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The team took to the field to the roar of the fans. Serge led the charge, waving his helmet above his head, bellowing as loud as the college football fans were doing for the team. But something was off. Something was missing.

It took him a minute to realize what that was. Most the college cheerleaders were on the field, but there were a few notable exceptions, including his girlfriend, Rosemary. In fact, it looked like almost all the senior cheerleaders were missing.

Homecoming, and his girlfriend got sick? Oh, this was an embarrassment, Serge thought. She had better have one hell of an excuse, like a bus hit her.

“Where the fuck are the girls?” his teammate John asked. His own girlfriend Madison was on the squad too, and was noticeably gone.

“No clue,” Serge said.

Their coach yelled for them to pay attention. They slapped on their helmets and jogged towards the rest of their team. Serge cast one more annoyed glance in the direction of the befuddled cheerleaders, then turned on the gas, turning and shouting at the crowd.

But really, now, where the hell was his girlfriend?

* * *

“Oh, FUCK!” Rosemary wailed at the center of a pile of exhausted, sweaty, and come-streaked cheerleaders. Seniors, all of them, they were supposed to be at the game playing itself out at the athletic complex, but were instead in a heap together in Rosemary’s bed in her swanky senior dorm room.

Her wail came about because at that moment, hulking Will Chavouz slid his cock into the head cheerleader, and considering the size of him, it was a completely understandable reaction, one echoed by her cheerleader friends when it had been their turn. He made Rosemary wait for last, despite her arrogant reminder that she was the head cheerleader and she should be first to get fucked by the big Black administrative staff member. He didn’t put up with that. No, she could wait for last, and now that he’d come in all her friends, it was finally her turn.

At the fringe was Faith, one of Will’s closest girlfriends and a stunning blonde beauty. She was also just starting to show. As was always the case when Will fucked any woman raw and Faith was around, her hand rested on her slight baby bump. Hers was a slender beauty, her long face and finely-featured body driving Will into keeping her close. Maybe not quite as close as the queen of his harem, Sandra, but Sandra was back at her own college, finishing out her last two semesters before she came back to Cougar Bay and ruled over all Will’s sluts at his side.

Even now, having come in three horny, busty, and most importantly, unprotected cheerleaders, he kinda missed Sandra.

But damn, Faith was fun to have around too. Right at that moment, his blonde baby momma alternated between stroking her belly and her mound above her thong. Will had yet to touch her or let her touch herself. Instead, now dressed only in her thong and a tight tank top, she filmed this whole encounter. Sandra was a model and brought Faith into her profession that summer, and now Faith loved to record these things for Will. Sometimes the women weren’t into it and that was okay. Will wasn’t going to force anyone to do anything they didn’t want to. But these cheerleaders were nothing short of fucking wild, once he got the virginally shy Madison to say yes.

That hadn’t taken much. Will didn’t give a shit about football but he was friends with the head coach and a few of his associates, and came down early to bullshit with them before the game. When the pack of cheerleaders arrived at the center, Will introduced himself, and the head cheerleader, Rosemary, told him she heard he had a certain reputation. He shrugged, grinning, and they got him away to the locker room to see for themselves. When they found out the rumors weren’t just true but possibly underexaggerated, Will invited himself to Rosemary’s dorm with a promise he could and would fuck all of them into begging him to come inside them.

They laughed that off, and Will cheerfully wore a condom for the first of the bunch, but when she – Kirsten, he thought, but he didn’t really give a shit – came for the third time, she had him pull out just long enough she could rip the condom off him and beg him to come inside her raw, unprotected pussy. The others watched, their laughter turning pensive and dark, and when Will took the next cheerleader, Madison, she begged for it too within three strokes – just three strokes. The third, Kirari, a Japanese stunner with a big curvy ass, stopped him from putting on a condom in the first place and bounced on his cock like she wanted to break it. Goddamn, he liked her, He had no intent of bringing the others in for more than this bit of fun but that Kirari might look good with one of his WILL’S collars around her neck.

“Daddy…” Faith panted. They weren’t actually related. Once Sandra and Will seduced her, she took after a lot of Sandra’s mannerisms, including calling Will “Daddy.” “Can I please play with myself now?”

Will chuckled breathlessly. Sweat gleamed on his skin, and he’d hurt after this. But goddamn was it worth it. “Yeah, baby. You can play with yourself.” To the sacked-out cheerleaders still coming down, “Madison. Get on this slut’s face and give her a taste of what she’s going to have pumped inside this pretty little cunt.”

Madison might have been shy at the start of this, but now the peach-haired long-legged cheerleader was all in, and hurried to sit right on Rosemary’s face. Facing Will, she grabbed her friend’s top and brought it up over her big tits. They bounced to the rhythm of Will’s hard fucking. Will liked the sight of Rosemary like that, her cheerleader skirt hiked up just far enough he could fuck into her, and her tits bared under the rolled-up top. The others were all pretty much naked.

“Next time you little sluts go out and cheer,” Will said, pounding into Rosemary as she gasped and moaned, “you’re going to either wear something sexy underneath or nothing at all. And I want pictures. My new bitches, showing themselves off for the world.”

“Bitches,” Kirari said dreamily and moaned. In response to that, Kirsten crawled around the others on the bed and flopped on top of Kirari in an exhausted sixty-nine. The two wound up on their sides, licking each other’s pussies with satisfied lazy laps.

Even better than the sound of his big dick pushing Rosemary’s juices around inside her tight pussy was the hungry noises and slurps she made eating her friend’s cunt. Making her wait her turn broke her dominant streak and now she existed to be fucked and serve her fellow cheerleaders.

Will fucked her with powerfully hard strokes, aware of Faith drawing closer with the camera and her hand buried in her panties. Her attention made him imagine these four cheerleader sluts fat with his kids just like Sandra, Faith, and a dozen or so other hookups on the side. Having come three times already, he was ready to drop, but seeing the head cheerleader’s tits bob with every hard thrust and her hands clench Madison’s ass and hips gave him something of a third or fourth wind.

Madison ground on her friend, eyes squeezing shut as Faith got a close-up. Will’s blonde girlfriend gripped the young woman’s chin and twisted her head towards the camera. “Gonna come, baby? Going to come on Will’s big fat black cock?”

Once upon a time, Faith wouldn’t have uttered the word cock. She admitted to Will early on in their relationship she sometimes had dark thoughts of being much more vocal and active in bed, but that she was trapped by the self-imposed desire to be a good girl and fit the mold expected of her. Now she worshipped his cock with language as dirty as Sandra and a need that made even their busty girlfriend seem almost tame. What Will loved about Faith was that on the street she was still the demure good girl type, playing up her old self. To see her growing social media modeling page page, she was a sweet, high society model. Buried in those pictures, though, were flashes of the cock slut she’d become, on her knees on all fours in lingerie and slutted-out makeup, eyes crossed, tongue out, Will behind her tugging on her leash and the collar bearing his name.

Like Sandra, he was coming to love Faith, especially when she made the young eager cheerleader bouncing on her friend’s face cry out, “Y-yeah, yeah, I’m coming on his b-big dick, I’m com-iiiiing!”

Faith got a closeup of Madison’s face as her arms rose and her hands ran wild through her hair. On her face was pure innocent bliss, a look that made Will realize he wanted Madison in his stable too right alongside that big ass of Kirari’s. Shit. Might as well keep all of them.

Madison fell off Rosemary’s face, too exhausted to do anything more than sit with her legs splayed, her body quivering with the aftermath of her orgasms. Faith climbed on top of Rosemary, but not to sit on her face. No, she straddled the young woman’s waist, filming Rosemary’s reaction as she was fucked back and forth on the bed, her wet cunt squelching with every hard thrust.

“Got a message you want to send to your quarterback boyfriend on the day of his big game?” she asked. Faith could be wickedly cruel sometimes, a reflection of her own shattering when Will finished her seduction right in front of her ex-fiancé.

“Ungh, so big…” Rosemary said, completely out of t and barely registering she was being talked to.

“Who’s so big? Who’s fucking you and your cheerleader friends so good?”

Beside them, Kirari moaned. Will glanced over and saw Kirsten had spread her ass wide to play with her bud while she licked her pussy. Yeah, he wasn’t about to ask these four to come live with them, but he’d sure as shit be dropping by that dorm to say hello now and again.

“Will… Will’s so big… he’s so fucking big, I’m sorry, ungh, ungh, baby, I’m, ohhhh, fuck, I’m sorry, but your little dick c-can’t compare to this…”

“What’s Will going to do to you? Hm? What’s he going to give you?”

“A baaaaaay-beeee,” Rosemary said, and in the video her smile was wide and dazed, her mind gone, completely gone. Drool ran out of the corner of her mouth and her eyes rolled upward. “Ohhhh, fuck, I’m gonna get pregnant, I’m gonna get… PREGNANT!”

She wailed out the last word and thrashed as best she could with her orgasm. Will was right there too, and grunted, “Faith. Get off her and shoot this close up.”

Faith hurried to do what she was told. Before she concentrated on his dick, Will pulled her to him, Rosemary’s walls still quivering around his cock. He palmed Faith’s ass and kissed her the way she loved it, sloppy, dominating. She sucked his tongue into her mouth and stroked the few inches of him not buried in cheerleader pussy.

“Give her what they all deserve,” she said, pulling back, her eyes blazing with wanton, devilish need. “Come in that cunt.”

Will finally tore his gaze away from her and concentrated on Rosemary. He hefted her ass up and pounded down into her, sweat gleaming on his skin. He only slowed once, to palm one of the cheerleaders big bouncing tits, imagining it leaking milk until one of her friends clamped a mouth to it, sucking while he fucked Rosemary. That visual was enough.

He came with a grunted, “Fuck!”

In the aftermath, while all the cheerleaders collapsed together tight enough they could all doze on the fuck-stained bed, Will fell onto a couch in the small dorm living area and pulled Faith down on top of him. He couldn’t go again, not for a few hours at least, but he could and would get her off with his fingers. She sucked his neck and kissed his ear while he speared his fingers deep inside her, making her rock back and forth.

Madison slipped out of the bedroom to use the bathroom. She moved as sorely as Will felt, and he chuckled against Faith’s breast when she offered it to him. “More sluts,” she said happily.

“Mm hm.”

When the cheerleader came back out again, she offered them the use of her bed. The dorm room had four bedrooms and its own bathroom. Pretty nice setup. Will had gone to college – had, in fact, lived with Faith’s fiancé for several of those years – but all his dorm rooms had been the standard one-or-two beds in a single room, with a communal shower.

A nap sounded pretty good, so the three of them headed in there. Madison made to leave, but Faith said kindly, “Stay. Your bed’s pretty big too.”

They rested together, three spoons to a drawer, Will’s hand stroking Faith’s hip and straying occasionally to Madison’s soft curves. While they talked about Faith’s pregnancy, he fell asleep, and might have spent the entire weekend there if he wasn’t startled awake by Kirari poking her head in.

“Sorry to wake you,” she said softly. “Your phone was ringing.”

“Thanks,” he mumbled, and took it from her. There was a missed call from his sister Teagen, who went to school there on campus.

A grumbling Faith and much more sedate Madison made way so he could get out of bed. He called Teagen in the living area again. Kirari joined him, a warm, wet washcloth in hand. She knelt between his legs, staring up at him as she slowly worked the cloth over his dick, cleaning him with gentle strokes.

“Good slut,” he said, and stroked the top of her head as she beamed up at him.

Teagen picked up on the second ring. “Hello?”

“You called?” Will asked.

“’You called?’” Teagen mimicked, making her voice go deep.

Like Will, she was tall and broad-shouldered, though she inherited their mother’s softer, more pleasant looks and temperament. He inherited their father’s brutishness and his cooler attitude. Nine years separated the siblings, a result of their parents amicably divorcing shortly after Will was born and meeting back up again later in life. Like their son, both mother and father realized they were happier playing the field and now were better companions than when they were married.

“I was having such a good nap,” he grunted.

“You should see the tears on my face right now. And who are you sleeping with? There are a few cheerleaders here missing, and Shoni said she saw you talking to Rosemary Jordan before the game. Good get, if that’s you.”

“Who’s winning?” he asked, pulling Kirari to her feet and guiding her to the couch to sit with him.

“Them. By about… thirty points. Our quarterback looks like he’s about to have a nervous breakdown.”

While Kirari nestled her head on his hip, Will thought about Faith’s video and what Rosemary recorded for her boyfriend. His bad day was going to get even worse.

“Tough day,” he said.

Teagen laughed. She had no moral hangups about her brother’s exploits, and had several boyfriends of her own. “It’s the only reason I’m sticking around for the second half. I want to see how far the team implodes. Hey, can I ask you for a favor?”

“Of course,” Will said, and meant it. Though the age difference between Teagen and himself should have meant they didn’t get along as well as they did, there was no one in the world more important to him, not even Sandra.

“My guys are going to treat me to a weekend in Charleston.” Her “guys” were her boyfriends, all of whom Will genuinely liked. They were smart and they knew what they had on their hands in Teagen, each of them working hard to keep her. That was all Will could ask from them. “We’re leaving right after class Friday. Not that I think my roommates are going to cause a lot of trouble, but it’s my name on the lease, so… happy early birthday.”

He snickered. “Can’t unring that bell.”

“Naomi’s a month behind on rent and Kendra’s going to flunk out. She might as well get hooked up with someone who will take care of her. Go nuts.”

Already he was imagining bending the two bit-titted college juniors over a table and groaned. “All right, yeah, I’ll come by and check on the place.”

“Riiiight. You know they have boyfriends?”

There was silence between the two siblings, and then Teagen cracked up. It got a chuckle out of Will too.

* * *

That afternoon, Will and Faith left the cheerleaders to deal with the messy aftermath of Rosemary sending that “fuck you” video to her boyfriend. They stopped to get some moo shu pork and beef and broccoli from their favorite Chinese place, and drove back home.  As Faith was busy finishing off the last of the egg roll she always claimed not to want but was the first thing she ate every time, Will pulled into the driveway, stopped, and said, “Huh.”

“What?”

“There are two idiots underneath our porch.”

“What?” Faith asked again, sharper. She leaned forward and stared. Sure enough, under the porch were two darkened forms. “Kaleb?”

“And Dan, probably. Stay here. Pretend to be digging in the back and keep the doors locked.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You know, I’ve been meaning to clean out underneath there. Time I get started with that.”

She gave him a quizzical look. Will stepped out and said casually, “Back in a second to help you get that.” He jangled his keys in his hand and walked up the steps, ignoring the two guys underneath. Inside, in no rush, he went for the back door, opened it slowly and stepped out cautiously onto the back porch. The stairs squeaked but not so loud he thought the two idiots would hear him. Going for the hose first was his plan, but the shed in the backyard caught his eye and he headed there first, careful to avoid the dead leaves for fear of the sound. From the shed, he got a length of nylon rope. It was the previous renter’s and he had no idea why it was there, but he was grateful for it now.

Heading back to the house, Will grabbed the hose and unslung it from the holder on the side of the house. He turned it on, and heard Kaleb mutter, “What was that?”

“Neighbors, I think,” Dan said.

Will grinned and came through the side gate, hose in hand. “Wasn’t the neighbors,” he said, and stuck his thumb over enough of the hose’s head to create a wide arc of water. He turned it on the two dumbasses, and they came out yelping.

“Jesus, that’s cold!” Kaleb shouted.

Will almost froze. It had only been a few months since he last saw Kaleb, the poor bastard walking out while Will and Sandra prepared to fuck Faith in their own bedroom. Kaleb had been chunky then, thirty or forty pounds overweight, not anything too hard to come back from. But now it was like he’d melted, his skin sagging and yellowish, his eyes hollow. Folds of his former beer gut hung like stacked pancakes underneath a shirt one size too small. He’d lost a massive amount of weight but not in any healthy way.

Sandra’s father and Will’s old boss Dan… he looked even worse. His once-flowing blond hair was completely gone, his head shaved. Red freshly picked scabs were everywhere on his scalp, and he was missing a canine. His lips looked like a battlefield, chewed on and sore-ridden, and his hand went instinctually to his stomach, scratching at his gut like a dog with fleas.

Dan had a knife but he seemed to have forgotten about it. He tried to scramble away, and even on whatever drugs he was doing, he was still lightning fast, but Will caught him and kicked his leg out from under him.

Kaleb ignored all this and went to the car. “Baby. Baby, look. I’m down forty pounds!” He grabbed at his stomach, grinning like a lunatic. Faith only stared up at him, disgusted. Her phone was at her ear, probably calling the cops. It was the right move, but it meant Will needed to hurry. If they drove up and saw a massive Black man tying up a pair of drug addicts, he was pretty sure how well that would go over.

He hadn’t used these kinds of knots since he was a teenager, but he trussed up Dan well enough and guided a blubbering Kaleb to the other man. “What the fuck are you on, Kaleb? What are you doing?”

“M-meth. I only do a little bit and then it’s like I can jog on the treadmill forever. Dan has a treadmill! And a whole gym! I’m going to win her back, Will.”

“Oh Jesus Christ,” Will said, and tied Kaleb to the other end of the lengthy rope. “What was your plan? Huh? You going to take a fucking knife to me? To Faith?”

“No!” Kaleb said. “We were gonna slash your tires and maybe, you know, pee or something in your car.” To Faith, still in the car and looking more and more mortified every second, “I’m sorry! I can change! For you!”

“Do you know what they made me do in jail, Chavouz? The cooks didn’t like me so they made me lick their shoes clean. All that to get some more cornbread!” Dan said, craning his head left and right.

“Not where I was expecting that to go,” Will said.

“My pillow had lice. I itched every night for weeks. For weeks!”

“You gonna tell me you got started on meth because you got itchy?”

Dan cackled. “Nah. I started on that because I was bored.”

“Why’s the grass making me dizzy?” Kaleb asked. “Faith! Why’s the grass moving?”

“Where’s my daughter?” Dan demanded. “Where’s my wife?”

“Ex, and they’re not here.” That was the truth. Sandra’s mother Amanda was now living out there with her to help her through the pregnancy. It was a temporary arrangement. They were going to come back when Sandra graduated.

The cops came, eventually, and as Will suspected, they spent the bulk of their time interrogating Will, making vague accusations that maybe the drugs the dumbasses were on were his. But they couldn’t ignore the bracelet around Dan’s leg or Kaleb trying to kick his way out of the cop car, yelling for Faith to run. Finally satisfied they had the right men, Cougar City’s finest departed, hiking up their belts and talking about the difference between milkshakes and malts.

When the show was over, Faith wrapped her arms around Will, and said softly, “Really dodged a bullet not marrying him.”

Will snorted, and they headed inside, his hand all over her ass

* * *

Up to that point, Teagen’s roommates Naomi and Kendra fell into a rare pool of women Will appreciated but didn’t touch out of respect for his sister. That they wanted him, there was no question. Despite their boyfriends, they loved to look.

Kendra was down-home country from the backwoods of Shitsville, Somestate. She was a blonde of the “cutoff denim shorts and flannel shirts tied off under her big tits” type, with at least three cowboy hats and a variety of boots. Her sky-blue eyes, wide easy smile, freckles, and hourglass curves were straight out of the country girl textbook too. Faith had a lot of contempt for her, calling her “born to be bred.” Will reminded her with a slap to her ass that was what she was too. He expected a fight. Instead, Faith sank to her knees and blew him for it.

Naomi… now she was interesting. Looking at her, Will thought “MILF,” though she was only twenty-one. But he understood why. Naomi had a sweet face, with soft and sparkling gray-brown eyes, great big dimples, and full cheeks that narrowed down to a small but strong chin, all framed by silky brown hair. She looked like she belonged to the PTA or maybe teaching elementary school kids, which was what she was studying to do. But her wild curves defied that sweet face, her big tits jiggling with nearly as much bounciness as Sandra’s and her hips flaring in delicious ways. Where Kendra was pure sin, Naomi was something like a perfect blend of Sandra’s voluptuous sexiness and Faith’s effortless grace and beauty.

Speaking of his bottom slut, he was giving Faith the weekend off after a serious ass fucking the night before that saw him come in her tight little hole three times. Sandra texted them some of her newest videos, the ones she couldn’t post on Bottlegenie. She was riding a pillow, nothing on but a thong, a hand bra, and a smile. That alone would have driven Will to fuck Faith nearly all night long, but Sandra’s baby bump, much like Faith’s own, got him riled up. He set up a video chat, and while he fucked Faith from behind up her ass, Sandra played with herself on camera, shoving a dildo up her own ass while buzzing her clit with a vibrator.

Faith loved it, but even she had limits and she could take no more for a few days. Will sent her on a weekend spa trip with Rosemary and the other cheerleaders from the week before, all of whom had been kicked off the squad. Will didn’t give much of a shit. Sandra was going to teach them all they needed to know about online modeling, and Rosemary was talking about getting into camgirling while she was young. A couple years of that, with all of them, and they’d have enough money to buy a big-ass house and retire early.

But was it viable long-term? Will wasn’t sure. He knew how much Sandra made just from modeling and it was impressive. Camgirling on top of that would drive the numbers sky high, but still he wanted something to back that up. What that was, he didn’t know. Amanda, Sandra’s mom, had serious money but it was tied up in the courts with Dan so Will couldn’t rely on that either.

He did know he was going to spend that weekend fucking Naomi and Kendra. The only problem was their boyfriends, Bobby and Marcel. Unlike Kaleb, the college guys were still fit. They had plenty of money too, both of them from wealthy families. That wasn’t much of a problem when it came to Will seducing their girlfriends. Dan had been loaded and fit, but Will still made Amanda scream his name while he filmed the whole thing. Money was not equal to confidence, good looks, and a horsecock.

Both guys were at Teagen’s that night, their little toy cars parked at the curb Will parked behind them, thought about it, and grinned. He inched his car up a few feet until he was blocking one of them from pulling out.

Cheery video game music greeted him as he walked up the curb. Will shook his head. Bobby and Marcel both were big into video games. Will wasn’t. A man, he thought, should be working on one of three things – his mind, his body, and his money. And above all that, the pursuit of pussy. Sandra disagreed since she liked video games, but Faith agreed a hundred percent. Part of why Kaleb lost his way was his addiction to the damn things, and now his ex-fiancée was Will’s.

These guys weren’t as lazy as Kaleb but then again, they were younger than him by six or seven years. They had time yet to devolve into do-nothing pieces of shit.

Will knocked and waited for someone to open the door. It was bubbly Kendra, in some damn tight denim shorts and a tummy baring thin strapped tank that showed off plenty of her cleavage. Both she and Naomi had hourglass figures that sent him to near hardness every time he was around them, and his eyes drifted down now to Kendra’s nipples poking at the fabric of her tank.

She gave him a wicked smile, tossed back her blonde hair, and exclaimed, “Will! Teagen told us you’d be coming by.”

“How ya doing, Kendra?” Will said, stepping in as she let him pass. The other three were seated around the living room, controllers in hand as they played out some cartoonish race on the TV. Naomi was nearly facing him, wearing a pair of athletic shorts and a halter top. Her cunt’s lips were pretty defined by the shorts, and when she saw him looking, she didn’t close them.

Interesting.

Teagen’s place was good-sized, with three bedrooms and a big living room she decorated with some of Will’s old furniture. It was quality stuff then, and though it was starting to show its age, it would last her roommates too when she moved out. One of the lightbulbs had burned out overhead, but otherwise the place was cheery, especially with the three framed sunflower and tulip paintings on the wall. Teagen was nuts about her flowers and her little garden, her favorite hobby.

“I’m good now that you’re here,” Kendra said. She had a natural poutiness to her tone and loved to play up the brat. An image of taking her over his knee and spanking that ass came to mind and turned him the fuck on. Soon, he promised himself. “They’re cheating.”

“You’re just awful at the game,” Marcel said. He was a tall, slim Mexican-American with finely sculpted hair and a pencil beard. Kudos to him, even if it was a douchebag’s beard, he kept it finely trimmed and neat. That was a unicorn among guys in this day and age when men didn’t groom themselves.

Kendra, his girlfriend, shook her head at Will. “Do you play?”

There it was. His opening, and to date, that was all Will ever needed. But to take advantage of it, he was going to have to play the dick early and often.

He had a hard time not grinning about that.

“Pass. I’m no good at that kid stuff,” he said, and every eye in the room went to him. Both Marcel and Bobby – who the fuck was older than ten and called themselves “Bobby” on purpose? – lost a hint of their smiles. Good. The real game was fucking on and Will wanted them to know it.

“Ohhhh, now you have to play,” Naomi said. “We’re so going to beat you at this ‘kid stuff.’”

“Yeah, I don’t doubt you could,” Will said. “Nah, I just dropped by to check on everything. You know, with Teagen being gone.”

“She told us you would,” Naomi said. “We’re not going to burn the place down.”

“You two wearing shorts like that, you might be wrong,” Will said. “Goddamn, girl.”

Bobby, her boyfriend, chuckled. “They look good, don’t they?” He put a protective hand on his girlfriend’s thigh, and Naomi, for just a flash of a second, looked at Will, not her boyfriend.

Got you, slut.

“What are all of you up to tonight?” Will asked, coming in and sitting down on the arm of the couch. He thought Kendra must have been sitting right beside him, and he was proven correct. A moment later she plopped down next to him, tits bouncing in her top. He imagined her in a black-and-white cow bra pulled down around her milk-dripping tits while she bounced on his cock. Fuck, he wondered if there might not be a place in town open that weekend that would have an outfit like that. Faith was right. That blonde bitch was made for pumping out kids. His kids. He was already figuring he’d put her up with Sandra’s mom Amanda. They’d be the milk factory for his… shit, however many kids he had going at the moment.

“Some video games, and in a little bit, we’re going to play Bones and Moist Caves,” Bobby said. He was shorter than Marcel, but had more muscle to him. He wore glasses instead of contacts because they gave him a sort of handsome young teacher vibe, but he was too young to know to shore that up with slacks or chinos and button-downs. Instead, he wore basketball shorts and a tank.

Will knew about Bones and Moist Caves, though at a distance. Roleplaying games were even higher on his list of contempt than video games. A man wanted to play fantasy shit, it ought to be baseball, football, or basketball.

“All of you play that? Even you two?” he asked Naomi and Kendra. He rested a hand on Kendra’s creamy leg and she looked up at him, blushing but not trying to move it away.

“You say that like it’s still taboo for girls to be playing roleplaying games,” Marcel said, oblivious to Will touching his girlfriend as he was glued to the screen. Video games. Will could fuck Kendra right over the arm of the couch and the only time that nerd would notice was if they paused the game.

Food for thought.

“I guess I always grew up thinking that way, sure,” Will said. “For real, you two are into that?”

Naomi did look over then just as Will’s fingers crept higher on Kendra’s thigh. Kendra squirmed and gave her friend a naughty smile. “We like to play, huh?”

“It’s something fun to do as a group,” Naomi said. Will wasn’t certain if that was innuendo or not, but her attention drifted back to the screen just in time to see her character’s car fly off a cliff. “Shit. Again on that stupid turn.”

The race looked to be over, so Will moved his hand away from Kendra’s thigh. The guys took first and second and crowed about it. Kendra thrust her controller at Will.

“Come on, try it. It’s fun. Anyone can pick it up and play.”

“I don’t even know how to control it,” he said.

Despite her boyfriend watching, Kendra turned and held up the controller higher. Her big breast pressed against his arm, making Marcel’s eyes first widen, then narrow. “Just press this button here to go and this one to brake.”

“These two here?” Will asked, playing up being dumb and leaning into her breast a little.

“That’s it.”

He took the controller. “Which one am I?”

“The one in the shiny blue car.”

The race started, and Will deliberately hit the wrong button. His car shot backwards. “Shit.”

The guys gave each other knowing grins and Naomi said, “We can stop and wait for you, old timer.”

“I got this, I got this,” Will muttered as everyone’s attention returned to the screen. When no one was looking, he hit the gas with his right hand and dropped the left to Kendra’s lap. “This button.”

Kendra’s gaze shot to her boyfriend, and then back up at Will. He rubbed her pussy right about where her clit would be, and she said, “That’s it. Now, just a little side to side. You don’t want to oversteer.”

Will rubbed his thumb side to side, making her shiver and spread her thighs. “Like that?”

“Y-yeah,” she said. “You got it.”

He chuckled and brought his hand back to the controller to play the rest of the game straight. No need to press his luck. This was happening, and he wanted to draw out Marcel and Bobby’s humiliation.

Really, who the everloving fuck called themselves Bobby as an adult?

The race finished with Naomi taking the win. “Suck it, boys,” she shouted, and raised her fists to do a victory dance. Will and both guys stared.

“I’m no good at this,” Will said. “You better take back over, baby girl.”

“Baby girl?” Marcel asked as Kendra bounced to her feet.

“Aw, shit, hey, no offense meant,” Will said. “I call everybody that. Faith, Sandra…”

“I hear the cheerleaders are in your stable now too,” Naomi said.

“Stable?” Bobby asked. “Like, what, a pimp?”

“They ain’t for rent if hat’s what you’re asking,” Will said. He handed the controller back to Kendra. “But I got a handful of girlfriends, yeah.”

“A handful,” Naomi said. “Teagen told us it’s more like eight or nine.”

“No shit?” Bobby asked, impressed.

“No shit,” Will said.

“Half of them are pregnant,” Marcel said. “Didn’t ever figure out how condoms work, Will?”

“Nah. They begged me to fuck a baby into them,” Will said.

The room went quiet at that and the guys stared at him. “You’re serious,” Bobby said. He burst out laughing and slapped his leg, never noticing his girlfriend Naomi’s hand moving instinctually to her belly and then away again just as furtively. “Man, your child support is going to be fuckin’ craaaazy.”

There was no arguing that. “I keep them satisfied and happy, there’s no worry about that. And when I’m not around, they have each other.”

“You mean they’re all bi?” Marcel asked.

“Most are.”

Bobby’s smile slipped. “You really are serious.”

“So what’s the secret? The myth of the big black cock?” Marcel asked. Of the two, he was clearly the biggest asshole, and no doubt was playing out his role as the little rooster in the henhouse.

Will chuckled. “That, and knowing how to make a woman beg for more.” He looked at Kendra and Naomi. “These boys satisfy you?”

“For the most part,” Naomi said.

“For the… oh come on,” Bobby said.

“Got a pair of nice, ripe women like these, you gotta step up. Anyone could move in on them,” Will said. He gave Marcel his best shit-eating smile. “Hey. How about a friendly competition, huh? Help break the ice between you and me a little bit.”

“What do you have in mind?” Marcel asked, but if Will had this guy figured right, Marcel would want to show him up.

“A night of games. You show me how to play that Bones and Moist Caves, maybe we play some video games, a little basketball.” As if he just thought of it, Will added, “We could take turns. Even make it interesting. Say…” He dug out his wallet and looked through it. “I got a hundred bucks. You win, it’s yours.”

“I don’t have any cash,” Bobby said.

“Yeah, a hundred bucks each is steep,” Naomi said.

“Then my hundred goes to one of you if you win,” Will said.

“And if you do?” Marcel asked.

“A kiss from each of your girls, and a selfie with them.” Will didn’t put the ball in Marcel or Bobby’s court. He wanted them to start to feel less like part of the real conversation happening. Now that he knew Naomi and Kendra were his for the taking, he was going to have fun knocking the foundation out from under their boyfriends. “How about it? Naomi? Kendra?”

“Just a kiss?” Naomi asked.

“Just a kiss,” Will said.

Naomi had to know he was playing at something but gave nothing away as she looked at Kendra and shrugged. Kendra giggled and said, “Okay. This is gong to be a fun night.”

Oh yeah. It definitely was.

* * *

It took the guys a while to set everything up to play Bones and Moist Caves. While they brought out books and paper and pens and all the other shit they’d need for death by boredom and nerdery, Will decided to get some food delivered and make drinks. Out of respect to the girls, he ordered from a favorite vegan restaurant, thinking about the last time he and Sandra were there. That was just minutes before her father tried to burn down Will’s house. Hopefully the food came with better luck this time.

Teagen and her roommates kept a respectable liquor supply on top of the fridge, and soon Will collected everything to make margaritas. Naomi wandered in about then, making her tits bounce with every emphasized step.

“What are we drinking?” she asked, then realized she knew the answer to her own question. “Ooh. Margaritas. Nice.”

“Wanna help?” Will asked.

“Sure. I’ve got nothing going on.”

Will made space at the counter and she came to him. With a casual glance at the kitchen’s entries, Will slid behind her and ground up on her ass. She gasped softly and Will whispered in her ear, “If you or Kendra say no tonight, I back off, but the real game is between the three of us.”

She ground back against him, her breath quickening as she felt his hardening cock against her. His hands went around her waist to the button on her shorts. He undid it with a quick flick and glanced at the entryways to the kitchen. No one coming, but he had to make this fast.

“If I dipped my hand in here, how wet would your little needy cunt be for me?” he asked. She ground back against him even harder, head dipping down, hair falling across her face.

His fingers slid into her thong and down across her pussy lips. He explored her with his middle finger and drove it in to the knuckle. She gasped so softly even he could barely hear it, and then he pulled his hand out, his finger gleaming with wetness.

“Soaked,” he said, and brought it to her lips.

Naomi sucked down her own juices, but jerked away and did up her button fast. Will moved to her side again and uncapped the tequila as Bobby walked in, oblivious to his girlfriend’s heated cheeks. He gave her a kiss on the shoulder on the way to the fridge, and said, “You two aren’t getting up to anything in here now, are you?”

Naomi playfully swatted at him. “Oh you.”

He grabbed an apple and headed out of there, taking a noisy bite. When they were alone again, Will muttered to Naomi, “Make yours light on the alcohol. I don’t want either of you drunk for this.”

“For what?” she teased.

He leaned in and whispered in her ear, “For when the two of you beg me to come inside you. To fucking breed you.”

She shivered at that, and gave him a mischievous smile. “Now that sounds like a bed.”

They returned to the others with margaritas in hand. The dining room table had only four chairs, but there were some folding ones in the garage. Will volunteered himself for one of those, since he had zero plans of sitting in on the game for very long.

Marcel cleared a spot between him and Bobby for Will. His gaze was challenging but Will sat down between them without a word, slapping both their backs. “Let’s kill some goddamn orcs and shit,” he said.

“First you need to draft up a new character,” Bobby said.

“What does that mean?” Will asked.

“Here,” Bobby said, sliding over a sheet of paper. Printed on it were incomprehensible lists of initialisms. He thought he vaguely recognized some of it from his days living with Kaleb and his love of video games, but he had no clue what the hell any of it meant except “name” and “equipment.”

“I don’t understand any of this,” he said. He leaned back and searched under the table with his foot for Kendra’s leg. When he found it, he rubbed her calf idly while Bobby – honest to God, Bobby? That was what he fucking called himself? Not Robert, not Bob, not Rob, but fucking Bobby? – explained to Will all the different stats. That all went in one ear and out the other, especially when Naomi, who looked otherwise serene, moved her own foot to brush Will’s leg.

“It would help to know what kind of class you want to play,” Bobby said, drawing Will’s attention again.

“That’s, like, a sword guy or a magic guy, right?” Will asked.

“Maybe another game would be easier on him,” Marcel said, a nasty smirk on his face.

I’m going to fuck your bitch in the ass while my other new slut’s eating her cunt, Will thought. And in about eight fuckin’ months I’m gonna find wherever you’re living and make sure you get an invite to the baby shower along with a nice thank-you picture of me shoving my dick down her throat, you bitch-ass punk motherfucker.

Nah, maybe he wouldn’t. Not out of any moral hangup, just that when Dan was still in jail, Will already pulled a similar stunt. He got a selfie next to Dan’s nude wife’s belly, Will holding up the first ultrasound. The doctor, a willowy pretty slut in her forties, was in the shot too, though barely visible, since she had her face buried in Amanda’s cunt with a thigh half-hiding her. Will knew people who worked for the prison and all it took was a case of beer and a twenty to get the picture smuggled into Dan’s cell and taped to his wall.

Good times. Actually, maybe he would make that standard for all the bitch boys he took women from. That would be fun. Really stretch his creative muscles.

“Ah, shit, a challenge,” Will said. Naomi’s foot kept inching higher and higher on his calf. “All right, all right, I wanna be a wizard.” He gave Naomi and Kendra a wide grin. “Get to play around with my big staff.”

“What kind of wizard?” Bobby asked, grinning too. He was earnest and still a little bit naïve as to what was going on. Poor fucker. Will would have felt almost sorry for him but goddamn, Naomi was hot for it.

“Ummm… huh,” Will said.

“Marcel uses a lot of offensive magic,” Naomi said. “But we could use someone on the team who, like, messes with people’s minds.”

Her lips threatened to tick upwards when she said that, and Will slapped the table. “Hey. Perfect. “

They went through an agonizingly slow process of rolling for his stats. It was nonsense to him but he understood that his character was supposed to be played as highly intelligent, charismatic, and self-serving. Not exactly a stretch, he thought.

About then the doorbell rang with their food. He offered to go grab it. Time for some fun.

Will went to the front window and took a peek through it outside. The delivery guy was short, pudgy, and had to be well north of forty. Perfect. Will wouldn’t have gone through with it if the guy looked young.

“Hey, Kendra, let me grab you a minute. This looks like a lot of food,” Will said, keeping his tone casual and distracted.

“Sure!” she said, and bounced to her feet. She came to him with a jiggle to her step, giving him a playful lick of her lips.

When she was close, he leaned in and murmured into her ear, “Let’s have some fun.”

“What do you have in mind?” she asked just as softly.

“Step out on the front porch with me and play along. Unless you don’t want to. Same thing I told Naomi. You say no, and I back off. No questions.”

She gave him a quizzical look, but when he opened the door and stepped out, she followed. Will shut the door behind her. The guy stared at Kendra as he held up the bags. “Here you go. Receipt’s in the bag.”

“Let me get you your tip,” Will said. He stepped behind Kendra, and leaned in to kiss the side of her neck. Before she could react, he gripped the hem of her tank. She blushed furiously as he lifted it up and over her massive underboob. The tank didn’t want come any higher until her tits bounced free, her nipples big and pink and inviting.

“Holy shit!” the delivery guy said. “Can I get a picture?”

“You got your thrill. Go on, now,” Will said.

The guy backed up and nearly fell off the porch steps. He stumbled, caught himself, and headed for his car at the curb. Will barely noticed. Kendra spun around and smacked his chest.

“Asshole,” she said, but her tone was anything but angry.

He took her in his arms and spun with her so her ass was to the door. Will knelt and sucked one of her big nipples into his mouth. They didn’t have much time but Kendra bucked like he was fucking her, her head rocking back, her mouth falling open, eyes going half-lidded. Then Will was standing again, and he murmured into her ear, “I’m going to fuck the both of you tonight. Make you beg for me to breed you.”

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “I’d dump Marcel right now if you want.”

“No. I don’t want to just own you. I want to break them. You, me, Naomi, we keep the real game between us going.”

“You’re the devil,” she said, “and I kinda love it.”

He chuckled and tugged her tank down into place.

* * *

Bobby leaned forward as the battle progressed, his hands waving over the table as he explained in ludicrous detail what was happening with the pack of goblins they were fighting. In the course of a half hour, Will had gone from turned on to bored to wanting to throw himself out a window, wondering if this was worth it. In another ten minutes he might have stood up, told Naomi and Kendra to call him later, and leave to go home and wash off the scent of nerd.

But things were taking a turn for the better, in his estimation. What he’d been told should be a pretty easy battle was going horribly wrong – or right, at least for Will.

“The goblin looms over you, his wicked sharp blade raised. You have one last turn to try and save yourself. What do you do?” Bobby asked Will.

Across the table Naomi had checked out too, and was texting back and forth with a friend for the last five minutes. Will said, “I cast my mindfuck spell on Naomi. Citronella. Cincinelia. Whatever I’m supposed to call her.”

Naomi glanced up from her phone, surprised. The whole table seemed just as confused. “You what?”

“If it succeeds, I want to charm her into jumping in front of this dude’s sword,” Will said. “I’m self-serving, right? Fits with my character, I think.”

“He’s got a point,” Kendra said.

Marcel frowned. “She’s been playing that character for four months. I don’t think-”

“Yeah, I don’t care,” Naomi said. “Roll it!”

Marcel gaped at her. “But we need…”

Will snatched up the die and threw it. If there was a deity out there, it seemed it too was bored of the pen-and-paper game because he rolled a critical chance. “Ah shit yeah!” he said.

“As injured as you are,” Bobby said to Naomi, “anything more than a four is fatal.”

She snatched up the die from Will and rolled. Seven. “Noooooo!” she wailed unconvincingly, then slumped over. Just as brightly, she said, “Give me your plates. I’ll clean up.”

To Will, Marcel said in his character’s thick made-up accent, “I will kill you for that.” To Bobby, “I nock an arrow and loose on him.”

“Roll with a plus two for a critical hit. Cobra is still down” Bobby said. His good humor was wearing thin with Will by that point, but then again, Will had been needling him pretty hard with the name Black Cobra, jokes about his big staff, and trying to peek up the girls’ characters’ skirts all night.

Marcel rolled, and cheered when the dice favored him. In another minute, Will bled out. “Down one game,” he said, and shook his head.

“This calls for a drink!” Marcel said, still talking in that dumb fucking accent even if what he said made no sense in the context of their game. He chugged down what was left of his margarita.

Will was done with the penny ante bullshit. Time to ramp things up.

To Naomi, Will said, “Play me one more round of that racing game while they finish up. I want some revenge.”

“You’re on, Black Cobra.”

They headed into the living room and sat down next to each other on the couch. She started up the game and handed him a controller, sitting right next to him despite the plentiful seating. When the cheery main theme of the game filled the living room, Will leaned over and murmured in Naomi’s ear, “Last chance to back out of this.”

“Oh, it’s on.”

“Good. Because I keep thinking about piling you and Kendra on top of each other and just ramming those cunts.”

She shivered at that, and they started the game. The first race, they played it normal. Bobby came through on his way to the bathroom, blinking at how close they were seated. “She was showing me the controls again,” Will said.

“Gotcha,” Bobby said.

When he came back out of the bathroom, he stopped to watch a few seconds of the race, looking like he might say something else, but he didn’t and retreated back to the dining room.

You know, don’t you, Bobby? Will thought. She’s already mine. You never stood a chance.

“Shit,” Will said, laughing as he hit a wall again. “I am never gonna be good at this.” Quieter, he added, “Come here, baby girl. Sit on my lap and show me.”

Naomi stood, peeking into the dining room before turning around to face him. Will scooted towards the middle of the couch and she stared at his bulge. Then, without a word, she turned and eased down onto his lap, moaning softly as his big cock pressed against her ass through their clothes.

She grabbed her controller and started a solo race. “Now, put your hands here and here,” she said, and Will reached around her to put his hands over hers. She wiggled her ass back against him. “You just need a light touch.”

“A light touch,” he agreed, and moved one hand to her big breast. He leaned forward and murmured into her ear, “These fuckin’ tits are going to spill my milk.”

She sucked in a breath and ground even harder back against him as he teased her nipple through the halter top. “There you go,” she said, her voice artificially bright and breezy. “You got it.”

He moved the hand under the top and cupped her underboob while he kissed and nibbled on her neck. She rocked back against him, and he whispered, “You and Kendra, on your knees, fucking me with these big tits. You’re mine, girl.”

“Yours,” she whimpered. Louder, “Your… turn…”

“Everything all right in there?” Bobby called.

“He’s getting the hang of it,” Naomi called back.

“Oh yeah. Gonna be spanking her ass before the night’s done,” Will said. At the same time he moved his hand further up under the fabric of Naomi’s halter top and squeezed her big tit. “Ain’t that right?”

“You wish,” she said.

His free hand went to her neck and he pulled her against him, her back resting against his chest as he ground harder against her ass. She twisted her head, eyes fluttering. His lips went to hers and he kissed her, sloppy and hungry as always. Her knees spread wide and her rocking turned more into bouncing.

“Fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” Naomi whimpered against his lips.

“That’s what I’m gonna do,” Will said. “And when I come in this tight little cunt and pull my cock out, Kendra’s gonna be there on her knees to slurp it right out of your pussy.”

From the dining room, Bobby called, “Which characters did you pick?”

“I got the little blue guy,” Will said. “She picked the black one.”

Naomi snorted against his lips and he quieted her with a squeeze of her tit. So full, and ripe, and it’d look so fucking good bouncing up and down in his face. His free hand at her throat went to her cunt through her tight little shorts, the stretchy material so thin he might as well have been rubbing her pussy lips.

“Look at how fuckin’ wet you are for me. You’re mine now, Naomi,” he said, and reached for his phone. “Take a picture, baby. Remember this first time I made you come.”

She snatched it from him once he entered his PIN, and held it out at arm’s length. Into her ear, he said, “Show me a little tongue on the screen. And give me a peace sign.” She did, and he added, “Now, when you take the picture, say nice and loud, ‘fuck, I love me some big fucking donkey dick.’”

She whispered, “I love some big donkey dick.”

“Ah ah ah,” he said, grinding harder against her pussy, his hand back at her cunt and rubbing her clit. “You gotta say it loud, baby girl. Time to break Bobby and let him know whose fucking cock owns you, slut. Time for the real fuckin’ game to get started.”

Louder, “I love big donkey dick.” Click, click, click.

Silence from the dining room, but Marcel finally said, “What did she say?”

“Say it louder,” Will said, and snaked his hand into her shorts, shoving his middle finger into her sopping wet cunt.

“I love big fucking donkey cock! I love it! I, I, ohhhh fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming!”

Chairs squeaked and fell. Naomi nearly dropped the phone but she kept clicking away, her head twisted again, searching for Will’s lips as she bounced on his dick. They kissed sloppily as Bobby shouted, “What the fuck are you doing to my girlfriend?”

“Not your girlfriend anymore,” Will said against Naomi’s lips. “She’s my slut now. Aren’t you baby girl?”

“Yesssss,” Naomi moaned. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I came so hard for you…”

“I know,” Will said, and hastened to push her off him as Bobby stormed them. He stood, and when Bobby cocked an arm back, Will didn’t stop him. He took the blow on the jaw. It was a good hit, and Will took a step backward, but that was it. He moved aside from the next punch. “Everybody gets one. Not two.”

“Get the fuck out,” Marcel snarled.

“Don’t think so. My money put Teagen here. I think I’ll be staying. So will you.”

Bobby tried to hit him again, but Marcel got between them. “We’re leaving,” he snapped at the women.

In response, Kendra went to Naomi on the couch. Naomi stared up at her with a bright smile. “He wants to come in me and make you lick it out,” she said happily.

“Oooh, I like that,” Kendra said.

“Kendra!” Marcel shouted. “We’re going!”

“No, you’re not,” Will repeated. “We’re going to finish out the games. And every time you lose, they’re going to do one nasty, freaky thing with me. You win absolutely any of my games, I walk away.”

“Fuck you,” Bobby said, sounding like he was about to cry despite the mass of muscles to him.

“First one’s easy,” Will said. He pointed up at the burned-out light. “Change out that fuckin’ light bulb.” He waited for hem to move. “No? All right.”

He shoved past the two guys and down the hallway to the closet where Teagen kept her tools and utility items. He found a pack of lightbulbs, a screwdriver, and a stepladder, and brought them out.

“Lesson number one in being a man, guys. Learn to do the basic shit. Your women deserve better.”

“We can do that,” Marcel said.

“Yeah? Then why wasn’t it done, dipshit? You see a problem, you fix a problem. You don’t sit around on your fuckin’ ass and play video games.” Will slammed the stepladder into place under the light fixture and climbed it. Marcel balled up his fist. “Do it, pussy. Hit a man when he’s doin’ work. Show them what a fuckin’ tool you really are.”

In a minute, he had the fixture undone and the new lightbulb in. He screwed the fixture back into place and stepped off the ladder. When he put everything back, he came to the living room. Naomi was showing Kendra the pictures she’d taken while Marcel balled up his fists and scowled. Bobby stood in a corner, staring at all of them, hands in his pockets.

“I wish he would have had his phone when we were outside and he made me flash the delivery guy,” Kendra grumbled. “That was funny.”

“What?” Marcel shouted.

“Yeah,” Kendra said. “Then he sucked on my big titties. Will, not the delivery guy. I would have let him if Will told him to do it, though.”

“Nope,” Will said. “No dick other than mine touches your pussies from now on. Now, I won the first game. Kendra. Naomi. From now on, you don’t call me Will.”

“What do we call you?” Kendra asked, doing her cute pouty thing again as she bobbed up and down on her feet.

Will came to her and palmed her ass through her shorts. “Daddy, baby girl.” Over his shoulder, he said, “Excuse me, fellas.”

He pulled Kendra even tighter, loving the tautness of that ass in his palm. She kissed him and he thrust his tongue into her mouth, taking her, owning her. He smacked her ass and she yelped with a giggle. Neither of them paid much attention when Bobby stumbled for the door.

“Why?” the college guy asked Naomi as she joined Will and Kendra to kiss him too.

When Will finally let her answer, a hand on both their asses, Naomi said, “Because Will… Daddy is right. I’m tired of boys. I want a man.” She looked up at Will. “And Will is a man.”

“Besides,” Will said. “You call yourself Bobby. Honestly, what the fuck is that about?”

Naomi glanced aside at him, amused. “You know, I never thought about that.”

“It makes him sound ten, right?”

“It does,” she said.

“I’m out of here,” Bobby said.

“Wait,” Marcel said. He had a mad grin on his face, but in his eyes was nothing but hatred. “Basketball. You like basketball, right? That a pussy’s game to you?”

“Nah,” Will said. “That’s legit.”

“The two of us against you and one of them,” Marcel said.

Will pretended to think about it. “Two on one. I don’t want one of you throwing elbows into them. But if I win…” he leveled a finger at Marcel and poked him in the chest hard enough to make him take a step back. “It’s just like I said originally. You stick around for my grand prize. A kiss, from both the girls. And a picture.”

Even Bobby looked intrigued by this. He and Marcel stepped away to talk about it, then came back in a minute later. “Done,” Marcel said. “But we win, you walk the fuck out of our lives and leave our girls alone.”

“Oh, they’re not part of the deal,” Will said. “They’re mine already. But I tell you what. You win, you won’t come home one day to poster-sized prints of that kiss on your wall and I throw in the hundred buckss. Deal?”

Marcel and Bobby looked at each other again, and Marcel grinned. “Deal, you dumb motherfucker.” He pointed at himself. “Power forward, three years of college. State champions my junior year of high school.” He pointed at Bobby. “Point guard. Pretty much the same, minus the championship.”

“Yeah?” Will asked, pretending to be impressed. “Shit. Got me nearly pissing myself I’m so impressed. Goddamn. You’re like… basketball royalty.” He spanked Naomi and Kendra’s asses. “Get your fuckin’ ball, and let’s go hit the court.”

* * *

After Will grabbed his gym bag out of his trunk and changed into some shorts and sneakers, Naomi and Kendra rode with him, Kendra up front and fingering herself the whole way. Will explained how things were, with Sandra at the top and Faith as their bottom slut until he decided to promote her.

“You use her anytime you want, unless she’s in bed with me.”

“What about Rosemary and the others?” Naomi asked.

“Rosemary might be taking Faith’s spot. She’s a mouthy little slut and still thinks she deserves to be on top. But for right now, they’re on your level. Why? You got one of the cheerleaders you want?”

“All of them,” Naomi said.

Will barked out a laugh. Fuck, he liked her.

The courts were alive that early in the evening. The night lights were already on, the air cooling fast. Marcel was already taking to the court, his basketball in hand, swearing under his breath. Bobby said mostly to himself, “I don’t want to do this.”

“All right, Bob. You really don’t, I’ll call you an Uber,” Will said. “Pay for it myself.”

Bobby’s eyes flashed fury for the first time since this had all started. “My name is Bobby,” he said in what was no doubt meant to be defiance. It cracked Kendra up and soon Naomi was giggling too.  Bobby stormed to Marcel and shouted, “Give me the ball.”

Will joined them and they went over the rules. First team to twenty-one. Two from the inside, threes from outside. No other bullshit.

“You travel, you’re a pussy,” Will said. “You foul someone up, you get cold-cocked. We ain’t fuckin’ around with free throws or penalties.”

Bobby and Marcel looked at each other. “Agreed,” Marcel said. “Ready?”

Will nodded, and it was on.

He almost underestimated the pair. Marcel was out for blood but he was playing smart that night, not letting his anger overwhelm him as he passed often to Bobby and let his friend go for the layup or easy twos. Like that, they made a quick trio of baskets before Will understood their rhythm. There always was one, and if you could feel it and disrupt it, the game was yours. Oh sure, sometimes raw talent was too much to overcome. If he was playing solo against his friend Merrick, he’d be down twenty-one points before he could say “fuck.” But he wouldn’t have been stupid enough to bet against Merrick either.

These guys? Oh yeah. They had a rhythm. And once Will felt it, he was unstoppable.

The early Bobby offensive was a feint, he felt that in his blood. And on the court, he always trusted his instinct. The game became watching Marcel’s hands, not for the pass, but for the shot. He took it when the pair were up eight points to Will’s two. Marcel was, above all else, vain, and he was always going to try to make the game about him. Will found that weakness, and slapped the ball out of his hands twice, coming up with it once for a two, then a three just moments later.

Just like he thought, Marcel reverted to what worked, passing to Bobby. Breaking the shorter, stubbier man was as easy as getting an inch from his face and swatting the ball out of his hands continually, knocking away every shot. He gave Marcel two easy layups for that, but Bobby’s confidence was done after that, and now the game became one-on-one, Bobby mostly passing back to Marcel when he got the ball.

Marcel and Bobby were still ahead, though. Will had to be careful. He kept moving, always moving. Marcel expected offense and he got it. Like he broke Bobby, Will charged Marcel over and over and over again, shoving into him, pushing him out of the way, taking two stiff elbows and one fist to the face for the fouls. Naomi and Kendra booed at that, and so did a massing crowd. Neither Will or Marcel cared.

Sixteen, twenty, favoring Will. Last drive, he thought, and grinned. Make it count.

Bobby by that point was gone. Walked off the court, gone down a sidewalk, fucked right off.

“Your buddy just walked out on the bet,” Will said.

“Fuck him. It’s you and me, asshole.”

“Yeah,” Will said. Moving faster than he showed Marcel he was capable of, he snatched the ball from the other man’s hands, feinted like he was going to drive for the basket, and jumped for an easy three.

The games – both of them – were won.

He sucked his teeth and pointed at himself as Marcel spun around. “Streetball. Twenty years going now. Don’t have any fancy fucking championships but in about two hours I’m gonna be balls deep in your girlfriend’s ass. After I’ve drained my dick a couple times into their pussies.”

The crowd laughed and hooted at that. Marcel turned to Naomi and Kendra. “This is who you want? This asshole?”

“Oh yeah,” Kendra said.

“Uh huh,” Naomi said.

Marcel twisted and threw a punch at Will, then about a dozen more, wild swings that left him more winded and off-balance than the game. Will took a couple on the chin and chest, and then belted Marcel in the gut with two hard shots that left the other man on his knees, puking and crying.

“Tell you what,” Will said, kneeling down next to him and patting his back. “I don’t really want to have to deal with you and your puke breath back at my place, so I’m gonna go ahead and get that picture now of Naomi and Kendra giving me a kiss.” To them, he called, “Girls? You ready to give Daddy a kiss and get a picture?”

He left Marcel there and went to Naomi and Kendra. To one of the onlookers, a hot Latina with her wild frizzy hair up with a band, he said, “Hey. You want to help me out with taking a picture real quick?”

“Sure,” the woman said. “If you give me your number.”

Will laughed and curled a finger. The four of them headed for the parking lot. Marcel staggered along behind, but at a distance, his eyes gleaming with both hatred and pain. Join the fuckin’ club, Will thought, and grinned to himself.

There was a utility building close to where they parked. Their audience by that point had broken up, leaving just the three of them, their impromptu photographer, and Marcel snuffling and wheezing on the outskirts. Around the side of the building, away from everyone, Will unlocked his phone and handed it over.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Jamila,” she said, pronouncing it with a Y sound rather than a J.

“Jamila, that ass as tight as it looks?”

“You should find out for yourself.”

“I should,” Will said.

“You don’t have to do this,” Marcel said, but he was already in the past.

“All right. Time for my winnings,” Will said. He pulled down his shorts and boxers, leaving his half-hard cock dangling. Jamila whispered in Spanish. To Naomi and Kendra, he said, “One kiss, girls. Get on your knees.”

They giggled and did as he told them. Naomi roped an arm around his thick leg and Kendra stroked his ass before leaning in and planting her lips against his cock. Naomi did the same on the other side and Jamila started snapping pictures.

“No, no,” Marcel moaned, and then he was running away from there, yelling for Bobby, all but forgotten about.

“Give Jamila a couple peace signs, huh?” Will said, and stroked the hair of his two latest acquisitions.

* * *

Much like the week started, Faith held the phone up, recording the lewd display before her. Will sat on the edge of the bed, Naomi bounced up and down on his cock with such enthusiasm her breasts slapped against her skin. With her ass to him, he had his hands around her waist, strumming and slapping her clit and her mound.

“Fuck.” Slap! “A.” Slap! “Baby!” Slap! “Into!” Slap! “Me!”

Between their legs Kendra giggled. She had a bottle of champagne beside her and lifted it up to pour more over the connection of Will’s cock and her best friend’s pussy. She licked up what didn’t drizzle down to the accumulated clothes in a pile under her knees, then chugged right from the bottle before returning her tongue to her new man’s dick.

Will brought his hands up and squeezed Naomi’s big tits. “You were made for this,” he growled. “Made for making my fuckin’ babies.”

“Yes!” Naomi yelled. “Your! Fuck! Slut! Your! Babies!”

“Nnngh, fuck, this is so hot,” Kendra breathed, and licked them with even more fervor, her ass shaking with her efforts.

Naomi was right on the cusp of coming again. When they got to Will’s, Faith waited in only a sheer pair of wispy blue panties and her WILL’S collar. She had done up her hair in a messy bun and prepared her makeup to give her a high-class slutty appeal. Naomi and Kendra were in awe of Faith’s gorgeous natural beauty and the bulge of her growing baby bump, and giggled nervously when the blonde, who could have had a hell of a career as a model, began to undress them while Will grabbed a shower.

He returned to Kendra and Naomi making out on the bed and Faith between Kendra’s knees, licking her pussy while she buzzed Naomi’s with a vibrator. Will took up the phone from its tripod and recorded them all together like that, Faith eyeing the camera with a sultry, dark gaze that would have been unrecognizable on her when Will first got to know her as the good girl.

After Faith made them each come twice with the vibrator and her tongue, Will took over, manhandling Naomi until she was speared on his cock on the edge of his bed, his face drawn back in a lust-fueled grimace as she slapped up and down on his dick, her eyes wild, her tits bobbing.

“Who do you belong to?” Will asked Naomi. Her pussy juices spattered his thighs and the bedspread. He loved when they got good and wet like that.

“You! I’m… your… slut!”

“Whose cunt is this?”

“Yours, Daddy! Daddy’s cunt!”

“Whose mouth is this?”

“Yours, oh fuck, ohhh, f-fuuuuuck!” She came with a last slam down, her whole body shaking as Kendra licked her clit and mound.

Will gave her a second, then growled in her ear, “Whose ass is this?”

“Yours! Yours to fuck with that buh-big fucking cock! Your ass! Ohhhhh, Will!”

He pulled her off him and dropped her facedown on the mattress. Kendra, still on her knees, scrambled to him to suck his wet, slick cock into her mouth, deepthroating him as best she could. He pulled out of her mouth and grabbed her under the arm. With Faith recording and fingering herself with one hand, he led Kendra to the bed and dropped her down onto it on her knees beside her friend. Naomi flopped over onto her side and watched as Will fucked Kendra from behind,

He slid a hand through the blonde college girl’s hair and collected a fistful of it. He pulled back on her head as he slammed forward, making her big soon-to-be-milky tits bounce forward and back. She laughed throatily, then cried out when he spanked her ass.

“Your turn, bitch,” he growled. “Whose ass is this?”

“Yours, oh fuck, yours, anytime you w-want it…”

“Whose pussy is this?” he asked, bringing his thumb to his lips to suck it and get it wet.

“Yours, you own it, it’s yours, make it yours, give me a baby…”

“These tits, what are these for?”

“MILK!” she screamed as his thumb slid past the entrance to her asshole. “Your milk, yours to drink, oh fuck, it’s yours, yours and our baaaaabies, oh my God, oh Naomi, he’s got his thumb in my ass, he’s got his thumb…”

She bucked back, and in the film later when they rewatched it, Faith riding Will, they saw Kendra’s left eye roll up while her right stayed straight forward but sightless, her mouth wide open as he pulled her hair back again and brought her head up. She came like that, her face a wild mask of her lust.

And without having to be told, Naomi was there, right at face level with Will’s thumb in her friend’s asshole. She watched for a long minute, and Will watched her, amused. Finally he pulled his thumb free and pointed at Kendra’s bud. “Lick it while I fuck her.”

Naomi hesitated, the last bit of her self-restraint caught on camera as she looked up at Will, then down at the blonde cowgirl’s ripe ass. Faith zoomed in at that moment. She always had an eye for when the women in Will’s life gave over to his whims, and this was one of those.

The brunette eased forward, then all at once dove down to lick her friend’s asshole. “That’s it,” Faith breathed. “Lick her ass, you slut.”

“Get the vibrator,” Will told her. “She deserves a reward for being a good girl.”

Faith did, picking up the toy from where it fell off the bed. She ran it over her own wet cunt and moaned, then brought the head to Naomi’s pussy as she frantically rimmed her friend.

All the while, Will fucked Kendra harder and harder. She and Naomi could take a staggering amount of his cock, nearly all of him, and Kendra was just as wet as her friend. These two were something special, he decided. Fuck toys of the highest caliber.

“My fucktoys,” he growled.

“Yours!” Kendra agreed. “Oooh, Naomi, that’s so – ugnh! – dirty!”

Naomi panted, “Never… done this… to someone… oh, oh fuck… Faith…”

Kendra bounced back now against Will every time he tugged her hair. The sight of that tight cowgirl ass gave him an idea, a wicked one. He envisioned it in his head, a tattoo on all his sluts. Property of Will. Right on their ass, or above their pussies. He’d be nice and let them pick.

Yeah. His sluts. His.

Kendra jerked her head up and said, “Oh, oh fuck, ohhhh, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come again…”

Will smacked her ass again. “You’re gonna get a tattoo. All of you. Property of Will’s. Right on your asses.”

“Yesss! Mark us! Make us yours!” Kendra yelped.

“Oh, you’re mine already,” Will said. “Especially when I come deep in this pretty little pink cunt and knock you up. Fuck, girl, you’re gonna look so good fat with my kids.”

“Babies!” Kendra said. “Your! Babies! Ohhhh, FUCK!”

She came, and Naomi jerked her head up away from her ass to coo into her best friend’s ear. “Yesss, we’re his now, his best girls…”

“Naaaaomi!” Kendra cried out. “It feels…. so… fucking… good!”

Will couldn’t hang on for much longer. “Naomi. On the bed, on your back.” He jerked out of Kendra and she nearly collapsed, her shaking arms the only thing keeping her upright. Naomi scrambled to do as she was told, dropping down and spreading her legs wide. Will smacked Kendra’s ass again. “Get on her, cowgirl, chest to chest. Time to give you what you both want.”

Kendra sprawled on top of her friend, nestling her head against Naomi’s plentiful tits and staring sightlessly sideways as Will lifted her hips and plunged into her with hard, merciless thrusts. Faith came to him on the other side of the bed, still holding the phone, still recording. She knelt to pick up the bottle of champagne. He brought her in and smacked her now plentiful ass before he took the bottle and drained it. When he wiped his lips, he kissed Faith as his hips pumped back and forth.

“Get a good shot of my newest sluts,” he told her. “I wanna see them leak me out of their cunts later.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she panted.

“You mine, Faith?”

“Always.” Her tongue slid across her lips.

He fed her two of his fingers. “Good girl.”

“Good girl,” she agreed dreamily around his fingers.

This was his depraved world now, and Will owned it. The only question was who was next to fall. He had ideas, lots of them, and already his mind filled with machinations.

But first, there were his newest sluts. He drove into Kendra one last time, and came, grunting hard with the first two shots. One spilled uselessly out of her pussy when he yanked free but he shoved deep in Naomi underneath her just in time to give her his come too.

And when it was finished and they were both feeling at each other’s cunts, he sat back on his knees, catching his breath and looking out the window.

Yeah. This life? It was pretty damn good.

* * *

Will woke to his phone ringing. He wondered for a long moment where he was, then realized the soft bits of heaven pressed to him at every angle were the three women in bed with him. When he recognized the ring tone as belonging to Teagen, he groaned but carefully crawled over Naomi on his right and got out of bed.

Eyeing the three as they snuggled in tighter, Will shook his head and went for the now-silent phone. Goddamn, Faith looked good with that soft belly pressed against Kendra’s back, the spill of their blonde hair fanning wide across the pillows.

He grabbed the phone and padded across the hallway to use the bathroom before he called his sister. Out in the kitchen, as he grabbed some orange juice from the fridge, he dialed her back.

She answered on the first ring, sounding amused. “So, you want to tell me why I got phone calls from Bobby and Marcel late last night telling me they were going to call the cops if they couldn’t get into my house and get their games and stuff back?”

“Good morning,” Will said, and chugged a third of the orange juice. “Get me a list of what’s theirs and I’ll leave it out under the porch. They can come pick it up in an hour.”

“And my roommates?”

“You might need to find new ones. I think I’m going to keep them.”

“Good, I can move the guys in when we get back.”

Will thought for a moment, then chuckled. “Oh, you smart, smart little shit.”

“What?” Teagen asked innocently.

“You just got rid of two bad roommates.”

“And I gave you your birthday present! Happy birthday!”

“My birthday ain’t for a month.”

“Love you, talk to you soon, get those assholes’ stuff out of my house so the cops don’t kick down the doors. Byeeeeee.”

Will laughed and hung up on her. Like brother, like sister, he thought to himself, and headed back to the bedroom to start the party back up again.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading. Check out my other stories and books here.
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