to something in order to secure my spot.” He bit his lip, a flush creeping up his neck. “It’s a bit unconventional. Hell, it’s totally out there. But it would make me a shoe-in if you’re cool with it.”

I narrowed my eyes suspiciously. “What did you agree to, Ethan? A threesome with two chicks? Eating bull testicles? A naked mile run across campus?”

“Um, none of the above.” He squirmed, looking everywhere but at me. “I kinda told them they could...share you for a night.”

I sat bolt upright, gaping at him in shock. “You WHAT?!”

“I know, I know, it sounds crazy.” He rushed to explain, hands up placatingly. “But think about it! Those assholes have been ragging on me for months about how they don’t think I deserve you. They said my ‘sweet little girlfriend’ would never stay with me if she knew what was out there. I need to prove them wrong!”

I shook my head, still trying to process his insane suggestion. “So your solution was to offer me up like some sort of prize? Are you out of your mind?”

“No, not at all!” He grabbed my hands, expression earnest. “I would never make you do anything you’re not comfortable with. It’s totally your choice. But just imagine... if you were down for it, I’d basically be a shoo-in for initiation. The guys would finally take me seriously!”

“Ethan, we’re talking about you basically prostituting me to your frat brothers.” I couldn’t keep the disbelief from my voice. “Do you even hear yourself right now?”

“I’m not trying to be a pimp, I swear.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “It’s more like... they want to test my manhood, my ability to be cool about my girl getting pleasured by the best of the best. If I can handle watching that and you still want me at the end? Well, that proves who the real stud is.” His chest puffed out slightly.

“Oh, for the love of-“ I threw my hands up in exasperation. “You seriously expect me to believe this is some kind of fucked up frat challenge to prove your masculinity? You’re telling me you’d be cool watching other guys screw me? It’s preposterous!”

“Hey, I’m trying to be cool about it.” He had the nerve to sound offended. “The truth is, the idea kinda turns me on too. In a weird, twisted way.” He gave me a sheepish look. “The thought of watching you with other guys, seeing how good they can make you feel... Fuck, just talking about it is getting me hard.”

As if to prove his point, he shifted on the couch, adjusting the sizable bulge straining against his zipper. My eyes were drawn to it despite myself. A traitorous flutter went through my core at the image his words painted.

“Jesus, you can’t be serious.” But my protest sounded weak even to my own ears. A part of me, a tiny part, was intrigued despite my shock. What would it be like to be with someone other than Ethan, even just for one night?

He leaned in, pressing his advantage as he always did. “Baby, I know it’s a crazy idea. But imagine the look on those fuckers’ faces when you blow their minds and come back to me at the end of the night. We’d be legends on campus. Plus, the trust and honesty we’d have after that? Unbreakable.” His voice was a low purr, coaxing me in.

“Ethan, I-I don’t know...” My resolve was weakening as his words painted a seductive picture. I couldn’t deny the curiosity I felt, or the illicit thrill of being wanted by a group of frat guys.

“It’s just one night.” He kissed along my jaw, nuzzling my neck. “Think of it as an adventure. A sexy, no-strings-attached experience we can laugh about someday. And hey, maybe it’ll be fun! A bunch of hot, athletic guys devoted to making you feel good?” He punctuated the words with open-mouthed kisses down my throat.

I gasped as his teeth grazed my sensitive skin, my hands fisting in his shirt. The logical part of my brain was screaming that this was insane, but my body was warming to the idea.

“Please, Sar?” He pulled back to gaze into my eyes, expression so hopeful and vulnerable. “Will you at least think about it? For me? For us?”

“Fine.” I sighed, already knowing my fate was sealed. I could never say no to him when he looked at me like that. “I’ll consider it. But I make no promises.”

His face lit up with relief and excitement. “That’s all I’m asking! Thank you, baby! I love you so much.” He crushed his lips to mine in a searing kiss, all tongues and teeth.

As we made out, his hands roaming under my dress, I couldn’t help the images running through my mind of the “fun” night he had planned. Images of strong, tattooed arms holding me, hot male bodies surrounding me, pleasure I couldn’t even imagine...

Shit. What had I gotten myself into?


For you, anything


Chapter 3

For you, anything

The next day was a total mind-fuck. My head was all over the place as I went about my usual routine of classes and cheer practice. Ethan’s proposal kept circling in my brain, alternating between total disgust and reluctant curiosity.

Part of me, a small, dark part, couldn’t deny there was something appealing about the idea of a secret night of debauchery. The chance to explore, to feel desired and pleasured by different men. To have a sexy, illicit experience to keep just between me and Ethan.

The more I thought about it, the less scandalous it seemed. Hell, it was just sex, right? A one-time thing to help Ethan get into the fraternity and have a wild adventure. I trusted that he’d be there, making sure I was safe and enjoying myself. It wasn’t like he was asking me to leave him or anything. It was a one-time indulgence, a favor to help my boyfriend. We would probably be laughing about it a year from now.

Still, a tremor of nerves shot through me when Ethan cornered me in our room that evening, blue eyes alight with excitement.

“So? Have you thought more about it?” He gripped my shoulders, his energy practically buzzing through him.

I bit my lip, suddenly shy under his eager gaze. “Maybe? It’s a lot to process.”

“I get that.” He stroked my hair back, voice gentle. “And you have to want it too, Sarah. I would never force you. It’s totally your call.” But I could see the hopefulness warring with worry in his eyes.

Letting out a shaky breath, I made up my mind. If this is what he wanted, if it would make him happy and secure his spot in the frat...I could be down for a little experimentation. And if I was being totally honest, a naughty night of passion sounded kinda thrilling.

“I’m in,” I said simply, watching as pure elation washed over his face.

“Yes! Fuck yes!” He scooped me up in his arms, spinning me around as he laughed. “Thank you, babe! You won’t regret this, I promise.”

“Well, we’ll see about that.” I laughed, but couldn’t keep the grin off my face at his joy. “So... how exactly is this going to work? Is it just me and you? Or do the frat guys get a turn too?”

Ethan set me down, looking slightly sheepish. “Uh, about that. The thing is, the guys will expect me to, um, be hands-off so to speak.”

My eyes widened. “You mean you won’t be having sex with me that night? At all?”

He winced. “It’s more of a test thing for me. Like I’ll be there the whole time, but the focus is on you and, well, whoever else. It shows I’m cool with my girl getting the royal treatment from the frat’s best studs.” He coughed. “That was the deal I made.”

“Holy shit.” I blinked at him, slightly dizzy. This was so much crazier than I’d envisioned. “You want to just...watch me fuck other guys?”

“I mean, yeah.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “Is that too weird? I won’t just be sitting there with popcorn or anything.” His chuckle was strained. “But if you’re uncomfortable with it, I’m sure we can-“

“No, no, it’s fine.” I waved my hand, mind racing. This changed things. It wasn’t just me indulging in some strange dicks for one night. I’d have an audience. My audience being my loving boyfriend. What a mind trip. But somehow...that just made it more intriguing.

“So I just show up, and there’s a lineup of frat guys waiting for me?” I quirked a brow. “What, do I pick and choose? Do they take turns?”

He grinned, sensing my shift from apprehension to fascination. “It’s up to you, babe. Whatever you’re most comfortable with. I just promised them access to that fine little body of yours.” He leered, running his hands down my curves. “And let me tell you, they are hyped as fuck. Word of the hot redheaded cheerleader willing to party with Sigma is spreading fast.”

“Oh god.” My cheeks heated at the thought of campus rumors swirling about me. I guess that’s what I signed up for. “Alright. When do I get to...meet my admirers?”

Ethan pulled me against him, eyes dark with lust. “Saturday night. Be ready for anything. And Sarah?”

“Hmm?” I tilted my head up, lips parted.

“I love you. Thank you for being the coolest girlfriend ever.” Then his mouth claimed mine in a scorching kiss that promised so much more.

The butterflies were already rioting in my stomach. I was really going to do this. Sleep with a bunch of random frat boys. With my boyfriend watching. Just for fun.

What the hell is wrong with me? I couldn’t stop the excited grin spreading across my face.

Maybe absolutely nothing...


Sarah Revealed


Chapter 4

Sarah Revealed

Days ticked by in a lustful haze. Saturday night approached with both lightning speed and frustrating slowness. My body was buzzing with nervous anticipation, while my mind spun out fantasies of the unknown evening ahead.

Ethan kept giving me heated looks whenever he thought I wasn’t paying attention. Little secret smiles, eyebrow raises. We’d fucked like bunnies every chance we got, his need to “fill me up” more intense than ever. Almost like he was claiming me before handing me over to the wolves.

Finally, the night arrived. I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my skimpiest, sexiest underwear, a slinky slip of a dress held in my trembling hands. Taking a deep breath, I shimmied into the flimsy fabric, marveling at how it clung to my curves. The scoop neck dipped low, the hem barely covering my lacy panties. A shiver of nerves went through me at my reflection. I adjusted my garters, making sure my stockings wouldn’t slip and checked the strap on my heels.

I looked like a pin-up model, a fantasy brought to life. No wonder the frat boys were so excited to have their way with me. I looked like sex already.

“Fuck. Me.” Ethan appeared in the doorway, taking in my outfit with an expression of awe. “You are killing me, woman.”

I spun to face him, trying to tamp down my blush. “Well, you wanted a show-stopper, right?”

He closed the distance between us in two strides, hands gripping my waist possessively. “Sarah, you’re a fucking goddess. Those pricks don’t know what’s about to hit them.” His tone was a mixture of pride and...hunger?

“You seem a little more worked up than I expected.” I tilted my head, studying his flushed face and dilated pupils. “Is the thought of your friends screwing your girlfriend turning you on more than you let on?”

He had the grace to look embarrassed, ducking his head. “Maybe. A little.” He sighed, running his palms up and down my bare arms. “Look, it’s weird as hell to admit, but the thought of you enjoying other guys...it’s fucking hot, okay? I trust you. And I love seeing you lose control, being pleasured. Imagining that with a bunch of horny studs? It’s a little exciting”

As if to prove his point, he rocked his hips against me, letting me feel his rigid cock pressing into my belly. A jolt of arousal zinged through me at his admission. I had a feeling I was in for one wild night if my usually vanilla boyfriend was already this turned on by the mere idea.

“Well, we better get going then, before you change your mind and keep me all to yourself.” I winked and turned away, swinging my hips extra as I strutted to the door.

His answering groan was music to my ears.

The frat house was a block away, already pumping with music and spilling over with tipsy students by the time we arrived. I followed Ethan up the stairs to the imposing front doors, my pulse quickening with each step. Here goes nothing.

Inside, the air was hazy with pot smoke and smelled strongly of beer. Crowds of people filled the rooms, but my eyes kept snagging on the guys checking me out as we moved through the party. Whistles and hoots followed in my wake, some bolder shouts of “damn” and “I’ll be right behind you, baby” making me smirk despite my jitters.

“Hey, hey, here he is! The man of the hour!” A muscular blond guy I recognized as Luke, the Sigma VP, came barreling over to us. His eyes swept over me with unbridled hunger. “Well hello there, little lady. You must be Sarah.”

“That’s me.” I stuck out my hand with false bravado, only to have it engulfed in his large palm. His touch sent sparks up my arm. Up close, I realized he was a total hottie. Piercing blue eyes, square jaw, tan skin stretching over built arms. I swallowed hard.

“Glad you could join us.” His smile was pure predator. “The boys are dying to meet you. Ethan talks about you constantly, so our expectations are through the fucking roof.” He waggled his brows suggestively.

Ethan’s hand found the small of my back, steering me toward the staircase. “Is everything set up, man?”

“Uh, yeah.” Luke shot him a questioning look. “You sure about this? You’re okay with what’s gonna go down in that room tonight?”

“Absolutely.” Ethan nodded, jaw tense. “As long as Sarah’s cool with it, I’m all in.”

Those piercing blue eyes swung back to me, seeming to look right into my soul. I forced myself to maintain eye contact, hoping he couldn’t see how freaked out I really was. Finally, he grinned wide.

“Good. Cause this is going to be a night for the history books.” With that, he motioned for us to follow, taking the stairs two at a time.

On the second floor, we weaved through the drunken partygoers to a room at the end of the hall. Luke threw open the door, ushering us in before locking it behind us. My heart hammered in my throat as I took in the scene.

It was a massive bedroom, likely the master. Dimly lit by a few lamps, with a California king-size bed dominating the center. Sprawled across the mattress and various chairs around the room were four of the hottest guys I’d ever seen in my life. And every single pair of eyes was riveted on me as the door clicked shut.

“Oh. My. God.” A shaggy-haired brunet whistled from the bed. “You’re even hotter than your Insta pics, baby.”

“Ethan how the fuck did a pledge like you pull her?” Another whispered, hazel eyes roaming my body appreciatively.

There was a round of cheers and clapping as I stood frozen just inside the door, suddenly painfully aware of how tiny my dress was. A large black guy sitting in the armchair smirked at me.

“Welcome to the den of iniquity, red. Hope you’re ready for the night of your life.”

I gulped, hands twisting in the material of my dress. Was I ready for this? For the scrutiny, the lewd comments, the raw hunger directed at me from all sides?

A glance at Ethan told me I had to be ready. He looked as nervous as I felt, but there was an excited spark in his eyes too. He wanted this, was invested in this wild idea. Over the past week a big part of me...did too.

I pulled back my shoulders, relying on my cheer skills and letting my hips cock in a practiced pose. Time to be brave. To see this through. “Boys,” I purred, sweeping my gaze over the half-dozen lusty expressions. “Let’s not keep me waiting any longer. W-which one of you wants to go first?” I tried to look bold, even through my stammering.

Just like that, we were off. The room erupted into hoots and cheers as my new partners scrambled off the bed, advancing on me like I was the only girl left on earth. Hands reached for me, touching, caressing, drawing me into the center of the room. I gasped as someone gripped my hips from behind, another palming my breast. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Ethan go and close the door, locking it from any wandering intruders below.

This was happening. I was surrounded by hard male bodies, about to become the center of a very dirty frat house fantasy. A delicious thrill shot through me, pulsing between my thighs. Maybe I would enjoy this after all...


Stuffed


Chapter 5

Stuffed

Calloused hands slid up my stockinged legs, raising the hem of my flimsy dress. A breathless gasp escaped me as rough fingers brushed the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, getting perilously close to my lacy pantied pussy. All around me, hard bodies pressed in, enveloping me in a sea of masculinity.

“Fucking smooth, just like I knew she’d be.” Luke’s deep voice purred in my ear as he crouched behind me, strong arms banding around my waist. His erection ground into my lower back, the thick outline undeniable even through his jeans.

Another set of hands reached around to cup my breasts, thumbs grazing my stiffening nipples through the thin fabric. “Bet her tits are fucking amazing. Can’t wait to get my mouth on these.” The shaggy haired guy—Jay, I thought his name was—nuzzled into my neck, hot breath raising goosebumps on my skin.

The guy I’d seen in the armchair stood in front of me, towering over my much smaller frame. His muscular brown arms crossed over his broad chest, the bulge of his biceps straining the material of his tight black shirt. Dark eyes glinted as he took in my heaving chest, the rapid pulse at my throat.

“What’s your name, anyway?” he rumbled, a faint smirk on his full lips.

“Sarah,” I managed, licking dry lips. The sensory overload of so many male bodies, the palpable lust directed at me... It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

He hummed in approval. “I’m Malcolm. You’re going to be screaming my name before the night’s through.”

Heat flared through me at his promise. This was so fucking wrong, and yet, a forbidden anticipation curled low in my belly. With a trembling breath, I turned to find Ethan, seeking reassurance in this whirlwind.

My boyfriend stood just feet away, looking a little lost but entirely turned on. He met my gaze, blue eyes glazed with lust, a distinct tenting at the front of his khakis. He flashed me a shaky smile and a nod, his silent permission spurring me onward.

Suddenly, I was being lifted off my feet, squealing in surprise as two pairs of hands carried me toward the enormous bed. They laid me down gently on the mattress, the crisp sheets cool against my feverish skin. In an instant, I was crowded from all sides, the frat guys kneeling around me like worshippers at an altar.

A bottle of lube was produced, making me raise a skeptical brow. Malcolm saw my look and chuckled darkly.

“We came prepared, baby girl. Now let’s get this party started.” His big hands gripped my knees, pushing them apart as he leaned over me. The position had my tiny dress bunching up around my hips, putting my lacy black panties on full display. My pussy was throbbing, embarrassingly damp already, no doubt showing a wet spot through the sheer fabric.

Someone hissed in approval, making me bite my lip and glance at the gathered faces. Each one of the five guys—Luke, Jay, Malcolm, and two others I didn’t yet know—had their hungry eyes glued to my body, lust etched into their features. No shame or restraint. Just raw desire for the cheerleader in their midst.

A low whimper left me as the bed dipped, someone sliding between my splayed thighs. It was Luke, ice blue eyes burning as he gazed down at me, running a finger along the edge of my soaked panties.

“Fuck, I can feel how hot you are through this flimsy shit.” He flicked his finger over my cloth-covered clit, drawing a shocked cry from my lips. “Your pussy’s gonna be a waterfall before I’m done eating it.”

Oh god. They were all going to watch him do that? Eat me out? Ethan had always been good at it, but Luke...just the thought of this handsome, built jock feasting on me while five other guys looked on had my body on edge.

As if reading my mind, Ethan spoke up from his perch on a nearby chair. “Yeah man, go to town on her. You should hear the noises she makes when her clit gets licked just right.”

His words spurred Luke on. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my panties, dragging them down my legs and off in one smooth motion. I reflexively moved to cover myself, face flaming, but strong hands caught my wrists, pinning them above my head.

“None of that now,” Malcolm growled, holding me down as he leaned over my upper body. “We’re gonna see and taste every inch of you tonight, Sarah. Get used to it.”

Luke wasted no time, settling his broad shoulders between my quivering thighs. With a dirty smirk up at me, he leaned in and ran his tongue flat up my dripping cunt.

“O-oh my g—ahh!” My hips jerked, but he held me steady, circling my swollen clit with the tip of his tongue. Shivers radiated out from that single point of contact, my pussy already fluttering in anticipation.

“Holy shit, look at that little cunt trying to suck his tongue in.” The blonde next to Malcolm reached down to lazily stroke himself through his jeans, fixated on where Luke was eating me out.

“He’s not even doing anything yet and she’s already moaning like a porn star,” another rasped, squeezing his bulge in his jeans.

Their crude comments, combined with the flick of Luke’s tongue over my sensitive nub, made me cry out and toss my head. This was unreal. So many eyes watching as this hot stranger made me squirm. And Ethan... When I turned my head to find him again, our gazes locked in an electric moment. I saw my own shock and desire reflected back, but something else too. Possessive pride. Like he couldn’t believe he was sharing this with me, his gorgeous girlfriend spread open for his frat brothers.

With renewed confidence, I spread my legs wider for Luke, reaching down to thread my fingers through his soft blond hair. “Mmm, just like that...harder...” I didn’t even recognize my own voice, thick with want.

Luke grinned against my pussy and obeyed, latching onto my clit and sucking while thrusting two fingers deep into my soaked channel. My back arched off the bed with a high-pitched keen, hips rocking to ride his digits. Oh fuck, yes. Right there.

“So fucking responsive,” Malcolm marveled from above me, releasing my wrists to instead plump my breasts in his big hands. “Ethan’s been holding out on us with this little nympho.” As if to prove his point, he lowered his head and sucked one of my stiff nipples through the material of my dress, tongue flicking the peak to the tune of my cries.

It was too much sensation. I was going to come already, just from this. My eyes flew to Ethan again, silently asking permission to let go.

“Do it, baby,” he panted, fisting his cock through his pants. “Come all over his face. Let them see how good he’s making you feel.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. With a wanton wail, I detonated, my body clenching around Luke’s pumping fingers and swirling tongue as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My toes curled, eyes rolling back as I spasmed through the intense orgasm, hips grinding shamelessly against his eager mouth.

He licked me through the aftershocks, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure before raising his shiny chin with a wicked smirk. His lips and beard were wet with my essence.

“Mmm, best fucking pussy I’ve ever tasted,” he groaned, sitting back on his heels. His fingers slid free of my twitching hole with an embarrassingly lewd sound. “Next up.”

Oh fuck. I lay there dazed, blinking as Jay appeared between my thighs, tossing his brown hair back with a hungry grin. His hand was wrapped around his rigid dick as he took me in, pink head glistening with precum. God, how many of them planned to fuck me? All of them? Before tonight I had only ever been with Ethan and one other. Now, I’d just let a guy other than my boyfriend give me an explosive orgasm in front of five witnesses and the thought made me burn with a lusty heat I couldn’t begin to describe.

“You ready for some cock, Sarah?” Jay growled, stroking himself as he rubbed the thick tip through my swollen folds. “Gonna stuff you full and make that tight little cunt scream.”

Beside me, Malcolm snorted. “Get in line, dude. We’re all gonna stretch her out tonight. Ethan clearly hasn’t been.”

A surprised laugh escaped me, lightening the tension that had built in my chest. These cocky fuckers were outrageous! But then, hadn’t I signed up for exactly this? To be their frat slut for a night, passed around for their pleasure. God help me, but I wanted to be their little whore, just this once.

Locking eyes with Ethan, I crooked a finger, beckoning him closer. “Bring that pretty cock here, babe. Let me taste you while Jay shows me how it’s done.”

He needed no further invitation, scrambling up onto the bed and fumbling with his belt. I propped myself up on my elbows as Jay lined himself up, pressing his thick length against my sopping entrance. Malcolm and the other guy whose name I still didn’t know stood to my left, pulling their cocks out too, one in each hand as they stared at me expectantly.

Three dicks, waiting for my attention. This was actually happening.

A muffled groan from above had me looking up just as Ethan pulled out his hard-on. Luke cut between us, “Take a seat, pledge. Brothers only tonight.”

“B-but...” I saw the crestfallen look on Ethan’s face as he looked at Luke.

Luke just chuckled. “Don’t worry, I’m sure Sarah will still want to suck you dry when this is all over.”

My poor Ethan looked crushed, so I nodded. I was still his at the end of the night, right? He stepped away and Luke wasted no time stepping into the vacant space, grabbing a fistful of my crimson locks.

“Suck it like a good little slut,” he ordered, feeding the blunt head of his cock past my lips.

Obediently, I parted wider, letting him sink into my mouth until the salty head hit the back of my throat. My tongue danced around the veiny shaft as he thrust shallowly, a string of moans vibrating from his chest. He was big, girthy. I had never struggled with Ethan but now it felt like the corners of my mouth might tear.

“So fucking good,” he gritted out, gaze fixed on where my lips stretched around him. “Those red dicksucking lips were made for choking on my cock.”

As if the words were a catalyst, Jay rammed his own impressive length balls-deep into my weeping pussy in one savage thrust. I cried out around Luke’s cock, back bowing at the intense fullness. He took the opportunity to push deeper, hitting my throat until tears pricked my eyes.

“Yeahhh, take that shit!” Jay pounded into me, slapping his balls against my ass. “Fuck me, you’re tight! Gonna make this sweet little hole gape before we’re done.”

They weren’t even giving me a chance to adjust. My hands fisted the sheets as they fucked me from both ends, finding a savage rhythm that had my toes curling. It was a delicious punishment, the kind I’d only ever read about in filthy books. Here I was living it, a slut for these horny frat boys, all while Ethan looked on with awe and envy in his eyes.

“Hell yes, pound that pussy!” Malcolm grunted, watching Jay’s thick cock hammer into me. His hand was a blur on his own dick as he panted with excitement. “I wanna see her covered in our cum by the end of the night.”

“Me first,” Luke snarled, gripping my hair tighter as his thrusts grew erratic. “Open wide, Sarah. Drink my load like a good bitch.”

Oh god, he wasn’t going to give me any warning. The idea of him using my mouth as his personal fucktoy and coming down my throat sent a thrill through me. I gazed up at him, all but batting my lashes, wordlessly encouraging him to let go.

With a guttural groan, he exploded, flooding my mouth with hot ropes of cum. I choked and swallowed instinctively, tasting the salty tang as I gulped it down. His head was thrown back in ecstasy, a look of sheer triumph on his face as he filled my belly.

“Holy fuck, that’s it. Take it, you little slut.” His fingers flexed against my scalp, milking the last drops from his twitching cock. “Good girl. Lick me clean.”

Dazedly, I complied, swiping my tongue over his spent length before he pulled out with a satisfied sigh. His softening dick bobbed against my lips, shiny with a mix of his seed and my spit.

“I need some of that,” Jay hissed from below, hammering my cunt with bruising strokes. “Shit, gonna come!”

“Fill me up,” I found myself begging, shocking myself with the whorish words. “Come inside me, yes!”

As if that’s what he’d been waiting for, Jay threw his head back and roared, hilting himself to the root as his dick pulsed within my clenching walls. I could feel the hot spurts painting my insides, his orgasm triggering a weaker one of my own. I trembled and moaned as he shuddered above me, twitching with each aftershock. This felt so fucking naughty, letting him breed me while Ethan looked on.

When he finally withdrew with a groan, I could feel his release trickling down my crack. Before it could drip onto the sheets, another body replaced him between my thighs. This one even bigger than the last.

“Goddamn, would you look at that creampie.” Malcolm sounded deeply impressed, tracing a finger through the pearly strings leaking from my swollen hole. “You’re a dirty girl, letting him just nut in you like that.”

“I can’t believe I got sloppy seconds,” the other unnamed guy snickered, climbing onto the bed and slapping his thick cock against my cheek. “I’ll have to make do with fucking these pretty lips.”

My mouth was still tangy with Luke’s spend, but I parted for the new dick, eager to feel my throat filled again. Malcolm watched raptly as I got skull-fucked for the second time, grunting in approval.

“That’s it, choke on it. Make him feel how grateful you are for all this cock.” As he spoke, he rubbed his wide head through the slick mess between my legs, smearing the mixture of my juices and Jay’s cum all over my folds.

The stretch when he entered me stole my breath, so much thicker than any I’d ever taken. My walls protested the intrusion, stinging with each slow inch he fed me. It was almost too much. I whimpered around the cock fucking my face, tears gathering in my eyes at the burning sensation of being split so thoroughly.

“You’re fucking enormous!” I managed to gasp when I was released for a second. My pussy felt stretched to the limit already, throbbing with the fullness of Malcolm buried to the hilt inside me.

He grunted and started a punishing pace, my whole body jolting with each thrust. “Damn right. Don’t worry, that cunt’s gonna get used to it.” He gripped my legs and folded them nearly double, putting me on full display for the others. “Ethan, my man, get a load of your girl’s pussy creaming all over my big black cock.”

Ethan groaned, one hand stroking his much less impressive length. “Fuck, she loves that, I can tell. Her back’s arching like she wants it deeper.”

It was true. Despite the initial pain, I could feel my body relaxing, accepting Malcolm’s brutal size with an aching need. His thrusts shifted, hitting a spot inside me that had my eyes rolling, somewhere no one else had ever reached. When his thumb came down to rub circles on my oversensitive clit, I almost shot off the bed.

“That’s the ticket, pretty baby,” he purred. “Let go and come all over my cock like a good little fucktoy.”

Between his relentless pumping and that thumb pressing my pearl of pleasure, I was done for. My scream was muffled by the dick stuffing my throat as I came harder than I ever had in my life. My body convulsed, vision going black at the edges, lost to a wave of pleasure so sharp it was almost painful. Through it all, I felt Malcolm pound me through it, the hot spurt of his release bathing my walls deep inside. God, he came buckets, the hot sticky sensation dribbling down my ass to join the puddle beneath me.

“Jesus H Christ,” the nameless blonde groaned, the hand fisting my hair spasming as he thrust erratically. I could barely breathe, much less do anything but hold on as he suddenly let out a roar and erupted in my mouth, shooting his load right down my gullet.

I gagged, cum dribbling from the corners of my lips, but he just kept coming, painting my tonsils with pulse after pulse. He tasted so different from the others, earthy and tangy on my tongue. It wasn’t until he went completely soft that he finally withdrew, panting and spent.

Collapsing onto the bed, I sucked in much-needed air, chest heaving as I tried to collect myself. Four men had used my body in the span of thirty minutes. Fucked my mouth and pussy like I was just a series of holes for their pleasure. And the worst part was, I’d loved every fucking second of it.

“Holy fuck, boys,” Luke drawled, sprawled naked on the chair nearby, legs spread and cock lying flaccid against his thigh. “Ethan’s girlfriend puts even the craziest Delta slut to shame. She just takes it and takes it, begging for more. I don’t think a pledge has ever had one this good before.”

“You said it,” Jay laughed, lying next to me and trailing a hand up my side to fondle my breast. “And look, her pink little nipples are still so fucking hard.” He plucked at one, making me whimper and twist away from the sensitivity.

I cracked an eye open to peer around blearily. Four sweaty, naked frat boys surrounded me, looking thoroughly fucked out but with an eager glint still in their eyes. My poor pussy ached from the vigorous attention, puffy and throbbing, no doubt red and gaping. My jaw was sore, my limbs heavy and limp. There was a distinct stickiness coating my thighs and crusting around my mouth.

I was a complete and utter mess. I had to be a wreck to look at.

“Give her a break,” Malcolm chided, sitting back on his haunches and stroking my shin soothingly. “The night’s not over, you horndogs. But our little redhead here needs a breather. You know she’s never been fucked this good before.”

Yeah, no kidding. I could feel myself drifting off already, floating on the warm afterglow and pleasant ache. What I really needed was a shower, to scrub this night’s filth from my body before it got permanently stained. But there was something keeping me rooted here. Something I hadn’t even gotten to yet tonight...

Ethan. My boyfriend. The whole reason I’d put myself through this insane scenario.

Pushing upright on wobbly arms, I looked around until I found him, still in his clothes by the armchair. He met my eyes with an uncertain expression, like he didn’t know what I wanted or expected. Poor guy, this must be as overwhelming for him as it was for me.

Summoning my strength, I got to my feet on shaky legs and padded across the room. At some point, I had lost my heels. I located one flung under a chair nearby and continued my trembling advance. Ethan tracked my movement like a hawk, breath catching when I climbed into his lap, facing him.

“Hi.” I cupped his stubbly cheek, voice rough from overuse. “How’re you doing, baby?”

His eyes fluttered shut at my gentle touch, nuzzling into my palm like a puppy. “God, Sarah. You’re so beautiful right now.” When he opened his eyes again, I saw nothing but awe in their depths. “I can’t believe I get to watch that. It’s... It’s everything.You looked... incredible.”

My heart clenched at the emotion in his voice. Whatever misgivings I’d had melted away, leaving only tenderness for this man. My man. He wanted to see me come undone for others because he found me irresistible in my element. And maybe, just maybe, because he liked the power of sharing what was his. Who knew?

Leaning in, I pressed a salty kiss to his waiting lips, the sweetest moment of the night. When I pulled back, I grinned at his slightly dazed expression.

“How ‘bout you take me upstairs, yeah? Find an empty room and show your slutty girlfriend what she’s been missing?”

He shuddered, gripping my waist tight. “Fuck yes. Let’s go, right now.” As if to punctuate his point, he stood, easily hoisting me into his arms and carrying me toward the bedroom door. I waved over his shoulder at the four men we were leaving behind, a tired smile on my face.

They whistled and cheered us on, yelling for me to “have fun but bring her back” and other bawdy encouragements. It made me blush, but in a good way. They had no idea.

Tonight had opened up a whole new world of kink I’d never dreamed I’d be into. But with my amazing, supportive boyfriend holding me close, I couldn’t wait to explore it further. For his sake and mine. That night was the beginning of an even more thrilling ride...


The Next Morning


Chapter 6

The Next Morning

I blinked awake, warm sunshine streaming through unfamiliar blinds. My mouth felt fuzzy, my head heavy with sleep. As I stretched languidly, the soreness in my muscles made the events of the previous night rush back to me in startling clarity.

“Oh shit,” I groaned, slapping a hand over my face in embarrassment. Had that really happened? Had I really let four guys fuck me senseless in the frat house bedroom while my boyfriend looked on? It sounded like something from a cheesy porno, not real life.

And yet... my tender pussy didn’t lie. The memories flooded back of being pounded from both ends, of hot seed painting my tongue and coating my walls. Of wanting it, loving it. Shame and exhilaration warred in my chest as I turned my head to find Ethan still asleep next to me, one arm slung possessively over my waist.

My eyes roamed his face, noting the contented little smile curving his lips even in slumber. What a weird, wonderful man I had. Who else would share his girl so eagerly? So willingly? To think I almost refused...

At that moment, his eyes blinked open, focusing on me with a sweet, dopey grin. “Morning,” he rumbled, leaning in to nuzzle my neck.

“Hey.” I laughed softly, fingers playing in his messy hair. “How did you sleep, after our little...escapade?”

His cheeks reddened a bit at the reminder, making me bite back a giggle. Still got it.

“I passed the fuck out.” He propped himself up on an elbow, the sheet slipping down to reveal his lean chest. “Not after that show, though. After I made sweet love to my own woman. Sheesh.” He shook his head in disbelief. “Best sex of my life.”

The pride and wonder in his tone had me beaming like a loon. We hadn’t even discussed what happened yet, and he was already gushing. What did that say about us?

“Was it?” I reached out to trace the curve of his jaw. “Cause I might have had my mind blown once or twice before we snuck off.” A sly grin tugged at my lips.

His gaze heated, fingers trailing down my arm to my bare hip. “Yeah? You liked getting stuffed by those guys, didn’t you? Fucking little slut.” His dirty talk surprised me, sending a bolt of lust to my core.

I hummed, arching my back and letting the sheets fall away from my breasts. His breath caught, cock already tenting the fabric between us. It never ceased to amaze me, how turned on he got by thinking of me with others.

“I didn’t just like it, baby.” I shifted closer, dragging my nipples across his chest. “I came harder than I ever have in my life, moaning like a whore for four big cocks. And I’ll probably do it again, if you keep staring at me like that.”

Ethan’s control snapped. With a growl, he hauled me under him, pinning my wrists above my head and settling his stiff dick between my thighs. The sudden rough handling made me whimper in excitement.

“You little tease,” he panted, grinding against my already damp folds. “Acting all innocent after you got double-fucked right in front of me.” He captured my mouth in a searing kiss, tongue delving deep to taste me. “But I guess I can’t blame you, after taking on Malcolm. Guy was practically a tripod!”

I couldn’t help it. I broke the kiss with a fit of giggles at his ridiculous description. “You’re terrible,” I scolded playfully, winding my legs around his waist. “I didn’t know they could actually be that big...” I caught myself. “Not that yours isn’t enough...” I lied.

He waggled his brows, looking way too smug. “Uh-huh. That’s why you had that dazed ‘I’ve been stretched out and can’t even feel anything’ look on your face after.”

“Oh shut up and fuck me,” I retorted, gasping as he pushed his hard length into my tight sheath. There was an ache, but in the best way, reminding me of just how well-used I’d been last night. My channel fluttered around him, still swollen from its previous occupants.

“Jesus,” he grunted, forehead dropping to my shoulder as he hilted. “So hot and slick, even with their sloppy seconds.”

We both froze at his choice of words, our eyes locking. Did he...? I swallowed hard.

“Yeah, babe?” I purred, experimentally clenching my walls around him. “Is that what gets you off? Knowing I’m all sticky with other guys’ spunk? That I can barely feel your cute little dick fucking into all that cum?” Where was this dirty talk coming from? I barely recognized my own husky voice.

Ethan shuddered violently, eyes glazed with lust. His thrusts picked up, rough and needy. “Fuck, don’t stop. Love how dirty your mouth gets after they’ve been inside it.” He slammed into me, jolting my body with the force. “Fucking say it. Tell me you love being passed around like a slutty little cumrag.”

My mind reeled, but my body responded to his crude commands. It was as if something in me had unlocked, a dirty girl who thrived on filth and depravity, no holds barred. Maybe this frat gangbang was just the thing to awaken her. God knows she was loving every minute of it now.

“I’m your frat whore,” I gasped, clinging to his back as he hammered my tender pussy. “My tight little holes are free game for your brothers, and I’ll take them all!” My tits bounced with his aggressive rhythm, headboard banging the wall in time.

“Such a good little whore,” he gritted out, hands gripping my thighs as he bent them back, pounding me even deeper. “Maybe I’ll get an unlimited pass, let the whole fucking house take turns using you.”

I came hard at his lewd words, body bowing off the mattress with a wail. Visions of lineups and faceless frat guys swam through my head, cocks stiff and waiting. So much potential debauchery to explore. Would I ever go back to plain old monogamy?

Through the haze of pleasure, I dimly registered Ethan reaching his peak, face screwed up in a grimace of bliss as he emptied himself inside me. We lay panting, entangled in the sweaty sheets, riding the aftershocks together.

“Holy shit,” he wheezed finally, dropping a kiss to my forehead. “We’re animals.”

I giggled, snuggling into his chest. “The sex is definitely more fun now.”

“Mm, agree.” He stroked lazy circles on my skin. “You don’t have any regrets? About... last night?” He tried to sound casual, but I heard the hint of anxiety.

Rolling onto my side, I propped myself up to look him in the eye. “Not a single one, baby. That was intense and wild and just plain dirty, but... I liked it. And I love you for giving me that experience. You don’t, do you?”

Ethan hesitated.

“Maybe... I thought you would push back more when Luke stopped me from joining in,” he said.

I snorted and ruffled his messy hair. “Of course you did, you horn dog. I needed you in me more than any of them.”

That made him grin, eyes lighting up. “Good. Cause next time you get gangbanged, I wanna get in on the action.” He squeezed my hip suggestively.

“Next time, huh?” I cocked a brow. “A little eager, aren’t we? Think the guys will let you?” I’d noticed how eager they were to assert their authority over my boyfriend. As I replayed last night’s events in my head, a small kernel of worry sparked.

“I mean, they already think I’m a wimp, thanks to that bullshit hazing,” he groused. “Not sure they’d ever actually let me... you know.” He flushed.

“But you still got your bid.” I traced a finger over his jaw, not quite ready to voice my suspicions about how quickly this deal went down.

Ethan sighed, relaxing under my touch. “Yeah, no thanks to you putting on a performance for them.” He waggled his brows again. “Pretty sure Luke was creaming his pants over how ‘ready’ I was, even if he never gave me a chance to join.”

That brought me up short. “That’s why you agreed to this?” I stared at him in surprise. “Not just the rush process, but the test of... I dunno, machismo?”

He grimaced, clearly uncomfortable. “Among other things,” he muttered. “I figured if I could prove how cool I was with sharing you...well, it would show I wasn’t a jealous pussy like they accused me of being.”

A jumble of emotions hit me. Indignation on his behalf that the guys had teased him, yes, but also a niggle of unease. Ethan was too kind, too much of a people-pleaser at times. What if these macho douchebags took advantage of that to manipulate him?

No. This was still his idea, right? I had consented enthusiastically last night, and now this morning...

Still. I knew Ethan well enough to see when something was off.

“Babe.” I took his face in my hands, forcing him to meet my eyes. “You don’t have to do this just to impress them, you know that, right? We can keep it to the bedroom from now on. Make this our kinky little game, no more audiences.”

A conflicted look crossed his features. He was torn. But instead of jumping on my easy out, he just shook his head slowly.

“It’s more than that, Sar.” His voice was thick with emotion. “Knowing you get off on being wanted by others, seeing you get all cockdrunk and submissive... it fucking turns me on in ways I never imagined. Not to mention you look hottest when you’re a used-up mess.” He flashed a cheeky grin.

Oh. My mind spun with this revelation. Was that it, then? Was Ethan secretly turned on by seeing me ravaged, degraded even? Was this whole gangbang scenario his kink as much as mine now?

“You’d be okay if they...” I swallowed, feeling vulnerable laying this all out. “If they talked to you a certain way? About you not...measuring up, so to speak?” I tried to dance around his most obvious insecurity.

The hurt that flashed across his face before he could hide it made my stomach sink. Dammit. So he was bothered, but the taboo still intrigued him? Jesus, what a minefield we were venturing into.

“Ethan,” I said gently, leaning forward to kiss his parted lips. “You are everything to me. No one else will ever hold a candle. But I’ll gladly play along with your frat bros if it makes you throb like you are right now.”

Indeed, I could feel him hardening against my hip as I trailed a hand down to grip him firmly. The vulnerability on his face shifted to undisguised lust.

“Jesus, you’re too good for me.” He rolled on top of me, pushing my thighs apart.

“Mm, that’s my boy.” I wrapped my arms around his neck as he entered me in one smooth stroke. “Give them a show, lover. Make ‘em all see who this pussy really belongs to...”

I was playing a part, but I also meant every word. Our little secret, shared just between us. The power was ours to claim in the end.

I hoped that whatever these arrogant jerks had planned, we could face it together...


Ethan's Moment


Chapter 7

Ethan's Moment

“Holy fuck, she was something else.”

Ethan chuckled to himself, still floating on the post-sex cloud nine he and Sarah had ridden together this morning. What an amazing woman she was. Adventurous, sexually uninhibited, supportive of even his kinkiest fantasies. How did he luck out?

A chime sounded on his phone, jolting him out of his reverie. Grinning, he tapped the notification. Luke, no doubt. It hadn’t even been 24 hours and he was ready to harass his new frat brother for all the sordid details.

‘Hey pledge, your little show got us talking,’ Luke’s text read. Ethan’s smile slipped a little. Was that...the guys wanted to know what Sarah was like behind closed doors? He felt a flush creep up his neck at the thought of divulging their intimate bedroom activities. Still, he supposed he could give a tantalizing glimpse. Maybe share some of her hotter comments...

Another text popped up before he could reply. ‘The brothers think maybe you didn’t seal the deal fully last night. Your girl’s never taken more than 4 cocks, am I right? We want to see you pimp her out to the whole crew, not just the elite.’

Ethan’s eyebrows shot up. What? Sarah had gone above and beyond what he expected, fucked to within an inch of her life. He thought for sure the brothers would’ve been satisfied. The goal was for Ethan to show how “alpha” he was by not being threatened by his woman getting plowed by the hottest frat guys. Sarah certainly had gotten her fill of prime cock. They had practically fought over turns with her...

Unease flickered in his chest. Was this about some arbitrary dick count? Were they just fucking with him? Ethan couldn’t picture Sarah handling much more than what she’d taken. Four guys was already so far out of their norm. Could she even handle more? His phone vibrated again.

‘Don’t worry bro, we’ll get your bitch trained up proper. Some of the brothers want a turn too, maybe break her in even more.’

Fury flared in Ethan’s gut. Sarah wasn’t some... fuck toy to be passed around at will! This was meant to be a one-time thing, or a once-in-a-while special treat. Sure, they both got off on her acting slutty and taking multiple cocks. But he was the only one with a permanent hall pass to her body.

Who the fuck did these arrogant jerks think they were? Hadn’t Ethan proved himself already? It was only because of Sarah and her enthusiastic participation that he had any hope of getting through initiation. Now that he was a lock for the it, what more did they want?

For him to play cuckold pimp? To allow random horny frat bros a shot at his girlfriend just because? It sat wrong, no matter how much the idea made his dick twitch.

And yet, how could he go back on his deal now? If Ethan refused, the brothers would surely oust him from Sigma. Maybe spread humiliating rumors to turn Sarah against him. God knows they had enough leverage after last night’s sex fest. One word from them could blow their secret kink sky high. Ruin them both on campus. Sarah didn’t deserve that... Plus she looked like she enjoyed it so deeply.

“Ethan?” A soft, hesitant voice spoke from behind him. “Everything okay? You looked a million miles away just now.”

He whirled around to find Sarah fresh from the shower, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped loosely around her voluptuous body. Droplets of water clung to her porcelain skin, highlighting the subtle freckles on her shoulders. He had a fleeting thought to jump her again before remembering their post-sex cleanup and their lack of... well, proper birth control, when Sarah had been with multiple partners.

“Um, hey,” he cleared his throat, pasting on a smile. “I was just messaging Luke. Looks like we’ve got another frat party coming up. You uh, you’re gonna be invited again. Special guest star.” His words came out stilted.

“Oh.” Sarah looked at him, ocean blue eyes searching his. She opened her mouth, closed it again, clearly unsure how to react. “I see. Is that something you want?” The slight quaver in her voice gave her away.

She was worried. Did she regret what they’d done, just a little? A stone of guilt formed in Ethan’s gut. This was on him. His stupid ego and drive to prove himself had led them down this twisted path. And for what? Just so he could have the privilege of paying dues and doing more asinine chores for the same bullies that used to give him swirlies in the locker room?

Maybe he needed to reevaluate his priorities. No amount of social standing or frat brotherly bonding was worth losing Sarah or making her uncomfortable. He was acting selfish and dumb, not thinking through the implications. Maybe it was time to be a man, tell Luke to fuck off and focus on the real treasure in his life—his brilliant, gorgeous, sexy-as-hell girlfriend who seemed more than willing to satisfy any craving he had.

“I don’t want to do anything you’re not up for,” he blurted out, the words spilling free now that he realized how ridiculous he was being. “Last night was crazy and hot and... wow. But it’s just the two of us that matters. We can put this behind us, keep it a one-time thing if that’s what you want. I can find some other way to kiss the frat boys’ asses.” He tried for a self-deprecating chuckle but fell flat. What if she hated the thought of another night of debauchery and resented him for suggesting it in the first place?

To his shock, Sarah laughed. Not just a little giggle but a full-on belly laugh that had her clutching her towel, eyes crinkling with mirth. What was so damn funny? Had he completely misread the room last night?

“Oh Ethan.” She wiped at her eyes, stepping forward to cradle his jaw in her small hands. “My sweet boy. You don’t have to worry about me, really. I truly enjoyed it.” She nodded toward him, as if that could prove her sincerity. “Honestly, part of me has been secretly wondering what else we could get up to in the name of ‘showing your fraternity loyalty.’ You seemed so damn into it.”

She bit her plush bottom lip, color rising on her pale cheeks. Ethan’s heart flipped at her words, relief flooding through him. Was she actually... proposing another raunchy rendezvous?

“Babe, are you saying you’re game for another gangbang? Maybe even a regular thing?” His eyes widened. Fuck, Sarah was way more into this than he thought. He refusal could have been a way out, but now what could he do? Say he didn’t like it? That she hurt him? That wasn’t true... at least not really. It was too damn good watching his beautiful girlfriend become a total slut for the Sigma studs. Knowing they would always crave more...

“Maaaybe,” she drawled, looking up at him through her lashes. “We did set a kinky precedent. Would be a shame not to see it through.” Her smile turned impish. “But maybe I’ll let the brothers know who really calls the shots here.”

A surprised laugh left him at her bold statement. God, what a perfect, amazing, kinky creature he had bagged. How the hell did she exist?

“So I should text Luke and tell him we’re both on board for... what, an ongoing arrangement?” The absurdity made him grin, giddy excitement warring with disbelief.

“Mmm-hmm.” Sarah’s delicate hand trailed down to his bare chest, circling one flat nipple with a manicured fingernail. “Just one condition. If it ever becomes not fun, if either of us gets uncomfortable... we hit the brakes. Deal?”

Ethan had never loved her more in that moment. Even after her first foray into the group sex scene, she was the voice of reason. Keeping their pleasure in perspective. “Absolutely, baby. It’s you and me at the center of this whole wild thing. We’re just along for the filthy ride.”

Her eyes sparked with wicked delight. “Good. Then tell Luke we need a week or so to...prepare for our next ‘show.’ Wouldn’t want the boys to think they had me all figured out already.”

“Holy shit, Sar.” His cock stiffened at the tantalizing promise in her tone. “What did you have in mind?”

Sarah just grinned like a cat who’d found the cream, pulling him in for a searing kiss. “You’ll just have to wait and see, stud.”

And that was the last Ethan thought clearly for quite some time...


Getting Prepped


Chapter 8

Getting Prepped

Sarah and Ethan’s apartment was bustling with excitement a few days later as the couple prepped for another Sigma Alpha Beta shindig. Only this time, Sarah had something extra special in store for her frat audience. The whole thing made her pulse quicken and pussy flutter with anticipation.

Ever since their first naughty night at the frat house, Sarah had been filled with a new sense of confidence. There was a thrill in being desired, sought after by a group of hot guys who were desperate to get another piece of her. To have the upper hand, as it were. Sure, she had indulged them before, and herself too. But now, with the offer extended once more, Sarah saw a real opportunity to shine. She planned to drive them wild with lust while also turning Ethan on.

“You look stunning, baby,” Ethan said for the millionth time, ogling her over the top of his laptop as she primped at the mirror.

This evening, she’d decided to go with a theme. They had dressed her as a “naughty schoolgirl,” but with some tasteful twists. Instead of an actual uniform, she had chosen a black bustier corset with pink ribbon accents. Her pale breasts looked phenomenal spilling from the top of it, while the boning cinched her already narrow waist to a span that had Ethan’s jaw dropping.

Her matching plaid skirt was miniaturized, ending just under the swell of her perfect heart-shaped ass. And under that, lacy white stockings with garters and strappy heels to finish off the look. The pop of her long crimson waves and pink lips against the black and white of her outfit was striking, vampy even.

“What can I say?” Sarah twirled for him, letting her skirt flair to reveal a flash of white thong and garter straps. “When I go all out, I go all out.”

“I know,” Ethan gulped, adjusting his cock. “Just trying to remember how to speak. You look...incredible.”

“Oh? That so?” Sarah sauntered over to where he sat, placing one high-heeled foot between his legs on the couch cushion. Slowly, she sank down into his lap, letting her ample tits press against his chest. “Cause if I didn’t know better, I’d say someone was more turned on by his girl getting ready to go be slutty for other guys than by her hot body.”

A guilty blush stained Ethan’s pale cheeks. His erection poked up beneath her thigh, unmistakable even through their clothes. Sarah bit back a triumphant smirk. Her shy boyfriend’s tastes were developing rapidly the more she tested his boundaries. Who knew the sight of her all dolled up for the express purpose of fucking the frat boys would have his head swimming and his dick aching so bad?

“It’s... a little of both?” He groaned when she rocked her hips suggestively, grinding her core down on his shaft. “I mean, yeah, the thought of those guys jacking it to the idea of having you again is driving me nuts.” Ethan squeezed her corset-clad waist, voice lowering. “And it gets me even harder to know you’re gonna walk in and be the hottest, baddest bitch in the room. That you own this.”

“Fuck,” Sarah breathed, warmth suffusing her. She was well aware she’d taken the reins after the initial surprise and awkwardness wore off. She’d put on one hell of a show for her audience, not afraid to ask for what she wanted and use her sexuality to drive the frat guys crazy with need. Knowing Ethan found that so arousing only stoked her newfound ego.

And this sexy schoolgirl outfit? That was all about being an unattainable fantasy made real. Every Sigma bro was gonna pop a boner when they saw her tonight. But she wouldn’t make it easy on them... not this time. Oh no, they were going to have to work for a chance to sample the goods. And beg pretty please for a chance to service her, maybe, just maybe. If they were good little boys.

God, where was this dominant streak coming from? She could get used to wielding this power...

As if sensing her darkening thoughts, Ethan grabbed the back of her neck, dragging her into a deep kiss. “Whatever kinky shit you’ve got planned tonight, count me in.” His thumb caressed her throat. “As long as at the end, this pussy knows who it belongs to.”

“Mmm, I’m pretty sure I’ll never forget” Sarah rolled her hips once more before pulling back, tapping his thigh with a wink. “Let’s go blow some minds, shall we?”

“Fuck yes we shall.” Ethan stood, eagerly opening the door and gesturing her through. Such a gentleman even when his girl was about to be debauched.


Round Two
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Round Two

The thumping music of the party washed over us as we walked into the Sigma frat house. This time I’d made sure to be fashionably late, letting the guys get well lubricated with booze and anticipation before making my entrance. My confidence soared as heads turned to stare, my heels clicking across the tiled entry. No sign of Ethan’s hunky brothers yet, but the effect I was having on the party guests was just the ego boost I needed.

“Holy fuck, that redhead is smoking,” a frat guy whistled, nudging his buddy as they ogled me. “Dude, that ass!”

Another drunk dude actually walked right into a wall because he was too busy gawking. Ethan snickered beside me, lacing our fingers together proudly. The adoring looks we shared told me everything - this was a game, a show we put on. My body for everyone else’s enjoyment, but my heart and devotion belonging only to him. Somehow, that made this whole insane venture easier to accept. Even hot as hell.

The house was packed tonight, sweaty bodies grinding to the heavy bass as we wound our way toward the stairs. More catcalls and “damns” followed in our wake. By the time we made it to the top, my pulse was racing, a light sheen of perspiration glistening between my corseted tits. I was a woman on a mission, feeling powerful and seductive as fuck.

Ethan led me down the familiar hall to what had apparently become our new “playroom.” But as we reached the closed door, he tugged me into a secluded alcove instead.

“I want a quick word before we join the fray.” He leaned against the wall, bringing me with him. Those gray eyes searched mine intently. “I’ve never seen you like this. So bold and... I dunno, feral.” A sexy smirk tugged at his full lips. “It’s hot as fuck. And it makes me wonder...”

“Wonder what?” I challenged, trailing a hand down his shirtfront to the buckle of his belt. “You’re not seeing me any different after last time, right? You don’t think less of me as a man?”

“Christ, no.” Ethan captured my roving hand, holding it to his crotch. I could feel his arousal pressing through the fabric. “I think even higher of you, baby. Seeing your eyes want me, desperately watching from across the room...” He groaned at the thought. “No other man knows this side of you, gets to experience you so freely and raw. Not really. Even with a dick inside you, you still wanted me.” His free hand cupped my jaw, voice rough with emotion. “I love you for that. I always will.”

I blinked back tears at his earnest words. Damn him and his sincerity! Here I was feeling like a sexy goddess about to indulge my every desire and he went and made it all about how much he adored me, even while I acted like a slut for other men.

Well, he wasn’t wrong about wanting him, that’s for sure, if only he was built a bit more like Luke or Malcolm... What was I thinking! I banished the though from my mind and returned to smiling at Ethan.

“I’ll never stop wanting you either,” I promised softly, nuzzling into his touch. “But you need to understand something else. Yes, being fucked by your frat bros last time felt amazing. They had their uses.” A sly smile curled my lips. “But being worshipped like that? Like some kind of hot piece they’d never seen before?” I laughed low in my throat. “It awakened something in me, Ethan. Something I’ve never felt. It’s powerful.”

“I can see that,” he agreed readily, thumbs brushing my cheekbones. “I saw the look on your face when you realized the effect you had on them. Like a switch had been flipped.”

“Mm, exactly.” I shifted closer, reveling in the hardness I felt trapped between us. He wasn’t lying about how hot he found my newly discovered vixen side. “And I want to explore it more tonight. Take charge, call the shots. Maybe even tease you a bit.” I grazed his earlobe with my teeth, loving his little intake of breath. “See how well those horny fuckers can follow instructions when I’m the one holding the reins. Sound fun?”

Ethan visibly shuddered, his dick twitching against my thigh. “So fucking fun. I knew you’d have plans, I just didn’t realize...” He laughed self-consciously. “You were going full Domme on me. Not that I’m complaining! Fuck no. This will be so damn hot to watch.”

“That’s the idea.” I pecked his cheek, a smirk on my painted lips. “And hey, maybe we can play off the schoolgirl thing, get creative. Let’s give them a night they won’t forget, okay? It’s my party.”

“Yours.” He kissed me deeply, the kind of searing kiss that told me without words just how much he craved me in this new role. God, the trust he had to have in me to hand over his girl like this... to watch and wait his turn... no matter how hard it got.

But for me, that trust only made me want to make him wild for me. To give both of us an experience so erotically charged we’d be replaying it for years. We both wanted to live out this fantasy, why not lean in?

As if summoned by my racy thoughts, the bedroom door creaked open down the hall. We turned to see none other than Luke poking his head out, blond hair mussed and shirt unbuttoned to show his tanned, chiseled chest. His bright eyes lit up with lust when they locked on me, shamelessly roaming from head to toe.

“Well well, looks like our favorite slut decided to show after all.” His smarmy smile sent an unexpected zing through my core. Ugh, even his cocky face did it for me now. God save me. “We were starting to think maybe Ethan was growing some balls, was going to whisk you away.”

My gaze narrowed, schooling my features into aloof boredom. Two could play this game.

“He’s the one who brings you the best gifts.”

His blond eyebrows shot up, surprise flashing over his handsome face. But before he could reply, Ethan jumped in, clearly understanding the shift.

“You boys gonna make me wait out here while you admire my girlfriend? That’d be pretty rude, don’t you think?” He let just the right note of indignation seep into his voice.

A round of laughter and taunts echoed out from the room behind Luke, along with whistles of approval for my appearance. My insides fluttered with glee at being the center of attention, my power growing. That’s right, fellas, come out and see the real show...

“All right, pledge,” Luke stepped back with a mocking bow, holding the door wide for us. “Wouldn’t want to keep your precious whore waiting.” He smirked, gaze dripping down my figure once more.

Oh, we were gonna play rough, then? No matter. I would play it off like they were a nuisance.

With a bored sigh, I strutted through the doorway and into the dimly lit room. Immediately my senses were bombarded with familiar stimuli - a haze of smoke and booze in the air, loud music, the heat of so many hard male bodies. My heart rate spiked with excited adrenaline as my gaze swept over my new audience. Same basic lineup, minus Jay this time around.

Malcolm and a few of the other beefy guys sprawled in their usual places, giving me smoky-eyed looks. Two more I hadn’t seen before hovered by the bed - one built like a football player, one tall and dark with piercings. Interesting additions.

“Hello boys.” I pitched my voice low and husky, putting an extra sway in my hips as I strode to the center of the room. Every pair of eyes was riveted to my movements, drinking in the sway of my breasts and twitch of my skirt. Ethan sidled up behind me, a reassuring presence and delicious visual for the group. The fact that I had dragged him in here dressed and looking his best while I wore the trappings of his wet dream would not be lost on them.

“So, who wants to be first” I purred, resting a dainty hand on my cocked hip. The giddy silence lasted only a moment before chaos erupted.

“Fuck yes, I always wished I went to Catholic school!”

“You know this tight ass is mine tonight, sugar.”

“I’ll bend you over that desk, show you what a bad girl you’ve been.”

They laughed, preening and posing as they jockeyed for attention. I watched them all through half-lidded eyes, picking out the best prospects. Tonight I wanted... well, size would matter in more ways than one. Malcolm had proven himself to be more than equipped last time and my mouth watered thinking of getting a chance with that thick, long, beautiful chocolate bar of his again. I had a special little challenge planned.

Stepping over to him, I trailed a nail along his strong jaw, pleased when his breath caught.

“I hope you’re feeling refreshed, Malcolm, because I’m not letting you leave this room until I’m completely satisfied.”

I almost had to laugh as a series of curses went around. Oh, I’d made him their de facto leader by selecting him first. They’d fall all over themselves to earn that title too, I bet. Poor little puppies, if only they realized I didn’t care what order they went in as long as they knew their role.

“And I want you naked before me, you too, Ethan” I continued as if his frat brothers weren’t sputtering in jealousy, my nails trailing down to the fly of his jeans. “This pussy deserves your full and undivided attention, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes ma’am,” he said immediately. I wasn’t going to get bored of hearing that anytime soon.

With a dark chuckle, Malcolm shoved to his feet, towering over me by at least a foot. I craned my neck to keep eye contact, running a pink tongue over my bottom lip as he stripped efficiently.

“You want this attention all to yourself tonight?” He cupped my cheek with his large palm. “No one to compare this big dick to, huh?” When he finished he placed his hands on his narrow hips and showed off, giving me what he must have known was my new favorite thing to look at, thick, beautiful and fully hard for me. He took me in my little uniform as his impressive length twitched in appreciation. “It’s like a dream come true. Never imagined you’d come to me all dressed up like a hot slut, just waiting to fuck you hard and stretch your tight holes. What does your man say to this, huh?”

I threw a sultry look at Ethan over my shoulder. “Well Ethan, want to take off that shirt and show my lover here just how serious I am about our deal? You’ve always wanted me all for myself...how do you feel now?” The cruel look of a new slut awakening came across my features.

My heart squeezed with emotion when he just gave me a dazed nod, pulling his t-shirt over his head and throwing it aside. Damn him for trusting me this much...but fuck, it made my panties drenched with the possibilities.

With a smirk of my own, I spun back to face my current paramour. He reached out and yanked my lithe body to his chest, sealing his hot mouth over mine. The instant heat made me moan into his lips, hands running up his smooth pecs and abs. As we devoured each other’s mouths, his huge cock pressed hard into my belly, smearing my shirt with his arousal.

Eventually, I drew back with a wet gasp, pushing him gently away. His gaze had turned hooded, mouth parted with need. I made sure my smoky blue stare matched him for intensity.

“Not yet, stud. Tonight you have to earn your fuck. Starting now, with these.”

To the astonishment of the entire room, I slowly got down on my knees before him. Letting my palms roam over the corded muscle of his thighs, I ducked my head to mouth my way along the hot, throbbing length of his shaft. I kissed my way up and back down before pulling off completely, tongue curling to lave a fat drop of pre-cum from the glistening head.

“That’s what I want, to take my time on my knees,” I stated boldly. Looking at his girthy cock made me second guess that. Maybe I would need a hand here. “How badly do you need this?”

“Holy fuck, are you shitting me?” The unknown jock behind us exploded in a mix of incredulity and raw lust. “Bitch wants to give us blue balls on purpose? This is gonna be the hottest night of my life!”

Some of the others groaned or laughed at his reaction, a few shooting glares at me for making them wait. Oh yes, the anticipation was going to make their eventual fucking of me so worth it. Maybe next time they would start learning a little patience and restraint...

The gorgeous beast of a man above me grunted, long fingers fisting in my red curls as he angled my head back to stare down his impressive nose at me. “Damn girl, don’t start something you can’t finish.”

A dark laugh left me. I sat back on my haunches, leaving my knees spread obscenely in my tiny skirt.

“Don’t worry about my ability to handle what you boys are dishing out,” I said confidently, one finger tracing along my glossy lower lip.

His eyes followed the movement hungrily, thick dick jerking before my face.

“We’ll see, baby. Cause this whole game goes both ways,” he purred in a velvety rumble. I swear my cunt quivered at the dark promise. “I’ll play your little game...but don’t expect to walk out of here when I get through ruining you.” To punctuate, he leaned forward to press the blunt head of his swollen shaft to my kiss-plumped lips, smearing them with sticky wetness.

Before I could open my mouth to lick at the tip, his strong hands hauled me upright by my shoulders. In a fluid move, he backed me into the bed until my calves hit the mattress. With a hard push on my sternum, I was falling backward, a squeak of surprise leaving me.

A beat later, he’d crowded me into a seated position on the edge, skirt rucked up to reveal miles of smooth leg, and stockings ending just below the curve of my perfect ass.

I heard his dark laughter even through the fog of sudden want clouding my mind. This was so far off script already... How did he make me lose control with one simple shove?

“Cock tease me all you want, Red,” Malcolm said. He pulled one of my legs over his shoulder, bending forward to pepper hot, open-mouthed kisses to the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh. “I know just how to make you fucking scream. Think you’ll even be able to feel your boyfriend after my fat dick is finished?” he muttered against my heated skin.

Gasping, I scrambled back until I lay completely across the duvet, feet dangling as he moved to loom over me. That familiar intimidation warred with my excitement at his dominant presence. Fuck, was I a little in over my head?

Looking past his muscled shoulder to the others crowded in close to watch, I searched for Ethan. I spotted him with a half-jealous, half-incredulous look, biting his plump lower lip, working his erect cock with his fingers. That was the last thing I saw before Malcolm crawled over my sprawled form and took possession of my lips in a brutal kiss.

Melted, was all I could think. I was turning to goo in this man’s capable hands. How was it so different from our first encounter? It wasn’t. My attempt to control him had failed and my pussy loved it. This alpha attitude... Maybe that’s why Ethan was okay watching his brothers claim me so thoroughly. In the bedroom, he couldn’t come close to replicating this overwhelming dominance. At least not anything like the others in the room.

As Malcolm sucked on my tongue, a big palm found its way under my bustier to maul my naked breast. Pinching the pebbled nipple had me writhing, moaning into his devouring mouth.

“She’s gonna be loud tonight,” the blonde Luke quipped from somewhere in the crowd of horny men surrounding the bed. “I got dibs on making her beg.”

More laughter. I almost came right then as my cunt clenched at the mental image of me being passed around to use at their pleasure, being ordered to do all sorts of nasty, humiliating things. Was this my secret desire? Not the sexual attention, but the sheer debasement of it all... Letting men reduce me to a needy, messy, fucktoy, here for one reason and one reason only. Not because they cared who I was, just that I had holes to use and fill.

And maybe... Maybe deep down I liked that power. I had what they wanted. Something worth their wild worship.

Lost in the thoughts spiraling through my pleasure-fogged brain, I jolted back to reality as rough fingers ripped my tiny panties off my body. Then the sound of tearing lace and feral snarls filled the air, a meaty palm pushing my thighs wide. Wet heat trailed up my leg before finding my throbbing clit.

“There it is,” someone panted in awe.

“All fucking primed, she’s learned from last time,” another hissed.

“No wonder Winters keeps bringing this sweet thing around, no way he can handle it.” Malcolm’s rumbled words were hot against my collarbone as he bit down hard, the sharp flare of pain only enhancing my lust.

Ethan was all but forgotten in the moment, his name bringing a pang of guilt that quickly fizzled away. My poor boy, waiting for his turn with my wrecked body while I got mine thoroughly claimed first...and probably a few times after. Was it cruel that the thought sent another rush of wetness to my needy core? The proof dripped obscenely down my crack, a sure sign of how much this whorish new craving of mine turned me on.

As Malcolm started pumping two fingers in and out of my dripping channel, his thumb swirling on my engorged nub, my resolve fractured. Maybe tonight I would beg...but only to beg for more of what these savage frat men could do to me. After this? My vanilla days with Ethan might never feel quite satisfying again.


Down and Dirty
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Down and Dirty

A calloused hand rubbed slow circles over my sopping pussy, the friction maddening in its deliberateness. I thrashed my head back and forth on the comforter, panting in ecstasy.

“Oh please,” I whined without shame. I wanted more fingers inside me, rubbing that spot only Malcolm had reached last time. Wanted to feel that deep stretch that promised more intense pleasures to come.

“Look at her,” one of the guys snorted in disbelief, “squirming around, trying to ride his hand. What a little cock whore.”

“Uh huh, and you’ll never see Ethan here with a bitch that hungry for his dick,” Luke sneered. I felt more than saw the shift as Ethan was shoved to the side of the bed. A dull part of me hoped he was enjoying the verbal lashings and witnessing my debasement as much as I was getting off on putting him in this position...

“Fuuuuck,” I sobbed, bucking my hips up as a third finger joined the first two in my fluttering sheath. There it was. My head flew back at the pressure, eyes squeezing shut. So full, and we’d barely begun. Was he trying to prove a point? If so, consider it made, and keep stretching me out for all you’re worth...

“Gonna need this pussy extra loose for what I’m packing, ain’t that right, darlin’?” Malcolm chuckled low, his mouth trailing kisses down my throat to suck marks into the swell of my cleavage.

“Anything, yes,” I agreed readily, reaching between my own thighs to hold his wrist as I worked my cunt onto his invading digits. It didn’t hurt, exactly. Just felt so fucking full and overwhelming, I was about to shatter at any moment.

“Goddamn,” a gruff voice marveled from my left. I opened hazy eyes to see Luke stripped bare, jacking his veiny length right by my head. He smirked when our gazes locked. “She loves getting finger-banged in front of an audience. Slut.”

Heat seared my cheeks at the degradation, but I couldn’t look away from the erotic sight of him fisting his pink, straining cock. Another surge of wetness coated Malcolm’s hand.

“You can’t know the half of it,” the other rumbled, nipping at my breast. “You see her beg to suck me clean last time? Fuckin’ devoured my spent dick after I ruined this perfect cunt.” As if on cue, his thumb rubbed mercilessly at my clit, his thick fingers curving just right. “Want everyone to know exactly what she’ll do for a real fucking...”

My orgasm exploded out of nowhere, sudden and intense. I choked on a cry as my body convulsed, gushing on his pistoning hand, shameless with the squelching sounds it made.

“Damn!” The unknown brunet cackled from behind Luke. “Someone take a video, pledge over there is about to blow from his girl cumming so fucking hard for someone else!”

Amid the jeering laughter, a shaky exhale escaped me. I lolled my head to find Ethan watching me through slitted lids, his face a study in contradictions. Shock and excitement warred with envy and despair, hand wrapped tightly around his small, leaking erection.

My heart panged with the strange blend of triumph and tenderness that bloomed at the sight. Yes, baby. Watch me. This is what it looks like when a real man has me...

Lust-hooded gray eyes stared into mine for a beat before Ethan ripped his gaze away with a pained groan. A muscle in his sharp jaw ticked as he looked back to Malcolm and I entwined, bodies moving together as I continued to ride his thrusting fingers. With one final moan, my high dissipated into sweet bliss, the lingering pulses fluttering around his hand still lodged deep in my drenched channel.

When Malcolm slowly withdrew his glistening fingers with a wet pop, a murmur of disappointment rumbled through the onlookers.

“Goddamn,” Malcolm whistled low, inspecting his slick-coated hand with a satisfied smirk. “Such a sloppy mess for me already. Gonna take everything I got and beg for more by the time we’re done, won’t you baby girl?”

Before I could reply, Luke crowded closer, nudging Malcolm’s hand aside to spread my quivering folds obscenely with two of his own thick fingers. Cool air kissed my swollen, exposed cunt as the lecherous group looked their fill. No doubt my asshole and throbbing clit were equally on display.

“Yeah, yeah, we all see how fuckin’ gone she is.” The blond chuckled as I shivered, clenching my hole in embarrassment at his vulgar examination. His eyes found mine, glittering with malicious glee. “But Ethan, why don’t you show us just how ruined this pussy looks compared to that needle dick of yours? Huh, buddy?”

My heart raced, both in excitement at being put on display like this and with anticipation of my poor boyfriend’s reaction. It had to sting to be compared and fall so obviously short. Even though we’d discovered his interest in the kinky dynamic, that didn’t mean I didn’t feel for his pride in this moment. We both wanted this, yes, but the barbs had to sting just the same.

Sure enough, Ethan let out a choked noise of protest but complied with a put-upon sigh. The bed dipped as he knelt beside me, hands braced on his thighs to avoid any “unmanly” show of need. Like his bobbing, drooling erection wasn’t proof enough...

“Take a look,” Luke invited, pulling back with a flourish. “Then show these good gentlemen how to make it right by kissing this sweet thing like she deserves.”

The directive was a double whammy to my man’s pride, forcing him to acknowledge his own perceived shortcomings while simultaneously showing his love for the girl those inadequacies couldn’t satisfy alone. It took a monumental amount of bravery, trust, and a growing curiosity that the night held more thrills for us than either had bargained for.

But I saw it all play out across Ethan’s expressive face - from humiliation to resolve - before he leaned in to tenderly caress my damp curls. Our eyes locked as he bowed to taste the mixture of arousal clinging to my slick flesh.

My back arched with a mewl as his tongue found my swollen clit. Even knowing I’d just come on another man’s fingers and would likely come on more tonight, I was lost in this moment with my lover’s soft, sweet licks and sucking kisses. Our connection crackled between us, electric and vital, even as others watched on. I cradled his head to me with a soft sob of bliss, wanting him to feel cherished and wanted in this act that he could only give to me.

“Oh yeah, make her feel good,” Luke crooned approvingly from my other side, clearly amused. “Wanna know a secret, Ethan?”

I felt rather than saw my boyfriend pause in his gentle attentions, hands flexing against my hips. He kept his gaze fixed between my thighs, too absorbed to rise to whatever provocation the bully VP was slinging.

“While your tongue was all over her pussy, we got an even better view of this fine fucking ass,” he leered, dragging my discarded skirt even higher up to my ribcage. The new angle spread me further, and the rush of cool air against my winking asshole sent sparks of shock-pleasure skittering up my spine. I hadn’t even considered my other holes tonight. Well, too late to hide my involuntary response to the crude idea now.

“Goddamn.” The new guy leaned forward for a closer look. “Bounce a quarter off that shit.”

“I’ll bounce my fuckin’ nuts off it, gimme that slut,” the big brunet guffawed, clearly buzzed. Before I could register what was happening, my thighs were being yanked wider, two large hands spreading my asscheeks obscenely to display my forbidden back entrance to the rowdy group.

My startled gasp turned into a high keen as something warm and wet swiped over the tightly clenched furrow of my asshole. Malcolm’s dark laughter made my eyes roll back in humiliation and... desire?

“Ethan my boy, did you know you had such a tasty piece of tail on your hands?” he purred against my skin before licking another fat stripe up my crack. I whimpered in response, fingers clawing at the bedding at this new and wholly shocking stimulation. I had a passing thought that this wasn’t at all the way we had talked this through and decided on how this would go, but all my reservations scattered to the wind as a firm tongue speared inside my ass.

“F-fuck, what...” My mind went blank as that nimble muscle probed me open, stroking me from the inside with dirty precision. The squirming in my belly had me babbling, hips pushing back to take more.

“You feelin’ neglected over here, princess?” Luke murmured against my flushed cheek. A finger nudged at my lips and I opened mindlessly, sucking the digit into my mouth. The weight and taste grounded me for a moment, reminding me of where I was and who I was with. And yet... I felt detached, a voyeur watching my body be used in increasingly filthy ways.

As if from far away, I felt my head nod in reply to the smug VP, still sucking on his knuckle like it was a lifeline. What had been an expression of sensual control was now more instinctual, needing to keep some part of me anchored in the pleasurable torment. Especially as the digit slid from my lips, replaced by the smooth, spongy head of Luke’s thick cock pressing for entry.

“Hold up.” That gruff voice again, paired with the cessation of Malcolm’s divine rimming of my now thoroughly loosened hole. “Pretty little slut like this has got two perfect holes free. And my cock is dying here.”

“You wanna tag team this one, Brady?” There was a strained humor in Luke’s reply, likely feeling cheated out of sinking balls-deep into my warm mouth. His cock slid along my parted lips teasingly instead, spreading a pearly ribbon of fluid. I licked out at it on reflex, eager to reclaim some piece of him for myself. Who was I?

“You fucking know it.” Big hands groped my fleshy ass cheeks, spreading them wide as he jockeyed into position. A rough-furred body blanketed mine, a monstrous cock sliding between my thighs. It slipped against my soaked seam and lower, bumping my puckered asshole. “And she feels nice ‘n ready for me, ain’t that right darlin’?”

His bearded face leaned into my line of sight, ruddy and rapt with undisguised hunger. Oh lord, I had barely glanced at him before. Big. Older than the others, I was pretty sure, though no less ripped. But in a seasoned way, a thick musculature from years of hard labor rather than weights.

“Yes, god,” I hissed without meaning to. A part of me rebelled at being used so ruthlessly by men I hardly knew...but another bigger part thrummed in excited anticipation, unable to think beyond getting this fucking going already.

“Yeah? This what you need?” Brady nudged his massive dickhead at my slicked-up virginal backdoor, just teasing me, threatening that impossible stretch without following through. It was agonizing. I bucked back onto him, mewling my impatience.

“Oh no,” Malcolm cut in slyly, palming his impressive shaft beside my hip. I watched his fingers fly up and down the dark skin in fascination, too aroused to feel an ounce of shame. “Pretty thing needs a cock in each hole before the real fun begins. What do you say, boys? Who wants her pretty mouth first?”

This. This was why they wanted to pull rank tonight, assert themselves in the new game. No doubt to compensate for my blatant sexual interest in their size, something Ethan couldn’t come close to. Well... it didn’t matter to me as long as the fantasy held. My poor boyfriend would still get his chance, eventually...

“The fuck?” Luke guffawed incredulously, the ruddy head of his dick slipping against my slack mouth in the tussle of repositioning. “Bro, you saw how good those cocksucking lips were on my dick. I call firsts.” A quick glare at his friend to quell any argument.

Malcolm shrugged good-naturedly. “Have at it, bro. Wouldn’t want to keep her from getting that perfect throat wrecked before we make a mess out of her.”

Fuck. Hearing it spoken so bluntly like that had fresh moisture pooling in my cunt, dribbling onto the meaty erection still grinding up my crack. It would’ve been embarrassing how my body reacted to their objectifying talk if it didn’t feel so sinfully hot.

With an excited roar, Luke clambered atop me and roughly turned my head to the side. “That’s it baby, open up nice and wide.” I obliged on reflex, going boneless as he crammed his pulsing dick into my eager mouth. At least the taste wasn’t as surprising now that I knew it so well. I immediately set to swirling my tongue, loving the thick vein along the underside that made him growl with pleasure. But then a more urgent matter presented itself.

Behind me, Brady took his wide tip in hand, working it slowly into my impossibly small opening. My spine went stiff, fingers digging into Luke’s flexing ass as my eyes flew wide. Panic had my head swimming, making it hard to breathe around the thick rod sliding in and out of my lips. Was he actually trying to get inside? Would it fit?

“Hold up there, chief,” a raspy new voice drawled. One of the newbies, if my fuzzy brain was keeping track. He crawled over Luke’s writhing form to settle between my splayed thighs, spreading them obscenely to accommodate his wide shoulders. Dark, piercing eyes locked on mine as he smirked wickedly. “Need me to get this tight pussy ready before the main event?”

My nod was desperate, hopeful even. Any delay to what Brady had planned was welcome. But to have my cunt filled too? By yet another man... My poor little boyfriend, forced to watch me get utterly wrecked in every possible way.

Then the stranger - let’s call him “Tattoo” for now, since he had so many of them - did something I’d only seen in pornos before. Dipping his shaggy head between my thighs, he gave a long, flat-tongued lick up the length of my pussy that ended at my straining, clit. He’d slid in just beneath the huge dick head splitting my backside, adding his saliva to my dripping mess. When his nimble fingers began plucking at my throbbing pearl and rolling the slippery nub between them, my hips came off the bed entirely. Only Brady’s firm hold kept me from bucking away from Tattoo’s amazing mouth and hands. He tongued at my cunt in time with his ministrations, getting his whole face wet with the juices gushing from my hole.

“Holy fucking fuck!” My garbled yell went unheard around Luke’s surging length lodged in my throat. They couldn’t understand how mind-meltingly good this felt, having all three of my pleasure points stimulated to maximum. Or how insane the thought was of Tattoo slurping up the copious evidence of how much I loved being fucked stupid by his frat brothers. I wondered if he could taste the faint traces of another man from before. And oh, the feel of him tonguing at my clenching pussy in time with Brady’s thick tip prying me open... My brain couldn’t even compute all the new and intense feelings overwhelming my nervous system.

“So responsive,” Tattoo praised, sliding a couple fingers into my clenching channel while nipping at my swollen bud. The vibrations and additional stretch of my dripping core had me spiraling faster, hurtling toward another shattering release that made my body shake. Luke noticed first, snarling and gripping my head harder to pound my face at a bruising pace.

“Gonna milk me dry with that fucking throat if you come right now,” he warned through gritted teeth. But there was a spark of wild triumph in his lust-blown eyes, loving that his dick had this effect on me even as the others played my body.

It only spurred my pleasure higher, until my scream came muffled around his thrusting girth. The sound sent him over the edge, a snarl erupting from him as the first blast of his spend shot straight down my throat. His hand flexed hard enough to hurt, forcing me to swallow convulsively around the flood, struggling to keep up with the thick ropes he shot with each jerk of his hips. The pulsing length rubbing my sensitive walls while Brady began inching in, and Tattoo’s continued fucking of my cunt and sucking on my clit was too much.

I had another crashing wave of my own orgasm tearing through me, a rush of fluid squirting out of my channel with its force. For a second time, I heard Tattoo chuckle against my soaked folds before redoubling his efforts, wringing out every pulse of bliss from my spent form.

Luke finally pulled his rapidly deflating cock from my lips with a plop, and my lungs expanded greedily. The room came back into focus in pieces - Brady panting harshly as he rocked his first couple of inches into my loosened ass, Tattoo kneeling up to grin smugly down at me, the ring of witnesses with hungry, almost predatory gazes.

And there in the periphery... Ethan, mouth agape and gaze locked on my well-used body, hand stroking furiously on a straining erection.

Seeing him still so affected, even with the humiliation of seeing me completely surrendering to other men, soothed some of the residual embarrassment. Our dynamic might be fucked up and unconventional... but he got off on seeing me take it, I realized. And in turn, that made me crave these illicit thrills, wanting to please him by losing myself in a depraved freefall, all for his eyes.

“So goddamn hot,” Ethan panted hoarsely, not looking away as Brady seated himself inside my tight ring. My body jolted at the breach, still sensitive but somehow taking it with a sort of wanton need I didn’t understand. But it felt good, and Tattoo’s lazy circling of my abused clit had the bite of pain bleeding into toe-curling pleasure. Maybe if they were patient, I would enjoy taking Brady balls-deep. Let him use me like I secretly loved being used, without restraint or consideration. As their submissive little plaything, just there to please the line of men wanting to have me.

My mind blanked out at the mental image of being taken over and over while the brothers watched and stroked themselves to my shame. Only one thing remained crystal clear - this wouldn’t be our last rendezvous by a long shot. The filthy addiction was too powerful now, we were going deeper down this road every day.

I wondered idly how much further I could fall before hitting rock bottom... Then I caught sight of Malcolm watching Ethan’s face, watching us with an unreadable expression.

Something told me I wasn’t going to have to wait very long to find out.


Dark Desire


Chapter 11

Dark Desire

It didn’t matter what had come before. That last thought, of watching Malcolm study Ethan, haunted me throughout my long night with Brady. It became my singular focus in the haze of sweat and semen and lube as he made good on his promise to wreck my formerly virgin hole. I swear I went blind from pleasure by the time he painted my clenching tunnel white with his massive load, bellowing and shaking like an animal over my small form.

At that point I’d lost count of how many times the others used my other available orifices. But every time a fresh dick pushed into me, I could see Malcolm lurking in my peripheral vision, those molten chocolate eyes never straying far from Ethan’s.

It gave the whole night a darker undertone that made me dizzy with conflicting urges - wanting to indulge, wanting to torment, and deep down...wanting more. What would it be like, to have Ethan witness not just my enjoyment, but another man commanding me to be an even better fucktoy than he was capable of making me? Maybe even learning from him? God, that fucked-up image sent heat prickling down my spine. Ethan didn’t even know the full depths of his new fetish, I bet. How hot it would be to watch him put through his own degrading paces...my new role of initiator could stretch that far, if we went that route. If we both kept wanting it.

A sudden smack to my sore, reddened ass startled me out of my lascivious musings. My vision cleared slowly, still blinking through a daze as a chuckle from my head captor reached my ears.

“I know you hear me up there, Sarah’,” Brady rasped in amusement, squeezing the globe he’d spanked. “But you’re so cockdrunk right now I doubt anything could bring you back to Earth.”

Laughter went up around us at that, good-natured razzing for my inability to do more than lie limply across his hairy, sated body. Not that I blamed them - my voice felt ragged from use, my whole pussy sore, my asshole definitely torn. Well used was an understatement. A messy heap would be a more accurate descriptor. Especially when my gaze shifted past the smiling jocks... to find my own lover had shot his load into his own hand while watching me take the frat brothers’ brutal attention. But now...oh shit.

My eyes locked on Malcolm, sitting at the edge of the bed in all his intimidating naked glory, stroking his monster dick slowly. Waiting for...something.

Me?

Brady groaned beneath me, apparently reaching his limit. “Fuck, need some space here,” he groused playfully, shoving my ass off to flop onto the comforter beside him.

For the first time all night, I felt truly exposed - legs splayed wide, tender flesh on display. Sticky cum coating me inside and out, running in tacky trails from my abused orifices. A fine sheen of sweat over every inch. Mascara probably long smeared from the facefucking and tears...what a wanton sight I must be. The urge to shy away flared, even as my nipples beaded against the corset that had become permanently askew during the rough play.

Then that voice rolled over me, the same one that made me throb in confused ways since I’d first met this man. “On your hands and knees, little Red.”

Malcolm’s low order cut through the warm glow, sending a shiver racing down my spine despite my aching muscles’ reluctance to move. I managed to roll slowly, levering myself up until I swayed in position on my palms, presenting for his appraisal. All while those rapt, stormy eyes ate me up from head to toe.

“Hmmm.” He sounded pleased with my display of submission. And it did make my mouth water a bit to be in this role for the frat’s undeniable alpha. “Look at this gorgeous slut,” he said loudly, a broad palm smoothing over my reddened ass cheek. “You just can’t get enough cock, can you? Even all fucked out, that sweet little body is begging for another ride.” His fingers trailed between my legs to circle the sloppy mess there, tsking. “This pretty pussy has had a good work out, that’s for sure. But your other hole looks like it’s just about ready to pop open for me. What do you say we give Ethan the show of a lifetime while you show him just how much you can take?”

There it was, his open goading and flirtation. Something had changed since the initial proposition, something that sent sparks skittering over my oversensitive skin even as a spear of unease lodged in my belly. Glancing over, I took in my poor boyfriend - exhausted and fucked-out, cheeks still pink and his beautiful chest heaving from what was probably the fifth time he’d come just watching. Yet those lust-addled eyes...the envy was palpable. Envy and grudging admiration as he took in Malcolm petting me so intimately.

Could he be feeling more than simple kink for watching me get used? Would he want to get involved... to clean me up?

Before my spiraling mind could ponder it further, Malcolm snapped his fingers in my ear.

“Eyes front. We’ve wasted enough time,” he grumbled. In a show of dominance, he swung himself into place behind me, big hands hauling my hips back until my ass cheeks bumped his rock-hard thighs. He slapped my wobbling rump, growling his approval when it didn’t elicit much more than a twitch of reaction. Good, I was so numb I doubted even he would feel much back there now.

That arrogant fuck just chuckled. “Poor thing is completely spent,” he crooned condescendingly. A spongy dick head nudged at my lubed-up crack, seeking the prize within. “Not a single tight hole left. Guess you’ll have to find a new trick if you wanna feel anything by the end of this, eh Sarah?”

I flushed under his mocking tone. Why was he taunting me so hard now? Something told me it had more to do with his bros witnessing this than his actual disdain for my sluttiness... A challenge, almost. Which brought that whisper of concern back tenfold, the fear that my willing submission might come at the cost of my relationship if we let it go on unchecked.

Not that I cared about much besides Malcolm pressing inexorably into my tender anus at that moment, forcing the freshly battered muscle to open around his frightening girth. My back arched at the mix of sharp discomfort and heady fullness as he seated himself inside. Oh lord...so much deeper than the other. If my cervix could get kissed from the rear, I was sure he’d reach it. I sucked in harsh breaths to weather the searing stretch as his thick inches tunneled further.

“And what a pity Ethan’s never going to be able to feel what its like to stretch you out.” I heard the murmur even through the fog, too shocked by the lewd remark to feel anger just yet. But something like it, or disappointment...?

“Don’t...” Ethan rasped, finally speaking up after staying silent through most of the festivities. “Not like that.”

“Ah, c’mon, you can admit it’s the best part, man.” That came from Luke, seated beside him with a half-empty beer bottle and smug grin. He nudged my man’s bony shoulder in commiseration. “Seeing a slutty bitch like Sarah turn to mush from a proper dicking is half the fun.”

Laughter at his quip, and at Ethan’s scandalized expression. His face had flushed darker at the teasing jab, but I knew it stung more than just his pride. Even in my fucked-up headspace, the vulnerability of it got to me. How would we navigate these hurt feelings later?

That question faded when Malcolm hilted me fully at last, filling my bowels with his throbbing steel. He paused, heavy balls flush against my empty pussy as he adjusted my stance with firm palms. There was so much heat in that simple grip, more intimacy in his control than anything sexual he’d done yet.

“I think it turns him on.” The quiet, cutting remark startled us all - even Malcolm’s thrusts stilled, head turning to lock onto Ethan’s conflicted face across the room. The tall dark-skinned man kept stroking me idly with his thumbs, but his whole attention zeroed in on the accusation.

“What do you mean?” He tilted his head, feigning polite interest. But something crackled between them, some energy I didn’t fully understand.

But Ethan did. My sweet boy went crimson under their combined scrutiny. And then...he nodded, ever so slightly. Not ashamed but acknowledging the truth of the words with the tiny tell. God, my pussy throbbed seeing him surrender to his craving like that.

Malcolm huffed out an unimpressed breath. Then he bent over me, hands pinning my arms above my head as he hovered, lips brushing my sweaty temple. His voice lowered for only my ears. “Tell me, sweet thing, what gets you going more. Being their personal cumdump, taking dick like it’s air...” The cock nestled inside me twitched when he added darkly, “Or getting that look on your boyfriend’s face, knowing he wants to take you right out from under us even though you’d never feel him after getting this much stretch?”

The crudeness and honesty of it sent shockwaves to my clit, making me mewl and writhe on the unforgiving thickness impaling me. Was that it? I’d assumed it was just about indulging Ethan’s fantasies. But somewhere along the way, my desire to be seen had morphed into wanting to drive us both mad with jealousy. For the best fucking of my life...I’d trade the ease of monogamy any day.

I wasn’t sure how much Malcolm understood of the power dynamics at play in our twisted relationship, but the feral glint in his eye told me enough. “Yeah,” he chuckled, kissing the sensitive spot behind my ear as his hips finally pulled back. “Didn’t peg you as the manipulative sort. Not a bad surprise.” Then he surged forward, grinding against me with punishing thrusts.

“I think it’s time to remind you who fucks like a real man,” he panted, each slap of his thighs against my ass punctuating the filthy words. “Let your sweet boyfriend know just how sore he’ll never be able to make you. Maybe give him some tips.” He pounded harder, using my limp form as nothing more than a cocksleeve. And dear lord...it did feel incredible in its own masochistic way.

“Ethan...” I whimpered, meeting his hungry gaze as Malcolm worked me over. I could see his hurt pride warring with his arousal, that unique cocktail we both were chasing. It wouldn’t take much more...

And my heart sang with pride and relief when he gave in with a low moan, palming his once again stiff dick. The ache was a sweet melody in the room as Malcolm pistoned his mighty length in and out, chasing his climax with growls and muttered praises.

“So good...such a tight fucking fuckdoll...squeeze my dick with that perfect slutty ass,” he grunted as he neared the peak. “Look at you,” he snarled suddenly, glaring across at Ethan, “looking all pathetic while a real man wrecks your girlfriend’s guts.”

The sheer arrogance sent a tremor of perverse satisfaction down my spine even as my ass burned from the rough treatment. When my climax blindsided me, ripping through with almost no build up, I barely felt the way Malcolm stilled and swelled inside me before pouring himself deep. The heated cum made my insides tingle even as the other loads mixed with his.

And as I sagged onto the soiled bedding in utter exhaustion, all I saw was the reverence and twisted longing in Ethan’s hooded eyes. His own climax pulsed between us, almost an afterthought as we watched the white ribbon spurt from his twitching dick. It was more intense, somehow, just seeing his cum mix with the others drying on my ruined clothes. Mine and his mess, marked as one.

For better or worse... I think we had discovered our own depraved version of paradise. Even as reality would surely hit hard in the harsh light of day, for tonight, I had no regrets.

Even the soft hand smoothing back my sweaty hair made my weary lips curve, even though it didn’t belong to the love of my life.


Girl Talk


Chapter 12

Girl Talk

After the marathon fuck fest in the frat bedroom, my limbs felt like Jell-O as Ethan helped me collect myself. There was some laughter and pats on the back from the brothers as we finally stumbled out to find our things, clothes sticky and bodies reeking of sex. A hot shower was calling my name in the worst way.

Luke even followed us down to make sure Ethan “knew how to properly care for me.” What a jackass, but he thankfully left it at lewd commentary before ducking back into the party.

Once outside in the cool night air, my fried brain tried to make sense of everything that had happened... and more pressingly, the strange vibes at the end. Something had shifted in Malcolm’s approach, no longer just going along for the fun. Was that normal in group scenarios? And the look on his face as he stared down Ethan...

I tried not to shiver as I hugged myself, heading back towards our place with my love in silence. Would I dare to address the changes, or just enjoy our filthy new kink while we had it? With school picking up and cheer tryouts around the corner...did I really have time to nurture whatever was unfolding here?

Ugh, it would all hit tomorrow with a hangover and a big dose of clarity, no doubt. For now, my pussy and asshole ached, a lurid mixture ran down my legs, staining my stockings, and my man shot me heated looks like he was contemplating jumping me on the street for another go. If I could only crawl into bed for the rest of the night... Well, maybe I wouldn’t have to.

The creak of our apartment door made me realize we’d arrived without noticing. Home sweet, comfy home, waiting to welcome our dirty selves.

And inside, a welcome distraction stood fidgeting nervously by the counter - my adorable friend Stacy, brows raised and clearly worried after my latest overnight stay at Frat Central.

Oh yeah, no time to untangle all my sordid drama tonight...

----

“Are you serious? That’s fucking nuts, Sarah!” Stacy whisper-shouted the second I got her alone in our shared bathroom. “No way, girl! How do you do it?”

Her horrified but enthralled reaction to my half-truth tale made my gut squirm with conflicting emotions. Was I oversharing about the depraved “frat challenges” for Ethan? Well, some parts, yes. I was smart enough to leave out my newly-discovered craving for multiple cocks and rougher treatment than she’d probably imagine. Stacy tended to get prudish at the more scandalous bits...

But hell, someone had to listen to my frazzled musings and provide female perspective. Ethan could only hear me freak out about what went down before getting all hazy and distracted with post-sex memories so many times. He was supportive to a fault... But Stacy and I went back to middle school. We had seen each other through thick and way more. If anyone wouldn’t judge me too harshly for being a wanton hussy, it was my platonic soulmate.

And her curiosity made me want to spill every titillating secret in glorious detail, especially the bits about my slowly growing resentment toward the smug Sigma assholes who held so much power over my boyfriend’s place at their table. Stacy’s face flushed with secondhand outrage every time I painted them as bullying, testosterone-poisoned douchecanoes.

“The nerve of those dickbags!” she hissed after I regaled her with the most recent chapter. “Seriously? Implying your sex life with your own boyfriend is inferior to their sad little hazing traditions? It’s such toxic, macho bullshit.” Her glare could melt iron.

Tell me about it. Though the more we kept indulging in the freaky stuff, the less it felt like hazing and more like them staking their claim to something that wasn’t theirs. Not that I felt like I belonged to Ethan right now. Mascara running and other men’s cum leaking from both holes.

Focus.

“It’s okay, Stace,” I soothed, reaching to squeeze her hand in comfort and a bit of amusement. Leave it to her to be my own personal guard dog when it came to anyone talking shit about my man. Even if we’d been growing apart the past few months, she still loved and defended him almost as much as me. It was kinda sweet.

“No, no, don’t downplay this.” Her blonde ponytail swung indignantly as she shook her head. “He has a whole campus of girls panting after him and he still lets these jerkoffs push him around for a dumb invite? Please.”

Well... she had a point there. It was odd, watching this unfold and yet unable to interfere much. Ethan wanted this, craved it almost as much as the acceptance from the frat brothers. Who was I to step in? My mouth pinched in consternation as Stacy continued ranting, and a new niggling doubt worked its way through the blissful afterglow I’d been floating on. If our secret was this unhealthy... what the fuck were we doing? Should I shut this whole crazy train down before someone got really hurt or before I started to see Ethan in an entirely new light.

I barely caught the tail end of my bestie’s spiel. “...think the least they can do is apologize to both of you and start treating him like a human. You two aren’t their fucking playthings.”

Nope, but Ethan wants me to be...at least with the dick-hungry, can’t-resist-frat-cock persona I’ve adopted to play my part in his bid. Does Stacy really have a leg to stand on here, with all the flings she jumps between? Who am I to judge, in that case?

“You don’t have the whole picture,” I cut in quietly. Stacy shut up immediately at my tone, mouth clicking closed. Oops. Her large blue eyes were wide and hurt, blinking away unshed tears at my snapping.

Damn. “Sorry,” I rushed, sighing in frustration with myself. “It’s just... you know we have a very unorthodox sex life.” Her look shifted to perplexed. Okay, backpedal fast. “Ethan likes that the brothers...um, compliment my talents.” Fuck. That sounded terrible. Stacy’s jaw dropped in slow-motion. “And the guys have been nothing but...well, gentlemen. In the bedroom, I mean.”

Gah! Her horrified, confused expression told me everything - this wasn’t making it better. It’s time I told her the truth.

“They all want a turn at a redheaded cheerleader, yes.” I blurted, heart thudding at finally laying my kink bare. Stacy’s flush had drained from her cheeks. Here goes nothing... “Ethan likes when they do it in front of him. It’s a turn on to see other men with me.” She reared back slightly. Okay, really laying it on thick, Sar. Time to reel it in with a light chuckle.

“Crazy, right? Who would’ve thought such a nice guy like Ethan could have a cuck kink,” I joked, aiming for nonchalance and falling woefully short.

But to my relief and dismay, Stacy let out a nervous titter and nodded along like a bobblehead. She bought the cover, or was trying to. “Well...people can like all kinds of things.” Another dry chuckle. Her eyes still looked a bit wild. “And, um, you like that? The exhibition thing? It’s not too much?” Her whole demeanor pleaded for reassurance that I wasn’t trapped in this or, y’know, in danger.

A soothing lie rose to my lips but then caught in my throat. Stacy deserved the whole truth after my shitty treatment. Taking a fortifying breath, I gripped her hand tightly and looked my friend in the eye. This would probably alter things, and I couldn’t live with the guilt of misleading her anymore. Not if I was going to fully embrace the direction this kinky life was pulling me. My newfound self needed to come clean to those closest, in all her debauched glory.

“You deserve the whole picture.” I paused as her expression became suspicious and concerned. “It’s complicated, but... I love Ethan. So, so much. That will never change. We’ve been open with each other since the beginning and found we share some...different fantasies. Not something most people understand.” Stacy stared intently now, holding her breath.

“I really like getting shared by those guys, Stace. Like, really enjoy the rush and the power and the wild fucking. But I love knowing that I come home to Ethan at the end of it. It makes our sex more exciting. Even if I’ll always want that...other stuff sometimes. Even if he’ll never quite measure up to them... physically.” Heat rose to my cheeks admitting that, but it felt good. Real. The whole package, the beautiful man I had waiting at home and the deviant desires being scratched in his fraternity. God bless my saint of a boyfriend, really.

My rambling finally petered out, my heartbeat slowing at the release of all the unsaid truths. Now I could breathe easy, accept that this might mean an adjustment in our friendship but with a clear conscience...

I should’ve realized that was never going to fly with Stace.

Her free hand flew up to her gaping mouth as her whole body jolted. The sheer panic flashing in her eyes made my heart squeeze with fear for a moment before...she surprised me. Breaking out into a manic grin that showed off all her perfectly straight, bright teeth.

“Oh. My. God. Are you telling me you’re a size queen? I would’ve never pegged you that way Sar, you’ve always been such a good girl!”

That startled a laugh out of me as my worry drained away. “A what?” Of course, Stacy would know a word for that, with her weird love of dick-related documentaries and online sleuthing about the guys she dated.

“Y’know, the type who chases the well-endowed! Loves ‘em thick and long,” she giggled conspiratorially. Her brows waggled at my red cheeks. “Does this mean Ethan doesn’t exactly hit the right spots? Girl...”

The playful but judgy teasing wasn’t entirely unwelcome. After my dark confession, being brought back down to high school levels of sexual discourse was comforting. We could always banter about boyfriends and whatnot, that’s how it was meant to be between us. So what if the actual content had gotten x-rated...this was normal-ish, right?

“It’s not just the size,” I defended half-heartedly, swatting her hand away from my chest where she mimed grabbing her nonexistent boobage with a grin. “It’s more the feeling, and...look, don’t try and make it sound dirty. Ethan and I both like it.”

The sassy blonde held up her hands in a peace gesture. “Okay, okay, no judgement here.” But her wicked glint said otherwise. I braced for more friendly teasing.

And boy did she deliver.

“You know...” she started slyly, sidling up closer and linking her arm through mine like old times. The simple act warmed my heart and made the butterflies in my belly swarm again. This was going to be a doozy, wasn’t it?

“The guys on my intramural soccer team were telling me how this other sorority has a redheaded bombshell pledge too. Apparently her and some cheer girl like to do sexy lapdances and blow the guys to thank them for winning.”

Well, that gave me an instant brain freeze, much to Stacy’s giggling delight. But...no. I felt no real jealousy at the image she conjured, and I couldn’t quite imagine another cheer girl lowering herself to put on a slutty show. Besides, it sounded vaguely familiar. More of a Sigma-fueled rumor than actual fact, the same way stories about me had spread...

“You’re evil, bringing that up,” I accused lightly. “We know how Greek houses love their urban legends. Half of that stuff is fake, or just made up to get a rise.”

“So not a problem, if that girl got more of that good lovin’,” she replied innocently, batting her eyelashes in her version of angelic.

We cracked up then, collapsing onto the bathroom rug like teenagers. After the emotional confession, the laughter felt like coming up for air. Maybe we would survive my newly perverted extracurriculars and complicated relationship intact. I sent a silent thank you to whatever gods were listening.

Still, I should’ve known Stacy wouldn’t let it rest there. That brain of hers spun out sexual hypotheticals at light speed, especially when they had juicy real life gossip to riff off of.

“But Sarah...what would happen if Ethan started messing around?” She nudged me with her bony shoulder. “It wouldn’t exactly be fair to him if you got to have all this fun..”

“I dunno.” My brow furrowed, unsettled by the notion for a reason I couldn’t place. I hadn’t actually thought that far. Ethan was fully on board being my devoted one-and-only, never straying no matter how depraved we got. In the moment it had made perfect sense to play up the role of eager, grateful slut. I was his fantasy brought to life. I was... happy. Somehow I knew I could still trust Ethan, that he would never want another woman.


Epilogue


Chapter 13

Epilogue

The bathroom door clicked shut behind Stacy, her soft laughter fading down the hall. I stayed leaning against the sink for a long moment, heart still racing from everything I’d just admitted out loud. Telling my best friend about the gangbangs, about how much I craved being used by Ethan’s frat brothers, about the way their rough hands and degrading words made me wetter than I’d ever been in my life… it had left me flushed and aching all over again.

Stacy hadn’t judged me. She’d called me a filthy size queen, hugged me tight, and told me to go take care of my man. But the real truth I hadn’t said out loud was simpler: I didn’t want to be in charge. I wanted them to keep using me. I wanted to stay their willing little slut.

When I padded back into the bedroom, Ethan was waiting on the edge of the bed, already stripped down to his boxers. His eyes drank me in — the smeared makeup, the bite marks on my breasts, the faint sheen still coating my inner thighs.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

I climbed straight into his lap, straddling him. “Better than okay. I told Stacy everything.”

His brows lifted. “Everything?”

“Everything.” I rocked slowly against the growing hardness beneath me. “How much I loved it when they took turns on me. How good it felt to be their fucktoy while you watched. How I want more.” I leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “I didn’t tell her the part where I’m already craving the next time they pin me down and use me like their personal cumdump.”

Ethan groaned, hands gripping my hips. “Fuck, Sarah…”

I pushed him onto his back and crawled up his body until my knees framed his head. “Clean me, baby. Lick every drop those boys left inside me tonight. I want your tongue where their cocks were.”

He didn’t hesitate. His hands pulled me down onto his mouth and he groaned like he’d been waiting all night for this. His tongue dragged through my swollen, messy folds, lapping up the thick mix of cum still leaking from my well-used pussy and sore little asshole. He sucked and licked like a man possessed, moaning against my clit while I rode his face.

“They really wrecked me tonight,” I breathed, fingers tightening in his hair. “Malcolm stretched my ass so wide I thought I’d break. Luke made me swallow every drop. And I loved it. I loved being their good little whore while you watched.”

Ethan’s cock twitched hard against his stomach. He doubled his efforts, tongue fucking into my tender hole, cleaning me with filthy devotion. I came with a soft, broken moan, thighs shaking around his head as fresh wetness flooded his mouth.

When the orgasm ebbed, I slid back down and kissed him deeply, tasting the evidence of every frat brother on his tongue. We stayed like that for a long minute, foreheads touching, breathing the same air.

“I want to keep doing this,” I whispered. “But I don’t want to be the one making the rules. I want them to keep pushing me. I want Malcolm to text me and tell me what to wear, when to show up, how many of them I’m taking. I want to be their good little slut who does whatever they say.”

Ethan’s hands slid up my back, eyes dark with lust. “You really mean that?”

I nodded, reaching between us to stroke his cock. “I told Stacy I loved being shared. What I didn’t say is that I love how they treat me like I’m theirs to use. And I want more of it.” I sank down onto him in one slow, short glide, both of us moaning at the filthy stretch. “Malcolm already texted me while I was talking to Stacy. He wants a private night. Just him… and whoever else he decides to bring. He wants you there the whole time, watching while they use your girlfriend however they want.”

Ethan’s hips bucked up into me. “Jesus, baby…”

I started to ride him slowly, deliberately, letting him feel how sore and stretched I still was from the night’s rough treatment. “I told him yes. I told him I’d be a good girl and do whatever he says.” I leaned down, lips brushing his. “Because that’s what I want. To stay their submissive little frat slut… while still coming home to you.”

We moved together in the dark, the sex slow and intimate and perfect. When we came, it was with quiet gasps and whispered “I love you”s, my body clenching around his as he filled me one last time.

Afterward, he pulled me against his chest, one hand stroking my hair while the other traced the faint handprints still on my ass.

“So what happens now?” he asked into the quiet.

I smiled against his skin, already half-asleep and deliciously sore. “Now we wait for Malcolm’s next message. And when it comes… I get on my knees and do exactly what he tells me to.”

Ethan’s arms tightened around me.

The fraternity hadn’t broken us.

They’d shown me exactly who I was meant to be.

And I couldn’t wait to be their good girl again.
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Thank you all so much for reading, there will be more to "cum"
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Mary-Kate Kiley 🤍
Ps. This is my very first attempt at writing erotica so let me know what is and isn't working! I write mainly from my own experience with past boyfriends and my wonderful husband.
Feel free to email me at: mkkiley@proton.me
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