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Chapter 1


I knew that Sofia was different than other women I’d known from the moment I met her at university. She carried herself with the uptight posture of a prude, textbooks pressed close to her chest. But when she laughed, a different energy emanated from her. It was the delicate, bouncing laugh of a woman who, somewhere inside herself, had enough confidence to believe that she could have anything she wanted.
 

Even though I’d had relationships with other women, she was the first woman I was nervous about approaching. I didn’t for a long time. I did, however, stare at her at every opportunity. For a while I tried to be discreet but she must have noticed at some point because at some point she began looking at me, too.
 

Her lush brown locks would bounce playfully down her back whenever she giggled and looked sideways. Her blue eyes would sparkle with mischief as she relentlessly teased me with stolen glances.
 

I developed something of an obsession about her long before we were first introduced at the end of a party. In fact, I was surprised when she shook my hand and smiled as she stared into my eyes. She’d caught me ogling her so many times that I had been worried she would think I was a pervert.
 

She did not.
 

“Sofi, this is Ben,” our mutual friend Annabelle said as she introduced us. 
 

There were a few others standing around in the group and the fact that they were there made me slightly uncomfortable. Mostly because I was slightly uncomfortable in social situations to begin with, but partly because I could already tell that there was something... unpredictable about Sofia.
 

She smiled, two perfect dimples forming at the corners of her mouth as she held out her hand.
 

I gave her mine, discreetly wiping my palm against my pants to dry it off before I did. “Nice to meet you,” I said, mumbling a bit because I’m shy.
 

“Nice to finally meet you, too,” Sofia replied.
 

“Finally?” Annabelle asked. “Have you run into each other before?”
 

My throat tightened and I suddenly felt cold inside as I realized all eyes were on me.
 

“Not quite,” Sofia replied. She let the words linger, creating an uncomfortable silence within the group where no one knew what to do with their eyes. “I’ve just caught him staring at me from the corners every now and again,” she added.
 

Perhaps what I felt was humiliation but it didn’t feel that way to me at the time. A swell of heat surged through me at what she’d said and at the way she was still smiling at me. The awkwardness grew among the others until a few excused themselves and shuffled off.
 

Soon it was just Sofia, Annabelle and I standing there.
 

Annabelle, not one to scare easily, folded her arms across her ample chest and looked pointedly at Sofia.
 

Sofia let go of my hand and returned Annabelle’s stare with an innocent smile.
 

“Did I mention she could be something of a bitch sometimes?” Annabelle asked me, shaking her head at her friend.
 

Sofia let out a soft giggle and waved the insult away. It was clear the two were close.
 

Annabelle must have seen how smitten I was even then, from that first moment because she rolled her eyes and excused herself with another shake of her head.
 

Now I had Sofia completely to myself or, rather, as I was going to find out, she had me completely at her disposal.
 

No woman had ever captivated me so completely as Sofia had with what she’d done. She seemed naive and ferocious, cruel and gentle, playful and precise all at the same time. I was at a complete loss for words.
 

“Do you want to go get some fresh air?” she asked after we’d stared at each other for a while.
 

“Yes,” I breathed, finally relaxing at the suggestion.
 

We stepped outside onto the balcony into the warm spring night.
 

“So you don’t mind when a woman does that to you?” she asked casually.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

“Well, it wasn’t very nice, was it? How I said hello? But you don’t mind?”
 

I didn’t know what to say. Or, rather, I didn’t know what she wanted me to say. I stared into her deep blue eyes trying to come up with some witty response. I had never been very good at that and my wit failed me then, too. “Why did you do it?” I asked.
 

Sofia giggled, her brown locks bouncing on her shoulders. “You looked like you’d enjoy it.”
 

“Do you enjoy humiliating men?” I ventured.
 

“Was that humiliating for you?”
 

I paused, trying to come up with a word that would describe the emotion her greeting had inspired. “I’m not sure what it was.”
 

“I have seen you watching me you know?”
 

I knew because our eyes had met on those occasions. I hated myself for it a bit more each time I did it. And the thing was, I wasn’t normally one to lurk in shadows and stare at women I had a crush on. But there had been something so intimidating about her that I couldn’t bring myself to just go up and say hello. “I know you have. I’m sorry... I’m sorry if it made you uncomfortable. I’m just... “ And there I wasn’t sure what to say.
 

“Not very good with women? Is that what you were going to say? Because I don’t believe that.” I caught her glancing down my body, as if she was checking me out. “Do you like sports?” she asked.
 

It was a strange change of subject and threw me off for a moment. “Sports? What kind?”
 

“Football? Things like that. Do you like that?”
 

“Uh... yes. I suppose. To watch? Is that what you mean?”
 

She studied me with a flirty little smile. “That’s what I mean.”
 

“Sure.”
 

“How would you like to come and watch a game with me tomorrow afternoon then? I have a friend who’s playing.”
 

Her forwardness only made me want her more in that moment. I knew that she knew she already had me wrapped around her finger. She’d caught me staring at her which, would surely be evidence enough but I could tell by the way she was speaking that she was enjoying playing me as much as I was enjoying being played. “Uh... sure. I’d love to. Where and what time?”
 

“Oh, it’s just a pickup game in Dreyton Field around the back of the physical education buildings. One o’clock.”
 

I managed a smile and nodded. “That sounds great.”
 

She smiled and twirled a finger in her hair, tilting her head slightly and exposing the soft skin on her neck. “Are you going to stay much longer?” she asked.
 

“Uh... I hadn’t really thought of a plan,” I replied. I’d come to the party alone and had no obligation to stay. It took a few moments for me to realize she was asking if I was there free and unencumbered. “D-did you have something in mind?”
 

Sofia giggled again and I couldn’t help but think that it was in response to my awkwardness. “Would you walk me home?”
 

I said I absolutely would and after we’d said our goodbyes to the host and to Annabelle, walked out the door together.
 

The warm air had started to chill. It was the end of April and the days had been unseasonably warm but the nights still required a jacket. Sofia had only her dress on so I offered her mine which she gladly took. We chatted about school for some time before running out of polite conversation and just walking down the avenue beneath the trees, a few of which had started to blossom.
 

“What do you think you’ll look for in a woman to be your wife?” Sofia asked out of the blue after a few minutes of silence.
 

This, for some reason, did not catch me off guard. Somehow, I’d been having similar thoughts myself. 
 

Maybe it was being in her presence. Maybe it was how beautiful I found her to be, or the spring air. I felt absolutely unashamed that she’d asked the question. “A woman who’ll be a good mother, I think.”
 

“So you want children, then?”
 

“Yes,” I replied. “I don’t think I could go through life without knowing what that felt like.”
 

“What else?”
 

“Someone who understands my needs, who understands me. Someone who’s kind but not too bland. Someone who knows how to have a little fun.”
 

“A little fun?” Sofia said, raising her eyebrows. “I love a bit of fun and games. You know what I want in a man?” she asked bluntly.
 

We both stopped walking and turned to face each other under the orange glow of a street lamp. “What?” I asked.
 

Her eyes narrowed but there was still a smile in them. “I like a man that doesn’t mind a some fun and games. Are you that sort of man?” she whispered.
 

My pulse quickened at what she’d said as I stared into her eyes. “Do you mean sports again?”
 

Sofia giggled in reply. “Of a sort. I’m not your regular girl, Ben,” she explained not once looking away. “I want a man who will love me and show me he loves me when I ask him to.”
 

Her voice had softened and her eyes were even more mesmerizing now as she stared into mine. I had nothing to say but didn’t feel like I needed to say anything, either. I felt like I was doing exactly what she wanted me to do in that moment.
 

“What do you think of that?” she asked, looking up at me with earnest eyes. “Would you like to play a game?”
 

“I…I think I very much would,” I replied, the words just coming out without me even willing them.
 

“Really?” she asked, her voice hopeful.
 

“Really,” I whispered.
 

Sofia put a hand over mine. “Then I think you might be just the man for me,” she said quietly.
 

And just like that, it was out. It was all out there without us having to dance around anything or hide between coy smiles or wonder whether we should be dating longer.
 

“I had a good feeling about you when I first saw you. You know you looked like a creep following me around and staring at me? I bet any other girl would have called the police.”
 

“I... I said I was sorry... “ I explained again.
 

“I don’t want you to be sorry. I thought it was cute. I like thinking about it. I like thinking about you thinking about me. Did you do that?” she whispered. “Did you think about me at night sometimes?”
 

I couldn’t believe this was happening. What a strange way to become so close to someone so quickly. “Of course I did.”
 

“What did you do?” she asked.
 

My eyes went wide. “What do you mean?”
 

“What did you do when you thought about me?” The corners of her mouth were turned up but she wasn’t smiling with her eyes. Her eyes looked probing, hungry to hear the answer to the question she’d asked.
 

I guffawed and looked away. A blush warmed my cheeks as I stood there wondering if she really wanted to hear what I thought the truth. Surely she’d think I was some sort of pervert? On the other hand why would she be asking? 
 

I don’t think I’d ever met a girl that was so direct and unashamed of asking personal questions. It was intriguing and only drew me into wanting to find out more about what it was that made a girl like that tick.
 

After a few awkward moments I glanced up to find her still staring, unfazed by my awkwardness. “I touched myself,” I whispered, finally.
 

She giggled again and shook her head. “You are a pervert, aren’t you?” she asked playfully. 
 

Had it been anyone else I would have turned bright red, mumbled an excuse about needing to go and made my way home swearing I would never go near her again. But Sofia was different and she was making me act in ways I normally would not.
 

After another minute or so she turned, reached out her hand and took mine and we walked the rest of the way to her apartment in silence.
 

When I said goodnight on the steps she stared into my eyes for a long time. I thought she would kiss me but when I leaned in she only pressed a finger against my lips and pushed me gently away. “Not just yet,” she said and that was fine.
 

When the door closed behind her I felt like she’d carried part of my heart into that building with her. I walked home feeling like half of myself and knowing that time would crawl by until one o’clock the next afternoon.
 

When I showed up at the football field the next day I hadn’t slept a wink. I had dark bags under my eyes and I felt drunk. My face itched and it was all I could do to keep my eyes open.
 

Sofia was wearing tight jeans and a loose fitting sweater, looking just as fresh as she always did.
 

I suddenly felt a rush of nostalgic excitement at the fact that not too long ago I’d been not much more than her stalker and now I was…well, it seemed like we were at the beginning of something. I didn’t dare call it by what I wanted it to be, a relationship. But it was something new and different and sure as sugar better than stealing glances at her as we passed each other in the halls.
 

But Sofia was surrounded by muscled and far more athletic men than me. When I saw her burst into giggles with a group of sorority girls my resolve faltered.
 

So instead of going up to her and saying “hello” right away, I crept behind the bleachers and decided to watch her for a while.
 

I don’t know if I will ever be able to describe what it felt like when I saw one of the football goons run over after a goal, run past Sofia and give her tender ass a squeeze. I thought my eyes were going to pop out of my head and my heart was going to stop.
 

What exactly was she playing at? Why had she been so open, so honest the night before? Was this her boyfriend? Had she really just been toying with me? All these questions raced through my mind as I watched Sofia slowly turn around.
 

It was as if she knew I was there, as if she could feel that I’d been hiding there staring at her. She giggled in that soft way of hers then winked at me like she knew what I’d seen happen.
 

I didn’t understand what was happening yet, but I knew my cock was hard and I wanted her more than I wanted anything else right then. I walked over to where she was standing and stood next to her to watch the game.
 

We stood like that for a few minutes, until another goal was scored and the goon looked over at the two of us. Seeing me there he smirked and shook his head but didn’t run up.
 

I looked down at Sofia and found the courage to speak. “So what’s going on here?” I asked quietly. “Just what is it you’re playing at?”
 

“Do you love me, Ben?” she asked as the crowd erupted around us again at another goal. A cool wind whipped a tress of her hair across her cheek and she tucked it behind her ear.
 

Her words, nearly drowned by the frantic hooting of the crowd, rolled over me like a freight truck. My jaw fell open and I shook my head, speechless.
 

Sofia burst into another fit of giggles, hiding her mouth behind a finger, her eyes still boring into the very deepest parts of me. “It’s not a trick, you know?” she asked.
 

Still, I couldn’t find a thing to say in response.
 

Sofia stepped towards me, reached out and straightened the lapel of my jacket. The way a good wife might do to her husband who was about to leave for work and hadn’t had time to glance in the mirror to make sure whether everything was arranged. “Because I think I could love you. I can tell you’re the sort of man that treats a girl right. The way she deserves to be treated. The way she wants to be treated. You’d honour your wife, wouldn’t you Ben?”
 

Hearing my name come from her lips softened my heart and my insides. It was all I could do to keep myself from falling to my knees, taking her hand, pressing it against my forehead and swearing I would do anything for her. Anything she asked.
 

She had me hooked. There was no escaping that.
 

“I…I like to think I would,” I replied.
 

“I know you would. I can tell. So? Do you think you could love me like that?”
 

It felt like stepping into a black chasm but knowing everything was going to be alright on the other side. “I think I could.”
 

She narrowed her eyes and leaned closer. The feeling of her warm breath on my lips mingled with the cool wind.
 

God how I wanted to kiss her then.
 

“Don’t you think you love me like that already, Ben?”
 

Almost without willing it myself, I began to nod. “I think I do,” I whispered.
 

Another goal was scored and the crowd went wild again. But for me in that moment, the only things in the world were Sofia and the gentle wind tickling my neck, sending pleasant shivers down my back.
 

Sofia smiled. “That’s good,” she said, turning to look at the game and taking my hand again. “Because I think I love you too.”
 






Chapter 2


I spent most of the game standing next to her in a daze. I wasn’t quite sure what had just happened between us or where it was all going but it felt like the rightest place in the world to be so I didn’t move.
 

Every time her football goon would look over and wink or smile, I would feel a rush of embarrassment that would settle between my legs, hardening my cock. If it weren’t for what she’d just said, for the fact that she’d just told me she loved me, I would have probably been shaking with apprehension, or rage. I would have probably felt used.
 

But she had just told me she thought she loved me and that was enough to keep me mostly unmoved by the goon’s attention and simply confused.
 

When the game was finally over we stood watching the teams pack up until her goon came sauntering over, his stride the cavalier strut of a dumb jock.
 

“Holy fuck I’m pumped after that!” the guy said, letting his duffel bag strap slide off his shoulder until the bag hit the ground.
 

“You were really moving out there,” Sofia said, smiling at him.
 

I felt a flutter of angst at what their relationship was. Was he a friend? Maybe her brother? But why had he grabbed her ass?
 

“Ben, this is Richard.”
 

I cleared my throat and let go of Sofia’s hand, hoping I had been discreet. I reached out to shake his hand.
 

“Good to meet you,” he said.
 

His grip was firm but not strong enough to make me wince. Now that he was here he didn’t seem like that bad of a guy after all. Maybe he wasn’t even so dumb. I really just wanted to know why he’d groped Sofia’s ass and, more importantly, why she’d turned and winked at me after he had. “Nice to meet you too, Richard,” I replied.
 

“Yeah, call me Rick. She always says Richard. Just Rick is fine.”
 

I nodded, then looked over at Sofia who was still smiling at my new friend. “I told Rick I’d take him out after the game,” she said. “Do you want to come with us?”
 

Feeling a little disappointed that I was the one getting invited on their date, I nevertheless accepted. I wanted to know what was going on with this Rick guy as much as I wanted to spend time with Sofia and I figured being a good sport about the whole thing was the classiest way to do both.
 

We walked across the street to the Pig’s Kidney and got a booth in the back. When the waitress came by Rick ordered a pitcher and three pint glasses without worrying about asking if it was alright with us. Then he ordered three pounds of wings with suicide sauce, presumable for us to share.
 

Once the drinks arrived and we’d shared a toast to Rick’s teams victory, things started to relax.
 

“So how long have you known Sofi?” he asked me.
 

“Uh, actually we just met. Yesterday, really. Right?” I asked. Feeling a little embarrassed and shy, I turned to Sofia to get some help with the conversation.
 

“Yes,” Sofia said quietly, smiling at me. Then, turning to Rick, she added, “but he used to creep on me from around corners all the time. Isn’t that right?”
 

The smile faded from Rick’s expression as he looked straight at me. “What?” he asked. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 

The sudden change in his demeanour was worrying because he looked like the kind of guy who could lose it pretty easily, if he wasn’t kept under control.
 

“She’s... she’s joking,” I said, forcing a laugh. I thought that maybe changing the subject would be a good idea. “Where do you guys know each other from?”
 

Rick took a swig of his beer and leaned back in his chair but didn’t take his eyes off me.
 

“We’re just friends. We met at the orientation week in first year,” she said, flashing Rick a smile.
 

This seemed to calm him down a little.
 

I glanced sideways to find Sofia grinning. She was obviously enjoying the tension she’d created, not just for me but for Rick as well. Thankfully, the waitress showed up with our wings and it gave us all a good excuse to stop talking as we dug into the food.
 

I quickly realized that the suicide sauce was no joke. As Rick inhaled wing after wing, I could barely get through three of mine.
 

Sofia sat beside me smiling and picking at a few wings but mostly being lost in her own thoughts. When we’d all finished eating, Rick polished off the last glass of beer left in the pitcher, then set his glass down on the table with a thud. “Well? Should we go?” he asked, turning to Sofia.
 

I looked at her too, furrowing my brow a little at his question.
 

When she looked over, the same electric energy shot through me as when I’d been peering at her from behind the bleachers. Something was... off, I could tell. Something unexpected was going to happen.
 

“I promised Rick that I’d hang out with him this evening,” Sofia said, gazing up at me with innocent eyes. “You don’t mind, do you?”
 

This, I’m pretty sure, was the first moment that I realized what she’d meant when she said that she wanted a man who would show her he loves her when she asked him to. This was the test. Would I freak out in a jealous fit, which is what my insides were threatening would happen? Or would I calmly tell her that I didn’t mind and let her go off with the goon to do God knows what?
 

In that moment of indecision, I saw her smile change. It acquired a slyness and maybe a certain menace that, while scary, was also incredibly exciting. There was something about this woman that I’d never encountered in any other. There was something about Sofia that I had yet to figure out and understand. But I knew even then that I was already deeply under her spell.
 

I shook my head, got up off my seat to let her out of the booth and said “No. I don’t mind at all.”
 

Rick didn’t make a big deal out of it. He picked up the whole bill even when I offered to pay our share. He even left a large tip on the table. Then he helped Sofia with her jacket and I watched as the two of them walked out the door.
 

As soon as they were gone my stomach hardened into stone. I’d never felt so heavy, so completely helpless and oppressed. I had no idea what they were going to do but something about the way Rick had touched her on the football field and the way he’d thrown a possessive arm over her shoulder as they left the restaurant told me it was not innocuous.
 

The first flood of possibilities sprang from my imagination. She had said they were just going to hang out. Why would she say that if she’d just told me she loved me? Why wasn’t she sitting here with me instead? Or taking me home? Or hanging out with me?
 

The waitress came by and asked if there was going to be anything else.
 

When I pushed the money across the table and shook my head, she asked if I was alright. I said I was and quickly got up to go.
 

I didn’t want to have anything to do with anyone. All I wanted was to go to Sofia’s apartment, tell Rick to fuck off and spend the rest of the evening with her. As I walked through the cooling spring evening, I debated over and over whether to go.
 

Every time I came to the same conclusion. I couldn’t. This was what she’d meant. This was a way for me to show her I loved her. This was what she wanted from me.
 

My mind wouldn’t let me rest. Every few steps my brain would conjure a fresh image. 
 

Sofia pressed against the bed, Rick’s sweaty ass between her legs.
 

Rick’s hairy paw squeezing her breast.
 

Rick’s rough, hungry lips kissing her mouth.
 

It drove me crazy and by the time I returned home I had a raging hard on and was as confused about the whole thing as I’d ever been in my life.
 

As evening turned into night I stared at my phone, flipping it over in my hand every once in a while as I debated calling her to find out what they’d done. 
 

Finally, sometime after midnight, I managed to get to sleep. I woke up at six the next morning to my phone whistling that I’d received a text.
 

Want to come for breakfast?
 

It was Sofia.
 

A wave of relief swept through me. I had dreaded trying to make it through the day not knowing what had happened the previous night and now I wouldn’t have to. I tapped out a quick reply, threw some clothes on that I found on the floor and practically ran to her apartment.
 

My body sagged and my legs almost gave out beneath me I stopped a few dozen feet from her front door. 
 

A fist tightened around my heart as I watched Rick walking out of her front door and out onto the street.
 






Chapter 3


“You’re here already!” Sofia looked dishevelled but pleased that I had shown up so quickly.
 

I had trudged up the stairs, my heart feeling like it was turning into a dark hole as I played the memory of Rick walking out of the building over and over in my mind.
 

Sofia noticed my depressed state. She stepped towards me, put a hand on each of my cheeks and stared up into my eyes. “Ben, what’s wrong?”
 

My jaw dropped open. I couldn’t believe it. Did she really not know or was this part of the same game she’d been playing? “I... I saw him leave,” I whispered, barely able to get the words out.
 

Instead of the fear or hesitation I’d expected to see on her face when I told her, I watched as a smile spread across her lips. “Do you mean Rick?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. Of course that was who I meant! What the hell was she playing at?!? “What happened?” was all I could bring myself to say.
 

Sofia shook her head and sighed, looking at me with the face of a mother looking at her child. “Oh Ben,” she said, biting her lower lip. “I was worried about this. Are you upset?”
 

I stared at her, still shocked and completely turned around by what was happening. “Am I... am I upset?” I whispered. “What... what should I be upset about?”
 

“That Rick was here. That Rick spent the night,” she explained.
 

My mind was reeling and I felt like I was going to fall over. “What happened?”
 

“Well, he... spent the night,” she said in earnest.
 

“In your bed?” I asked.
 

She smiled and nodded. “Of course.”
 

“Why?” My voice was barely a breath.
 

Then, without hesitation, Sofia slid her hand from my cheek, ran it down my shirt until her warm palm fell over the bulge my cock was making in the front of my pants.
 

I jumped, like any guy would if a beautiful girl were to unexpectedly touch his cock.
 

Sofia’s smile widened but she didn’t take her hand away. “Because of this,” she answered quietly instead. She squeezed my cock gently and I felt the tips of her fingers crush my balls slightly which made me grunt with arousal and pain.
 

I still had no idea what she was talking about. How could me having an erection be the cause of her betraying me? What had she done with Rick? Why had she let him stay? Had she been lying when she told me she thought she loved me? “I don’t understand. I don’t understand any of this,” I said, my voice faltering near the end. I felt like I was going to cry.
 

Sofia sighed and shook her head. She let go of my cock and hooked her arm into mine then walked me into her apartment.
 

The living room looked as dishevelled as she did. There were blankets strewn across the floor, the blinds were all drawn and it looked like... well, it looked like Rick had... like he’d fucked her all around the room. “What did you do last night?” I snapped, breaking away from her grasp, unable to take the suspense any more.
 

Sofia walked over to the couch, arranged some of the pillows and sat down. “Why don’t you have a seat?” she offered.
 

Reluctantly I hobbled over and sat down. I had become self-conscious of my hard cock since she touched it but I did my best to ignore the condition. My insides were roiling and I felt so helpless and so completely under her spell and I had no idea what to do about it. “Please,” I whispered, desperate to get the worst of it over with. “Please just tell me?”
 

Sofia reached out and put a hand on my arm again. “I didn’t mean to hurt you,” she said quietly, shaking her head. “But I think there’s something I know about you that you don’t know.”
 

I was still confused but didn’t really care for any amateur psycho-analysis in that moment. “Please,” I repeated. “Just tell me what happened. That’s what I want to know. Did you... did you have sex with him?”
 

“No, of course not!” Sofia exclaimed. “I’m not like that. I wouldn’t do that without telling you!”
 

Telling me? This made me even more confused. “What do you mean ’without telling me?’” My heart was racing and I was terrified now. Terrified of what she was going to say and what it was going to do to me.
 

Sofia leaned in, took a deep breath and let her hand glide down my body until it was on the inside of my thigh.
 

Heat surged into my cock as I swallowed, trying to moisten my dry mouth.
 

“I meant it when I told you that I love you, Ben. I know we’ve only just met but I’ve never met a guy like you.”
 

This was all so backwards and upside down. Here she was telling me she loved me again, literally seconds after admitting that Rick had spent the night at her place. In her bed, for God sake's.
 

The tips of her fingers reaching out to touch the hardness between my legs made my body go rigid.
 

“See?” she whispered, biting her lip. “You like it too.”
 

I shook my head in disbelief. “Like it? Like what?”
 

Her eyes roamed down my body before meeting mine again. “You like thinking about what happened with Rick, don’t you?”
 

I was having a hard time controlling my breathing now. Was she serious? How could I like something like that? More intriguing to me was how could she possibly know if I did? “Sofia, I don’t know what you’re doing here. I don’t know why you’re telling me this or why you let Rick stay last night.”
 

She giggled softly. “Because I knew it. I knew you’d react like this. Don’t ask me how. I just knew that you’d be turned on by it.”
 

Turned on? 
 

Turned on?!?
 

I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes, desperately trying to get to the bottom of what she meant. The crazy thing was that she was right. I was turned on. I was harder than I could ever remember being but I had no idea why.
 

I felt her fingers crawl up the crotch of my pants, graze my hard cock and start fumbling with the belt I was wearing. "What are you doing?" I whispered.
 

Another giggle. “What does it look like? What do people do when they’re in love?” she asked, a laugh bubbling up from inside her.
 

I was so confused and turned on and... helpless, just completely helpless about what I wanted. From her, from myself, from everything. Why was I having this reaction? Moments ago outside I’d been so defeated and now I was going to let her tug my cock out. My mouth was a few steps ahead of my brain. “What did he do?”
 

Sofia burst into delicious giggles one more time. “You want me to tell you?”
 

I did. God I wanted to know. I wanted to feel every detail, every lurid act, I wanted to feel her words cut into me like a knife. I nodded, unable to speak.
 

“Rick’s always been a friend of mine,” she began, finally pulling my belt apart. “I don’t want you to think it’s anything more than that. He’s not my type anyways. He’s such a jock. I’m not really into guys like that.”
 

Even as she said it she had pried my pants apart and was reaching into my boxers. Her fingers found my hot cock and and she wrapped a fist around me and groaned. “Oh Ben, you are so hard” she breathed, sounding delighted by my excitement.
 

“Please,” I whispered again, “please just tell me what happened.”
 

Her mouth curled into a very sweet, very seductive smile. When she spoke, it was barely a whisper. “I had to let him go down on me. He’s so bossy that way. He says he loves the taste of my pussy.”
 

As I gasped and held my breath, Sofia gave my cock a very hard pump. “You... you let him go down on you?”
 

“Mmhmm,” she replied, nodding and staring at me, gauging my reaction. Her hand ran up and down my shaft again, her hot palm sending tendrils of pleasure from the head of my shaft to the root of my cock and up my spine. “He wanted to fuck me, Ben, but I didn’t let him.”
 

My eyes bugged out. Suddenly the vision of Rick trying to spread Sofia’s thighs and press himself between them filled my mind. It was painful to think about but my body responded in a way I didn’t expect. I felt the blood rush out of my head and harden my cock between my legs even more. “What then?” I asked.
 

Sofia looked up through her long eyelashes. “Well, I stroked his cock for a while but then he said that wasn’t going to be enough to get him off. He said he needed something softer. Something warmer. He’s just like that. So I let him fuck me in the mouth.”
 

Pain and jealousy and lust seared through me. The thought of Sofia opening her tight little mouth and letting Rick stuff his fat cock inside brought me to the edge of an orgasm. I was practically panting, putty in her hands as she stroked my cock.
 

She looked down. “You are very excited by this I can tell,” she said with a smirk. “Should I slow down?”
 

I was breathing so heavily now and my heart was racing crazy fast. I wanted it all to end but at the same time I knew I didn’t. I wanted to hear it all. I wanted to hear about what happened next. I wanted to hear about how she’d let him use her. I wanted to know every sordid detail. “Why are you doing this? You said... “
 

“Oh God, Ben,” she moaned, stopping me in mid-sentence. “You really don’t know?” Reaching out with her other hand she grabbed mine and shoved it down the tight yoga pants she’d obviously slept in.
 

I felt my fingers graze the soft patch of hair right above her pussy, then settle on the sticky wet lips of her sex. She glared at me, her smile gone, replaced by a look of intense desire. “Can you feel that? Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.
 

I could feel it alright. Sticky liquid was seeping out of her, drooling onto my fingers.
 

Gathering courage, I pressed against her pussy, forcing my fingers to push into her hungry hole. “Oh my God!” I gasped.
 

The inside of her cunt was drenched with juice. She was just as turned on as I was. Was it all from talking to me about fooling around with Rick? How could something so wrong make both of us so turned on?
 

As I pushed another finger into her, she moaned. Loosening her grip on my cock, she let her fingers trial to the underside, the tips of them tickling my glans.
 

I shuddered at her gentle touch. I felt the first trickle of my precum seep out from the head of my cock and run down my shaft.
 

“I knew it as soon as I saw you watching me,” she said. “I saw it in your eyes or something. I knew you were the man for me,” she went on, her chest heaving as I stiffened my fingers and started fucking them into her soft hole.
 

My head was still spinning. I was still more confused than I’d ever been in my life but there was something so incredibly hot about what was happening that I felt myself losing control.
 

"You should have seen it, Ben. He was so rough with me. You would have loved it. He just used my mouth like it was a pussy. He fucked his cock, he has such a big cock and he fucked it in so deep I felt it in my throat.”
 

Again the image of Rick towering above her, shoving his thick football goon cock into her mouth made me harden even more.
 

“Yeah?” she whispered. Her fingers were running up and down the underside of my cock as she struggled to keep smiling even as I fucked her harder with mine. “You like that, don’t you? I know you do. I know you like thinking of Rick fucking my mouth. I knew you would. I knew it from the very first moment I laid eyes on you. You’re special, Ben. There’s something different about you. You know how to treat a girl right. You know that sometimes girls have needs.”
 

I was dizzy, I was so turned on. As she started panting in front of me I stroked up the length of her slit until I found her hot, swollen clit and started to rub.
 

Her mouth twisted in agony and delight. “We’re going to be together, Ben. You and I,” she said, her breath hot and heavy. “We’re made for each other. I’ve never felt this right about anything.”
 

I felt more cum drip out of my cock. It all felt so wrong and so right, I’d never experienced anything like it, ever. I flicked her clit until her thighs started shaking on the couch.
 

Her fingers rubbed up and down my shaft, coaxing more cum out until I felt my body tense, my insides squeezing, ready for release.
 

“Oh fuck Ben, I want to feel you come all over my hand. I’ll tell you everything you want to hear. I’ll tell you all about how he fucked my face over and over again, just let me feel you come!”
 

The noisy wet sounds of her lips splitting under my spinning fingers slapped around the room.
 

My cock hardened. The first burst of seed spilled from it as I roared, a guttural sound I’d never made before.
 

A moment later she squealed. Her hand shot up to the back of my neck and pulled me forward and as we both crested our climax, she pressed her lips to mine and plunged her tongue deep into my mouth.
 

I kissed her, thrusting my tongue past her lips as we fondled each other through our orgasms. I felt warm seed running down my shaft, spilling onto her hand, then dribbling down between my balls.
 

As our pleasure waned, we pulled away from the kiss we’d shared. I rested my forehead against hers and we both just sat there, eyes closed, trying to catch our breath.
 

We sat in the room, hands between each others legs and I knew that I’d found something I might never find again. This was a woman that knew me better than I knew myself and we’d only just met.
 






Chapter 4


We cuddled on the couch for what felt like hours, the silence between us anything but awkward. It was almost the opposite, meditative and calm. While I still had doubts about what she’d done and how it had affected me and why, I knew that I was hooked. It was crazy, that thinking of her with another man, thinking of her betraying me, though I didn’t really feel like she had, made me feel closer to her than I had to any woman before.
 

When she finally sighed and pulled away from me I wanted to pull her back. I didn’t want the moment to end.
 

“I’m hungry,” she purred. “Should we go for breakfast?”
 

“Wait,” I said pulling her back. “I... I just don’t know if I understand this.” I looked into her eyes. Her expression had softened to one of…love, it seemed. And concern. “What does this mean?” I whispered.
 

Sofia giggled, then laughed and covered her mouth. “Ben, relax. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”
 

I don’t know if I was ashamed. I just wanted to know what was going on. “Why’d you do that? Why’d you leave with Rick and leave me alone? Why’d you let him stay here last night?”
 

She smiled. “Seems to me like you know why,” she said, nudging my once again hardening cock. “How come you came up here? When you saw him leaving? How come you didn’t go home? You could have told me that you never wanted to see me again.”
 

It was a good point. I wasn’t sure why I’d done what I’d done. Morbid curiosity about my own reaction? Jealousy? Lust? It was all three and yet none of them could exist without the other. “Do you want to be with me?” I asked.
 

Her brow furrowed in concern. “Of course!” she said, as if she didn’t believe that I had even asked. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t!”
 

I thought long and hard even as I stared into her blue eyes. “Are you going to keep doing this?”
 

Her smile returned. A soft, wry smile that made her answer apparent even before she said it. “Of course.”
 

As Sofia got up and walked to the bathroom to clean up, I followed her in and stood behind her as she tied her hair back in a bun and put on makeup in front of the mirror. One part of me couldn’t believe I’d found her, or that she would have me. Another part was still swimming in confusion and self-doubt. “If you love me, why would you do it again?”
 

Sofia smiled. “Don’t you want me to?” she asked.
 

It was such a loaded question. My reasonable mind knew I shouldn’t want her to. Why would a man want the woman he was with to do something like that? 
 

It took a long time for me to come around and realize she was right, though.
 

Maybe most men would walk away if they’d been treated the way Sofia had treated me. Maybe they’d tell her that she was a whore and that they didn’t want to have anything to do with her.
 

But I did. I wanted to have everything to do with her. I wanted her to see Rick again. I wanted to feel the bitter ache of betrayal that had made me so angry and turned on that had made my cock ache between my legs.
 

We sat there in silence for a time. Sofia huddled up next to me, putting her head on my shoulder, a dreamy expression on her face.
 

Every few minutes I would look down at her to see if she’d fallen asleep, she was so still. She hadn’t but she looked so at peace she may as well have been. My heart grew in my chest at the thought that this was the beginning of something special, something incredible and yet a dark shadow seemed to hang over everything. I sat there with her leaning against me until I found the courage to speak. “How did you know?” I asked. “How did you know about me? About this?”
 

Sofia looked up. She looked pleased that I’d asked. Reaching up, she touched my cheek with the tips of her fingers, then traced the outline of my jaw. “I’m not sure,” she answered. “I just knew.”
 

“What now?”
 

“I don’t know,” she answered. “I have the day free. What about you?”
 

I didn’t have the day free. In fact, right then I should have been sitting in class. Finals were just around the corner and this was the last lecture in which the professor was going to go over what might be on the exam.
 

I wasn’t normally a slacker. I attended almost every class except those when I was sick and only then because I didn’t want to get anyone else sick. I always got notes from someone after I’d missed a class and did my best to study well.
 

But sitting there with Sofia by my side was blinding me to everything. If someone had told me that I had the opportunity of a lifetime to become a millionaire, all I had to do was get off the couch and walk away from her, I don’t know if I could have done it.
 

Oh who am I kidding? I couldn’t have! My fate was sealed already then. I’d had my first taste of what this innocent looking vixen could do to a man and now I wanted the whole meal.
 

It wasn’t just that I thought she was beautiful and couldn’t stop looking at her. It wasn’t just that she was the first woman who seemed to be as attracted to me as I was to her. It wasn’t just the strange nature of this first encounter, or way it made me feel like she was in complete control of every emotion I could ever feel.
 

It was the electric bond we shared, the absolutely overwhelming certainty that there was nothing more I wanted in that moment, or would ever want, than to have the privilege of being by Sofia’s side.
 

Maybe I was thinking with my cock and not my head. I probably was, but I didn’t care. “I don’t have anything on,” I lied.
 

This made her smile and her smile warmed my heart. “Well then,” she said, pushing herself up and off the couch and swinging her leg over my lap to straddle me, “maybe there’s something we can find to do around here?”
 

My cock was already hard beneath her as she lowered her weight onto me I felt the heat of her pussy through my pants as the musk of her arousal drifted up between our bodies.
 

“Oh,” she said, waving her hand in front of her face, “I’m sorry, I didn’t have a chance to shower after he left.”
 

The innocent remark, or, I thought it was innocent then, drove me wild and my cock throbbed beneath her.
 

This made Sofia’s eyes open wide with delight. “Oh my,” she cooed. “You like that too, don’t you?”
 

I started breathing heavily.
 

Sofia reached down with her hand.
 

I followed it with my eyes, watched her tuck it into the tight black elastic of her pants. I saw her push it between her legs, imagined her brushing against the same patch of hair I’d touched. My excitement grew as I watched the outline of her fingers through the tight fabric as she rubbed them against her pussy.
 

A moment later she pulled them out, cupping her hand.
 

I gasped as the delicious stench of her pussy juices rose with her hand. My jaw dropped open as I realized that she’d slathered her fingers in her own juice for me.
 

Sofia smiled, maybe at my surprise, I don’t know. Without a second thought she pushed her fingers against my lips, then pressed them into my mouth.
 

Our eyes met. The tart taste of her body’s sticky, hot lubricant slid down my tongue. It was the first time anyone had done something so... intimate. I just kept staring into her eyes and licking her fingers. Licking around them and between them, trying to get every last drop of her juice off of them.
 

“Oh God, Ben, that’s so very hot,” she whispered as she pulled them out of my mouth, my lips making a soft smacking sound. “It’s so hot to see you do that. Will you eat my pussy?”
 

In retrospect I think she already knew she didn’t have to ask. I was putty in her hands.
 

In my naivety I whispered “yes” and that made her giggle as she lifted her weight off of me and laid me down on the couch. She slipped her tights off, along with her underwear and the musky odour of her pussy filled the room. A second later she was swinging her leg over my chest. As soon as she’d straddled me, she slid down onto my neck.
 

I gazed at the sacred sight of her of her sealed vulva, the tiniest trickle of her grool squeezing out from between the lips. The smell was overpowering in the best way. The acrid note of the sweat from her crotch mingled with the dank smell emanating from her pussy and milder scent of her slippery mucus.
 

She leaned over me.
 

I looked up. Her breasts... her breasts. I hadn’t even seen her breasts yet! Her breasts were heavy beneath her chest and I wanted to badly to reach up and touch them but I didn’t. I knew this was her show. This would go the way she wanted it to. That’s what made her happy and more and more I was realizing that it was starting to make me happy, too.
 

Sofia slid further and soon her sweaty lips met mine. I opened my mouth and swept my tongue up the length of her pussy crack. I shuddered at the thought that not too long ago, she’d allowed Rick to do the same thing.
 

Had they done it like this? I wondered. Had she sat on top of him? He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who would be into that. He seemed like the kind of guy who would want her on her back, not towering over him, dominating him like this.
 

“Ben,” she whispered. There was an urgency to her voice that made me look up. “Don’t make me wait,” she demanded. “Eat me!” Her eyes were narrow and she was staring at my mouth as I kissed her soft puss.
 

Leaning forward, she ground her pelvis into my face, the wiry hairs above her pussy tickling the inside of my nose.
 

I did what she asked. I thrust my tongue out of my mouth and plunged it between her pussy lips, plying into her until I felt the firm walls of her hole squeeze around it.
 

Sofia moaned above me and threw her head back.
 

This only made me want to please her more and I started fucking her pussy with my tongue as hard as I knew how.
 

She rose up and rolled her hips even further forward.
 

I managed to sneak in one last breath before the top of her slit smashed against my nose. With my airway completely blocked, the only thing I could do was keep fucking her with my tongue in the hopes that I could make her come quickly, while there was still air in my lungs.
 

Her pursuit of an orgasm was relentless. With hands on her hips she ground against my nose and mouth. 
 

I felt her hard clit pressing against my upper lip as I plundered her insides. The more I fucked her and the harder she ground, the more juice spilled from her. Every few thrusts I would have to stop and swallow all the excess liquid that was threatening to choke me. My lungs had just started to burn when I felt the first tremble of a climax run through her body.
 

“Ben, yes, Ben, yes!”
 

The sound of my name on her lips was the sweetest music I’d ever heard. As she rubbed her pussy against my face, hot juice sloshed out of her and ran down my cheeks and onto my throat.
 

I started to see dark circles and felt like I was going to pass out and at that moment Sofia shrieked above me.
 

Her pussy clenched around my tongue and a hot splash of her cum came shooting from it, hitting the back of my throat.
 

With one final effort, I plunged my tongue as deeply as I could into her and revelled in the feeling of her snatch clamping around it, squeezing it like it would squeeze a cock to try and milk out seed.
 

As her orgasm subsided, I dared to reach up and push her gently away.
 

Her eyes fluttered open at my touch and she shuffled back.
 

I sucked in a giant gasp of air.
 

“Oh Ben!” she shrieked. Moving even further down my torso, she pressed her face against mine, putting both hands on my cheeks. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry! I got carried away! You couldn’t breathe!”
 

“It’s... it’s okay,” I whispered. I leaned up and kissed her softly on the lips.
 

“Oh God, Ben, you’re so filthy. You taste like my dirty cunt.”
 

The word sent a pulse of lust through me.
 

Sofia returned my kiss, then started devouring my lips. She plunged her tongue into my mouth and licked mine, then licked and sucked my lips like she wanted to get all of her juice off. By the time she’d stopped kissing me she was worked up again.
 

Dragging her nails down my body she slid off of the couch and onto the floor. She yanked my belt open this time and ripped my pants off.
 

My cock, stiff and ready, sprang out.
 

Sofia bit her lip, then smiled, apparently pleased by what she saw.
 

I wasn’t a huge man, but I thought I had enough. I was glad she did, too.
 

Then, in one hungry motion, she gripped the base of my shaft with her fist and gobbled my cock into her mouth.
 

I gasped again and the air I’d sucked in came out in a low moan.
 

She seemed absolutely desperate for my cock and it was so hot that she wanted me so much. 
 

I wanted so badly to feel us even closer together. I wanted to make love. I tried to pull her of and up onto my body again but she pushed me back onto the couch.
 

Gripping me with one hand, she reached up and cupped my nuts with the other.
 

I let out a grunt. I wasn’t used to being treated so roughly. My sack was a little tender to begin with. When she squeezed me I actually cried out.
 

This only seemed to make her hungrier and more intent on making me come. Her head started bobbing up and down on my cock. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked and I felt her tongue lashing at the underside of my shaft.
 

I was usually pretty good at holding things in until the time came but what she was doing was so raw, so animal, so primal that I could already feel seed pooling in my nuts, ready to blast out.
 

No matter what I tried I couldn’t stop staring at how intent Sofia was on making me reach my orgasm. She was a hungry little slut and the only thing that would sate her was my spunk.
 

I felt my ass cheeks clench. My body tensed.
 

Sofia felt it too and she looked up. She gazed into my eyes as I approached my climax. A moment before, she let go of me with her mouth. “Come,” she whispered, “come in my mouth!” Immediately she was back on and sucking and licking my cock.
 

The strain of an orgasm tightened me head to toe. A split second before it exploded she slowed down, stretching the moment out and into the deepest part of my brain.
 

Then I felt the first splash of seed erupt in her mouth. “Fuck!” I roared as my cum came splattering out, coating the inside of her mouth.
 

Her bobbing became relentless and she squeezed my nuts, like she was trying to drain every last drop of what I had.
 

My hips bucked, a reflex of coming so hard and I felt the head of my cock kiss the back of her throat as another burst of spunk came shooting out.
 

Even as it started to die down, as the bliss started to fade away, she kept sucking me hard. She kept sucking until I couldn’t take it any more.
 

I tried to push her off. I groaned. I tried to move back.
 

Sofia looked up with smiling eyes, sucking me just as hard and squeezing my nuts.
 

“Fuck, I can’t! It hurts!” I shouted.
 

Only then did she come off.
 

I collapsed back onto the couch, panting, not knowing there was still more to come.
 

She clambered up onto me as quickly as she’d slid off. Putting her hand on my jaw, she opened my mouth.
 

Before I knew what was happening her lips were right above me, pursed and ready like a cocked gun. My jaw opened wide, as much in surprise as in submission to what she wanted.
 

A moment later I felt the creamy drip of semen along my tongue. I balked at the taste of it that seared all the way back along my tongue and into my throat. I squirmed under her, not because I didn’t want this but because I wasn’t really fully ready for it.
 

I’m not sure if this turned her on more or not, but it caused her to spit the rest of what she’d been keeping into my mouth. As my mouth filled with my own sticky seed, I had to suppress a gag before swallowing it back.
 

Sofia held our kiss for long after I’d downed my own goo. It was like she was revelling in the taste of both of us, the filthiness of it, the absolutely nasty thing we’d just done. 
 

When she finally came up for air and looked deep into my eyes, I was a goner. I was hers and I knew it. There was only one thing to say and that was “I love you.”
 






Chapter 5


That afternoon at Sofia’s cemented our commitment to each other. We decided it would be best if we both wrote our finals before seeing each other again. There was no sense in risking what we’d worked so hard all year to achieve. But there was another, more selfish reason for why we did it.
 

Every night I would call or text Sofia and ask her how her day had been and what she was doing.
 

She would reply by telling me what she’d done that day and what her plans were for the evening. It was mostly innocuous but every third night or so, she would come up with a story. 
 

I wasn’t sure if it was true the first time she did it, which only added to the torment.
 

“Rick stopped by today,” she whispered into the phone.
 

I could tell she was biting her lip playfully as she said it. But had he really? Or was this just a game? “He did?” I asked, breathless and agonized already.
 

“Yeah. He said he had to see me.”
 

“He did? What did he want?” Why did he have to see you so badly?”
 

“He said... he said it was hard not having a girlfriend and that he needed... he just needed me to help him out,” she said, her voice sounding so innocent.
 

“Help him out? How did you help him out?” My heart was thundering inside my chest. I wanted to yell, I wanted to scream at her through the phone, make her tell me she was lying, or pretending or making it up or whatever she was doing.
 

But the beautiful burn that was twisting my guts, that was the most painful and delicious agony didn’t let me.
 

“Oh Ben, are you really going to make me say it?”
 

She had to be joking. She had to be playing. It was so hard to tell, she was so good at it and I didn’t know her well enough yet to know if this was all just an act. I sat in in silence listening to her breathe on the other end of the line.
 

“You know what it’s like when you don’t have a girlfriend. Boys have... needs, right?”
 

Needs. 
 

The word was like a cold dagger down my throat. “What needs?” I whispered.
 

“He said it wouldn’t take too long,” she went on, seemingly oblivious to my question. “It didn’t, really. I told him I had to study, anyways. He just came over and, you know, I helped him pop one out.”
 

Oh God. Pop one out. It killed me when she said things like that. It was so unlike her, so immodest, so un-demure. Hearing a woman, my woman, talk about sex with another man in such a blase fashion was intensely erotic. “Tell me,” I said, already struggling to get my belt undone.
 

“Well, he barely said anything when he came over. I opened the door and he just walked into the living room and stood there. Like I was supposed to know what to do.”
 

“And? Did you?”
 

“Well of course!” I could hear by the sound of her voice that she was rolling her eyes at the question.
 

“What did you do?” I said, my voice quieter still.
 

“Don’t worry. I just used my hand.”
 

I closed my eyes and let the vision of Sofia’s delicate hand wrapped around Rick’s cock fill my mind. I saw her kneeling on the living room carpet, staring at his meat as she pumped him until he blew.
 

“Where did he come?” I asked after a while.
 

“I made him come into a towel. It was all very... practical.”
 

I’d started stroking myself as she described what had happened and could feel my cum already frothing into my cock. “Tell me more.”
 

“That’s it,” she said simply. “There’s really not that much else to tell. He dumped his load into the towel, zipped up and barely said goodbye before he left.” I heard the hint of a smile curl her lips as she finished the last sentence.
 

Whether it was true or not, whether Rick had really been there or not, I knew that the reason Sofia was doing this was for me. How she had come to know that I was the kind of guy that would enjoy this, I still had no idea. But I knew that she had and that it made me hers completely. “I want to see you,” I said as I stopped stroking myself and shoved my cock back into my pants.
 

“Oh, Ben, we promised we wouldn’t. Not this week. I need to study. And I know you do too. Friday. As soon as we finish our finals, alright?”
 

I could hear in her voice how she was enjoying tormenting me. I wondered if she was touching herself, too. “Please,” I said quietly. “What if I just came over and... you... helped me out, too?”
 

A long silence passed before she answered. “Ben, we’re not about that. I couldn’t do something like that with you. Could you?”
 

The answer was that I absolutely could do something like that and I wasn’t quite sure what she was talking about. I’d been around long enough to know that that wasn’t the greatest thing to say to a woman when she asked that question.
 

“Ben, I never want this, us, to be just about sex. I love you. I really do. I always want this to be about love between us, alright?”
 

What could I say? I wasn’t sure if this meant that my needs weren’t as important as Rick’s needs. Then again, this was all probably just a show. Play acting to get me excited and feel in control. Right? “When can I see you?” I said after another long silence.
 

“How about Friday?” she said and this time she was definitely smiling.
 

It felt like a fire had started inside me as she said that. Friday. It was only three more days away. “Friday. What time?”
 

“Come by for dinner,” she said. “School will be over and we can have a nice evening. If you want you can spend the night.”
 

I almost jumped out of my seat and punched a fist into the air like they do in cheesy movies.
 

We hung up after that and I set about pacing around the living room, waiting for Friday to roll around.
 

The week dragged. I did my best to focus on finals but even that was hard. Every time I got a spare minute I would think about Sofia and what she was doing. I would recall our conversation and roll it around in my mind, ruminating on whether it had been made up or not.
 

We chatted a few more times that week, before Friday, but nothing as intense as the first one.
 

When Friday finally came around I spent the whole day on edge, waiting to see Sofia that night. I showered, shaved and packed a small bag with toiletries and a change of underwear. It was a warm evening and to kill the last half hour I decided to walk to her place.
 

As I got closer, the paranoia of what I’d seen the first time I showed up there alone gripped me. I kept my eyes on the door. What if I saw it again? What if I saw Rick walking out of the apartment?
 

The possibility was exciting but almost paralyzing at the same time. I slowed down both in the hope that I would see my worst nightmare come true, and the hope that I wouldn’t. If Rick really was in there, I wanted to give him time to go.
 

By the time I rang the doorbell my heart was pounding in my chest. I gripped the bottle of wine I’d brought, worried that it would slip out of my shaking hands and shatter on the sidewalk if I didn’t hold it tight.
 

“Hello?” Sofia’s nasal voice came through the intercom.
 

“It’s me.”
 

A slight pause, then the click of the front door lock being unlatched.
 

I swung the door open and raced up the stairs.
 

Sofia was waiting in the doorway of her place. She looked stunning. She’d put on a sexy red dress that hugged her curves and dipped low across her chest revealing the most of her breasts that I’d seen to that point. She wore a pair of matching red stiletto's and had painted her lips with a dark red lipstick. The whole outfit made her look like a high-class call girl. One I could never afford. “You look... amazing,” I whispered, stopping just short of the door.
 

She smiled and tucked her bottom lip under her teeth before stepping aside and letting me in.
 

My cock was so hard. All I wanted to do was touch her, kiss her, hold her, fuck her but I didn’t want her to think that that was the only reason I was there. I stood in the hallway, watching her as she closed the door and turned around.
 

Her hips moved more as she walked, because of the shoes she was wearing and it drew my attention to her shapely curves. A thought flashed through my mind. I wondered if I would be the one to ever put a baby inside of her. Her body looked like it would turn into the beautiful figure of a mother easily, only accentuating her looks.
 

Sofia walked up close, grabbed the wine out of my hand and set it down on the side table in the hallway. Then she turned, pressed her body against me and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I missed you so much this week,” she whispered before stretching her neck up and closing her eyes.
 

I met her lips with mine, the heat of our kiss scalding down through the center of my body and turning my cock into concrete. “I missed you too,” I said as we pulled away from each other and looked into each others eyes. The question I’d been dying to ask her all week was screaming to come out. “Did it really happen?”
 

Her smile widened and her eyes sparkled a little brighter. “Did it really happen?” she echoed. “Did you want it to?”
 

I didn’t know what I wanted. The story had kept me on edge all week and I wanted it to be true and untrue at the same time. I decided to follow the middle ground and change the subject. I could always find out the truth later but for now it was still making my body hum.
 

“Should we have a drink before dinner?” Sofia asked.
 

“Whatever you want,” I replied.
 

“What do you want?” she said, her smile turning coy and a little wicked.
 

I could tell she knew exactly what I wanted. It was what every man wanted when he hadn’t been touched in a while. “I want you,” I confessed.
 

“I know you do,” she said and reached up to kiss me again. “Let’s go into the bedroom.”
 

I followed her into the bedroom and stood in the center of the small room as she turned around.
 

“I want to save mine,” she whispered, biting her thumb.
 

“Save yours?” I asked.
 

“I want to save my good time for after dinner.”
 

My heart sank, but not too much. “That’s fine, I don’t mind, we can just...”
 

“No,” she said, a giggle burbling up from her belly. “That doesn’t mean you have to! I wouldn’t have brought you in here just to tell you that. I’m not cruel, Ben.” She laughed a little more at the thought. “I brought you in here,” she said, stepping towards me again, her hands already at my belt, “to help you out.”
 

I swallowed the gob of spit that had pooled in my mouth as I listened to her talk. She was already pulling my belt apart and my cock flexed in my boxers as my pants hit the ground.
 

‘I thought I told you, I know men have needs, right?”
 

I nodded. My curiosity at whether the story with Rick had been true reared its head inside my mind. Had she done this with him? Without all the playful talk? Had she pulled his cock out and sank to her knees, towel in hand, and stroked him until he’d come?
 

“Come on,” she whispered, “get your shirt off and get on the bed.”
 

Kicking off my shoes, I pulled my shirt up and over my head and a moment later was lying on Sofia’s bed with a massive hard on poking up between my legs.
 

Sofia stood beside the bed for a while, arms crossed, her eyes roaming up and down my body.
 

My cock flexed and bounced because she seemed to be appreciating what she saw. I helped myself to a long glance down, past the cleft of her breasts pressed together beneath the dress and along the toned lines of her ass, thighs and calves.
 

She moved to the night table and pulled open the drawer.
 

I craned my neck to look inside, then, realized she might not want me to go snooping in her things. So I just looked back up at the ceiling until I heard the soft slurp of cream being squeezed out of a tube.
 

Sofia stood back up and rubbed her hands together, moistening her palms with the lube she’d just pressed out of the tube on the bed stand.
 

My heart fluttered as I saw her hands, sticky with the oily substance, reflect the light coming in from the hall.
 

She leaned over me causing her dress to fall forward and giving me an even more detailed view of her breasts inside. God how I wanted to reach out and touch those perfectly round mounds, squeeze her nipples and bring her whole body sinking onto me on the bed.
 

The feeling of her warm, slippery hand wrapping around my cock chased away any regrets and I groaned as my dick stiffened in her hand. She started rubbing me slowly up and down, massaging the lube into my skin and squeeze me gently enough that it felt like she was just barely touching my cock with her hand.
 

My eyes darted between her fingers on my flesh and the outline of her body, bent over to service me. Her lips were twisted up in the thinnest hint of a smile and she looked intently at my cock as she rubbed, like she had a job to do and didn’t mind doing it.
 

Heat rushed through me as I thought about her story about Rick.
 

Her hand was making wet, slippery noises as she rubbed and I knew her arm must be getting a little sore. There was even something about that that turned me on. Maybe it was that she was servicing me the way a whore might service a client. The excitement came from her willingness to do this for me, the admission that it was a need I had and that I would be a lot better off if it just got taken care of. It was so clinical and pragmatic.
 

My body tensed. I dug my claws into the bed as I felt my cock stiffen in readiness to come.
 

Sofia’s smile grew to a grin. “There we go,” she whispered, stroking my cock hard and fast now. “Come on Ben, be a good boy. Let me see you come.”
 

I winced as pleasure lanced through me. I wanted to feel release but didn’t want this to end.
 

Sofia glanced at me with a wry smile. “Here. Maybe this will help.” Reaching into her dress, she pulled out her breast, letting it hang over the hem of the dress.
 

Oh fuck, I felt myself falling, then felt my ass squeeze, then felt my cock flail and harden in her fist.
 

I stared at her breast, shaking with each pump of her hand. The wrinkled brown nipple was deliciously stiff. I looked down at her fingers, wrapped tight and pumping my hard shaft as the first trickle of cum oozed out of me, then a thick blast of white seed shot up and out.
 

Sofia gasped, staring at my rigid dick as it wretched spunk onto my stomach and her hand. After a minute she started giggling, then, as the last spurts of cream spewed from my meat, her giggle rolled into a full belly laugh.
 

It was just the lightest sheen of humiliation. I could tell she didn’t mean it in any cruel way. Maybe she even did it because she knew I’d like it, I couldn’t tell. I did know that it was so hot, her stroking the last bits of semen out of me and laughing as my cock chocked them out.
 

This beautiful, elegant woman, yanking on my dick and giggling about how absurd it all was.
 

I shivered as the end of my orgasm oozed out.
 

Sofia stood up, semen clinging to her fingers.
 

For a moment I thought she was going to step over and wave it over my face, make me eat it the way she’d made me it eat the other day.
 

She didn’t. She reached for a towel and wiped it off her hand, then looked at me and giggled a little again. “How about that drink now?” she asked.
 

I jumped up and before she could stop me, kissed her on the mouth, then burrowed my nose against her neck and inhaled her scent. “I love you,” I whispered.
 

I felt her gentle hand touch the back of my head. “I love you too, Ben. I love you too.”
 






Chapter 6


She had made chicken cordon bleu for dinner with rice and a spinach and cranberry salad. We ate and drank the bottle of wine I brought, then opened another one and drank that, too. We were both pretty tipsy by the time we’d finished dinner so we made our way to the bedroom, turned out the lights and started undressing each other slowly.
 

“Did it really happen?” I whispered after some silence.
 

Sofia smiled up at me. “Do you really want to know?” she asked.
 

I did and I didn’t and in my drunken state I couldn’t decide. In the meantime, I’d peeled off her dress and now she stood naked in front of me, save for her underwear and her bra.
 

I ran my fingers down her smooth skin, past the black lace of her bra, then down her stomach to where her waist tucked in. I let my hands settle on her hips as I leaned in to kiss her.
 

She kissed me back, a long, slow passionate kiss filled with wine and the promise of sex. “I need to talk to you,” she whispered after our lips parted.
 

It seemed like a strange time to bring something up but I didn’t care. In my mind I’d already proposed to her and now felt like we had the rest of our lives together. “What is it?” I asked.
 

“Maybe you’re going to think this is crazy but... “ She bit her lip again, like she was shy to say what was on her mind.
 

A quiet shudder passed through me at what she might say. “Sofia? What is it?” I asked after a few more moments of tense silence.
 

“I’m... I’m a virgin, Ben.” Her blue eyes sparkled in the moonlight slicing in through the small split between the drapes.
 

This was a dizzyingly confusing and contradictory thing to hear her say. How could someone who was acting like such a slut still be a virgin? “Are you serious?” I asked.
 

Sofia laughed, rolling her head back and to the side, genuinely amused by the question. “Yes, Ben. I’m serious. Is it really that hard to believe?”
 

“No!” I said, worried that I might have offended her.
 

“It’s okay, Ben. It’s alright. It is kind of funny, isn’t it?”
 

It’s not that there was anything wrong with it. There wasn’t. I actually found it kind of a turn on, though it seemed that everything Sofia said or did was becoming a turn on to me. It was just so incongruous with who she was. “Are you, I mean, is it a religious sort of thing?” I asked.
 

Sofia smiled and shook her head. “No. It’s not even a thing, really. I just had a bunch of boyfriends in a row and didn’t end up having sex with any of them and then after a while it just seemed like the right thing to do, to wait until, I don’t know, I got married or... or someone special came along.” She looked at me and smiled.
 

“Do you want to... are you saying that tonight’s the... “
 

Sofia giggled and shook her head. “No, Ben. Not tonight.”
 

My heart sank a bit. Not that I needed that. I was perfectly happy with just spending time with Sofia and if all we could do was fool around than I was fine with that, too. But of course, and I know all guys will understand, I had hoped to feel the inside of her and this presented something of a... complication to that.
 

“I just wanted you to know,” Sofia said quietly. Then she leaned forward and began kissing me again.
 

We stood beside the bed, our kiss growing deeper and hotter until we both got swept away and started tugging each others clothes off again.
 

I was going to take things slow. This new revelation that Sofia had never had penetrative intercourse made me see her in a new light. Maybe she was a dirty little slut at heart but in the flesh she was an unspoiled virgin.
 

As we lay next to each other kissing and touching, I let my hand drift down between her legs. She was already wet and hot, her pussy leaking with excitement. I pushed myself up on one elbow and started to crawl down her body, leaving a trail of kisses as I went.
 

She didn’t object but rather guided my mouth where she wanted me to kiss her until my lips were hovering above her bra.
 

I reached behind her as she arched her back and unclasped the bra, then peeled the material away. My cock hardened at the sight of her beautiful tits.
 

Her skin was soft and creamy white. Her aereolae were tiny, barely bigger than her nipples and the nipples themselves were nearly flat. I reached down and pressed the tips of my fingers against her tit, denting the soft flesh.
 

Sofia moaned at my gentle touch.
 

I quickly leaned closer and took one of the petite buds into my mouth, running my tongue along the wrinkled flesh, slathering it with spit.
 

Her tiny bud began to rise in my mouth and I sucked a little harder, slurping it up past my lips and twisting my tongue around it.
 

“Oh, Ben,” she moaned as I lapped at her now rigid nipple. She took my other hand and pressed it between her legs.
 

Her pussy was hot and damp.
 

My cock surged, tempered only by the slight disappointment that I wouldn’t be feeling the tight warmth of the inside of her cunt around me that night.
 

After teasing her tit for a while longer, I leaned over her to take the tip of the other one into my mouth. One thing led to another and I had soon spread her legs with my thigh and slipped my body between them.
 

I could feel the heat of her pussy on the head of my cock. Taking her other nipple into my mouth, I started suckling and slurping at it, making it just as hard as the other one was. I tried nibbling this one, too and with each bite, I found that Sofia’s legs spread just a little bit further until finally the opened and I felt the underside of my cock shaft press up against her slightly split peach.
 

Her eyes shot open and she stopped moaning. She stared deep into mine, a look that made me question what she wanted.
 

I have to admit, I wasn’t being the perfect gentleman here. She’d told me what she wanted. She’d said the words “not tonight,” and yet here I was, trying to push my cock into her, or at least convince her to maybe change her mind. I felt like a jerk.
 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, pulling myself off of her and hoping that I hadn’t killed the mood with my greedy pass at her pussy.
 

“No, wait!” she whispered. She grabbed hold of my arms and held me in place.
 

Now I felt even worse. It was just such a guy thing to do, try to have sex with a woman after she said she wasn’t into it, right? “Sofia, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to... “
 

“No,” she said quietly, then, in even more of a whisper, “your cock feels so good.”
 

This made me flex against her but I knew I had to be the strong one here. “I’m sorry,” I said, quietly, stroking her hair. “You told me you didn’t want this and I’m just being a... “
 

“You’re not,” she said, interrupting. “You're being fine.”
 

I stared into her eyes, trying to find what it was she really wanted. “You told me you didn't want to... “
 

“I'm not letting you have sex with me, Ben,” she reassured me. “But we're not actually doing that, right?”
 

I couldn't resist a glance down between our bodies. I lifted myself off her slightly, just so I could see my cock resting on her soft sheath. When I glanced back up, she was looking at it, too.
 

“Ben,” she whispered, “you feel so good right there.”
 

Her whispered words and breath on my cheek sent a deep, tickling ache through me that squeezed me between the legs. My whole body and most of my animal mind were screaming at me to sink my cock into the hot dew of her flower. It took every ounce of will I had to resist. 
 

Just as I was about to peel myself away, Sofia shifted her hips ever so slightly, sliding her slit along my shaft and coating the underside in her pussy juice.
 

“Oh fuck,” I shuddered and looked up.
 

She was staring at me with a wicked grin, like that had been exactly the reaction she'd been hoping for. She reached around me and put her hands on my ass, locking me in place above her, then, still wearing that devilish smile, slid her pussy along my cock again.
 

I felt the root of my cock squeeze, drawing cum out of my nuts and into the shaft. I looked down again.
 

To be so close to this, so close to her sweet, soft, wet sex and yet so far away was agony. This was what I was built for. I was built to shove my muscle up into her belly and seed. I knew I couldn't and the contrast of those two things was painfully erotic.
 

Sofia's hips rocked forward and back again and when I looked up her mouth was open and her breath was coming quick.
 

I felt like I was going to spurt soon but I wanted to hold it in. I wanted to see her make herself come using my cock on her clit. I tried to relax my body, using only the muscles that I needed to hold myself up above her.
 

Her hips found a rhythm and her puss grew slick as her body bucked beneath me.
 

I felt my cock pulse and I looked down to see a trickle of white ooze come creaming out the head.
 

“Oh Ben,” she whispered. "Oh! Oh! Ohhhh!" The last vowel stretched out as her eyes closed and her legs raised up off the bed.
 

I was shaking, I was trying so hard not to come and I knew it wouldn't be long now.
 

Her body shuddered and I swear that I felt her pussy muscles squeeze just the underside of my cock. It was over a moment later, her blue eyes open, her smile back on. She bit her lip. "Do you... do you want to just put the tip in?"
 

I started to shake my head knowing it was a terrible idea with how close I was.
 

"It's okay," she reassured, running her hands down my arms. "It's alright. I want it too. Just not too deep, okay?"
 

Still shaking my head I followed her hands down between our bodies with my eyes. I felt her fingers press against the head of my cock. I almost came from that.
 

She spread her legs and I heard the gentle wet smack of slippery lips splitting open. Then, she pushed the head of my cock down, down, down that hot, soaked path until I felt her flesh give.
 

Then I was inside.
 

Not far. Just the tip of the head, like she'd said. But as my body shook above her, I felt her pussy muscles flex and felt her squeeze the tip of me.
 

I knew I should pull out. This was amazing and terrible at the same time. I was just about to pull my hips back when my resolve cracked.
 

I felt the first burst of liquid spew from the head of my cock.
 

The shock in her expression!
 

I should have been thinking only of yanking myself out of there. Instead, my mind went to that soft, dark tunnel that led into her insides. As I felt another shot come spurting out I imagined my seed splashing into her and starting to swim.
 

I thought of her untouched insides, her ripe womb ready to receive my gift. The thought made me shout and, without even willing it, my hips thrust forward. Thankfully I only managed to plunge a fraction of an inch deeper into her before she scrambled back.
 

Instead of worrying like some other women might have done, Sofia reached between my legs, grabbed my cock and started to pump me as if she were milking a cow.
 

I groaned and looked down in time to see blast after blast of my own spunk shooting down onto the sheets, an impotent waste of seed. My hips jarred forward in jagged motions as she finished me off, once again milking everything I had to give out of me before letting go of my cock.
 

When I stole a glance between her legs, I saw the thin trickle of white cum trapped in her pubic hair. It led down, past the hood over her clit and past the now messy folds of her pussy that I'd split open. My eyes widened.
 

When I looked up at Sofia, she was staring at it, too.
 

“I'm so sorry,” I whispered, shaking my head.
 

She smiled and put a hand behind my head. “Why are you sorry? It was my fault. I told you to stay where you were. I should have known better.”
 

“Are you...on any protection?” I asked.
 

Sofia bit her lip, then, slowly started to shake her head. “I haven't had sex, remember? Besides, I don’t believe in that sort of thing. Conception is as natural a part of life as sex. There are other ways to prevent it.”
 

“But I…some of my…seed…” I whispered, glancing at down at her soft pussy.
 

She licked her lips and an earnest expression settled on her face. Her voice was barely a whisper when she spoke. She turned her eyes down. “I read once that... “
 

“What? What did you read?”
 

“That you can, you know, get it out.”
 

Okay. This was good. My heart started settling down. “What, with a finger?” I asked.
 

She shook her head again. “No. You have to suck it out.”
 

The full weight of what she was asking me to do sank into me slowly as I stared into her eyes. She was asking me to put my face between her legs and suck my own cum out of her pussy. It was the dirtiest thing anyone had ever asked me to do.
 

I crawled down her body, my cheek grazing against her soft, creamy white thigh. The smell of my own seed, mingled with her pussy juice and our sweat together wafted up my nose. Looking up one last time, I saw her nod and I did what she wanted me to do.
 

I pressed my lips against her pussy, slipped my tongue inside her and slurped, the way you would if you were eating an oyster. The jiggly, quivering mess I'd shot into her came guzzling out, slithering along my tongue leaving a trail of bitter taste until it slipped down my gullet and into my gut.
 

I looked up to find Sofia mesmerized by what I'd done. Her legs were up and off the bed, swaying on either side of my head as she put a hand on my cheek and rubbed the side of my head with her thumb.
 

“Is that... was that okay?” I asked.
 

She shook her head and bit her lip and a single tear rolled down her cheek. “Marry me?” she whispered with a smile.
 






Chapter 7


She might have beat me to it by asking that question but I was the one that actually got down on my knee with a ring.
 

It was a sunny day in the park and I took her for a walk, promising lunch at her favorite restaurant The Pastry Hut, afterwards. 
 

As we were walking beneath the old willow trees in the park I stopped a couple and gave the woman my phone so she could snap a picture as I got down and proposed. 
 

Sofia cried and we kissed and hugged and people around us clapped. It was the perfect engagement, I thought.
 

We spent a lazy lunch gazing into each others eyes, smiling far too much and generally falling deeper into love with each other.
 

When we got back to her apartment that afternoon, Sofia sat me down and said that she wanted to talk. “You’re a gift from heaven, Ben,” she said.
 

She was sitting on the edge of the couch with her legs pressed together, one ankle hooked behind the other. The floral patterned dress she was wearing was not at all revealing, but her ample bosom filled out the front of it in a way that left little to the imagination.
 

We’d shared an incredible day. Unfortunately, my male and somewhat animal mind had prevented me from enjoying it fully. It kept veering back to the memory of my cock between Sofia’s toned legs. Every time I closed my eyes I could feel the wet heat of her pussy and by the time we were back at her place my cock was aching with need. I did my best to hide the bulge in my pants but it turned out Sofia had a sharp eye.
 

“Your cock is hard,” she commented, her voice as calm and even as if she were starting a conversation about the weather.
 

I blushed, glanced down at my lap to confirm what I already knew to be true, then looked anywhere but into her eyes. “I’m sorry,” I muttered. I hated to distract from this wonderful day, the beautiful moment of our engagement, this special time we were sharing. And all because I was all but powerless against the workings of this muscle that seemed to have a mind of it’s own.
 

“There’s no reason to be sorry,” Sofia said, putting a hand over mine. She sounded just as pragmatic as she had when she’d pointed out the bulge. “It’s perfectly natural. It’s what your built for.” She ran her hand up my arm, pausing at my bicep. “It’s what your built for,” she whispered.
 

The soft statement made me look up into her wide and smiling eyes again. “I just don’t want you to think that…”
 

Sofia smiled a little wider. “To think that what?” she asked.
 

“I don’t want you to think that that’s all I care about.”
 

She laughed and rolled her eyes in a playful way. “Oh Ben,” she said, sounding a little wistful. “I’ve spent enough time around men that I know there’s only one thing they care about. And there’s nothing you can do or say to convince me otherwise. That’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”
 

“It is?” I asked.
 

“Yes,” Sofia replied, nodding. “It is. I want you to know, Ben, that I’m here for you. I always will be. A marriage is a special bond between a man and a woman and I will always honour that. If you have needs, all you have to do is say the word and I’ll be yours. To do with whatever you please,” she added, her smile turning slightly sly.
 

My lust surged and it was all I could do to resist the impulse to throw myself at her and test the sincerity of her promise.
 

“But there’s something you I want to make sure you understand, too, Ben.”
 

There was nothing ominous about the way she said it. And yet my insides tightened at what sounded like a caveat. “What is that?” I asked.
 

Sofia rubbed my arm again. Her palm was warm and so very soft. I couldn’t help but imagine it drifting down my arm, settling in my lap and unholstering my hard member. “I want you to know that I’m a special kind of woman, Ben. The way that you’re a special kind of man.”
 

I suppose deep inside myself I knew what she was going to say. It terrified me as much as it excited me. I waited, perched on the edge of the couch and barely able to breathe for the suspense. “Tell me,” I whispered.
 

Sofia gave a soft nod. “It’s nothing you don’t already know, Ben. You know I have needs of my own, needs that one man won’t ever be able to fulfill.”
 

It hardened my cock and at the same time sent a sharp pain searing through me that tightened around my heart.
 

“There will be times,” Sofia continued, speaking much more softly. The tips of her fingers grazed across my forearm before she closed her hand around mine. “There will be times when I’ll take other men into our bed. You know that, don’t you?”
 

Hearing it spoken aloud made me wince. The pain intensified to such a point that I didn’t think I’d be able to bear it. Even though I think in the back of my mind I’d known that this was going to be a part of our relationship, it still hurt to hear and imagine.
 

“Does that hurt you?” she asked.
 

I nodded, the muscles in my jaw tight.
 

“But it turns you on, too. Doesn’t it, Ben?”
 

Reluctantly, I gave another nod, unable to bring myself to look into her eyes.
 

Sofia put a finger under my chin and lifted my head up so that I was looking at her again. “There’s nothing wrong with it, Ben,” she whispered, shaking her head. “There’s nothing wrong with wanting it. Nothing wrong with liking it. I know you do. I knew from the very first moment I saw you that you would.”
 

She stared at me with an intensity I’d never felt before. It was as if this were the first person to ever fully, truly know me. As if she could see down into the darkest corners of my mind and heart. And she didn’t seem to mind what she found there at all.
 

“There will be times when I’ll make you watch me with other men,” she said, her voice barely a breath.
 

I gasped at this. It was as dirty a thing as I’d ever heard but filled me with heat.
 

“Do you love me, Ben?”
 

“Of course I do!” I blurted without a moment’s hesitation.
 

Sofia smiled. “Good. Then you’ll respect my needs? In the same way that I’ll respect yours?” she asked.
 

Overcome with emotion, I slipped down onto my knees and gazed up into her eyes. “Of course I will,” I said quietly. “You have my word.”
 

Sofia sighed. Her smile warmed even more. She leaned forward, puckered her lips and kissed my cheek. “We’re going to be very happy together, you and I.”
 

“I know we will,” I replied. I picked up her hand, kissed the back of it, then pressed it against my cheek.
 

“That makes me very happy, Ben,” she said, still smiling. “Now stand up. Let me take care of that for you,” she said quietly, nodding at my crotch.
 

A part of me didn’t want to sully the moment we were sharing. We’d just professed our love for each other and I felt like somehow tending to my base desires would lessen the importance of what we’d said. “You don’t have to,” I whispered.
 

“I know I don’t,” Sofia replied. “But as your future wife I have a duty to you as my husband. After all, it’s not like there’s anyone else you can turn too for release,” she said, sounding somewhat solemn. “Besides, I like to make you happy. I want you to know that I’m here for you. No matter what.”
 

So, as strange as it felt to stand up and free my throbbing member, that’s what I did. It popped out of my pants and bounced, stiff, the head purple with need.
 

Sofia reached up and caressed the underside of my cock with her fingers. She dragged her nails gently up from the base and paused at the ridge of my glans. She twisted her hand from side to side, the gentle scratch causing my cock to bounce again.
 

My hips jutted forward. As good as her touch felt, my body craved so much more. Visions of her taking me into her mouth, or letting me slide between her soft thighs to feel the soaked heat of her sex tortured me. I wished so desperately that she would do those things.
 

“One other thing, Ben,” Sofia said. She let her fingers fall away from the head of my cock for a moment. “I promise that I’ll always take care of you,” she whispered. “But it won’t always be the way you want. Part of what makes it exciting for me is…knowing I’m in control. Having the upper hand, so to speak.” She giggled, then covered the head of my cock with her palm. She pet it a few times, the way you’d stroke a pet. “Will you let me do that? Can you do that for me?”
 

If the feeling of her soft hand hadn’t melted my heart already, her loving stare would have cinched it. I could feel my seed already churning between my legs. I would have said anything in that moment to feel release. “Of course I can,” I muttered, my voice strained.
 

Sofia smiled again. “Good. Then let me finish this my way, Ben.” Her voice was a little more stern but still full of love.
 

I nodded and was immediately rewarded by the tips of her fingers slipping around to the underside of my cock. She wagged them back and forth so the tips felt like feathers sliding along my shaft.
 

I groaned and seethed and my cock flexed and bounced at her touch.
 

Sofia seemed to take great delight in stroking me. She watched the tiny winking eyelet at the tip of my cock as she tickled the base.
 

We both stared at it, the tension growing inside me until I could barely breathe.
 

When a trickle of cloudy white liquid began to dribble from it, Sofia’s smile widened. “You’re being a very good boy, Ben,” she whispered.
 

Her voice sent a shiver racing up my spine.
 

“And very good boys get a very nice reward.”
 

The room began to spin.
 

My lungs were burning from holding my breath. But all my attention was directed at my organ, jumping at her gentle touch, and the pressure of the ejaculate that had built up inside my vas.
 

“Not until I say,” Sofia whispered. “Not until I say.” Her fingers curled into a claw. Staring at my cock, she dragged her nails along the underside, coaxing my seed out and sending me plunging past the point of inevitability.
 

And just as the first pulse of my hot ejaculate came spewing through my shaft, at the moment when I most wanted to feel the warm succour of her fist wrap around me and pump, Sofia took her hand away from my cock, set it on the other lying in her lap and stared at my cock as it began to flex and spew.
 

I groaned and cringed as the pleasure that had been so close slipped away. As my animal mind took control I grabbed my cock and started pumping myself, hoping to catch the disappearing bliss that was just out of reach.
 

Sofia frowned. She shook her head, reached up and pried my hand away. “No, Ben. You promised. You promised I could finish this my way.”
 

The disappointment in her voice made me shudder. Wrestling back my own instincts I let go of myself, clasping my hands behind my back, fighting my own hedonism to keep the promise that I’d made.
 

My mouth fell open as I gaped at my cock sending squirt after squirt of ejaculate spewing from it’s engorged head. Some of it landed on the carpet. A little dribbled onto Sofia’s dress.
 

She didn’t seem to mind at all. She watched with an almost gleeful satisfaction as my seed flew through the air and splattered in hopeless clumps.
 

As the feverish moment passed I began to breathe again. I’ll admit to a certain disappointment at being robbed of my pleasure. But Sofia looked so pleased at what she’d done that the feeling didn’t linger very long.
 

I stood panting, my hands still clutched behind my back as Sofia stood up and kissed me on the cheek. “Thank-you, Ben. For doing what I asked. I promise you we’re going to be very happy.” She stepped back and eyed her handiwork again. “Get yourself cleaned up. And clean up the mess you made, too, please. I’m going to call my parents and tell them the good news.” She left the room.
 

I stood in place for a good long time. Not thinking of anything in particular, just lingering in the hazy daze that had settled over me from our coupling. If you could call it that.
 

The sound of Sofia’s smiling voice announcing our engagement shook me from my stupor. Tucking my member back into my pants, I went and rounded up a bucket and some sponges. Then I got down on my knees and began to scrub the stains that had darkened the carpet and the pillows on the couch.
 

“We haven’t set a date yet, no. Of course you can meet him! I thought that maybe…”
 

The pause in her conversation made my ears prick up. When she spoke again it was near a whisper.
 

“I know it’s sudden. Of course I’m sure. You’ll see. He’s perfect. I’m sure. You’ll see.”
 

The words warmed my insides and softened my mind.
 






Chapter 8


We met her parents for dinner at their house later that week.
 

Sofia’s father was a developer. A self-made man, he obviously enjoyed showing off the trappings of the life he’d worked hard to acquire.
 

The design of their house was a tasteless nod to ancient Greek architecture. White columns in the front and marble everywhere inside. The wide interlocking brick driveway that led to it, then curled around the house, must have by itself cost tens of thousands of dollars.
 

There was a one and half storey garage out back that had a small apartment on the second floor.
 

Markos was a battering ram of a man. Built like a trailer-truck, the old kind with flat windshields and grills, he had a thick neck and thick, hairy arms, with gold bracelets dangling from his wrists. He wore a perpetual scowl and always seemed to have a rum and coke in his hand.
 

He seemed somewhat reluctant to shake my hand but begrudgingly did so when his wife, Electra, shot him a frown.
 

Electra couldn’t have been more different. Always smiling, she was obviously responsible for Sofia’s good looks and dazzling smile. She greeted me with a warm hug and the words “welcome to our family,” that warmed my heart.
 

There didn’t seem to be much warmth in Sofia’s relationship with her parents, though. She carried herself with the kind of poise you might see at a formal event. She was polite and cheerful with her mother, but somewhat aloof and dismissive of Markos.
 

It didn’t bother me but I couldn’t help but notice. I did my best to enjoy the delicious dinner Electra had made. But Markos seemed to have a perpetual cloud hanging over him and it soured the mood. I wondered what his problem was.
 

Sofia seemed unfazed by it.
 

After dinner Sofia helped her mother with the dishes, leaving me sitting with Markos at the table.
 

He sat scowling with his arms folded over his chest. Once the dishes had all been carried away, he pushed back his chair and stood up, fists on the table like a giant ape. “You drink?” he asked.
 

I’d lost track of how many cocktails he’d had. One seemed to blend into the other, anyway. It was obvious, though, that he was something of an alcoholic and a seasoned one at that. Maybe not the kind that gets up and takes a drink first thing but the man could obviously hold his liquor.
 

I smiled and accepted the invitation.
 

Markos lumbered across the living room, sent two ice cubes clinking into a clean glass, then filled it nearly to the brim with a dark amber liquid. Scotch, and from the looks of it a very fine one.
 

After refilling his own drink, he carried them both over and set mine down in front of me. “You smoke?” he asked.
 

I didn’t, normally. I’d had a couple of cigars before. Once when a very good friend of mine had been accepted to a very prestigious law school. The other time was when another friend had found out he was going to be a father.
 

But I accepted this, too. After all this was a special occasion and more importantly I was keen to make a good impression on my future father-in-law.
 

Markos gave a gruff grunt and nodded that I should follow him. He opened a large humidor, sending the scent of tobacco leaf wafting through the room. He pulled out two cigars, cut the ends off and handed one to me. “Let’s go outside,” he muttered. “Electra doesn’t like it when I smoke in here.”
 

The temperature was pleasant that evening and the view from the dining room balcony was stunning. Vast farmer’s fields stretched out behind their immaculately manicured lawn.
 

“This is a beautiful property you have here,” I said, taking in the view.
 

“We like it,” Markos grunted. He pulled a Zippo from his pocket, flipped it open and held the flame up to the end of my cigar.
 

I took a pull, lighting the end but staying careful not to inhale the thick smoke.
 

After Markos had lit his own cigar we stood in silence, staring out over the darkening landscape.
 

“How long you two know each other?” Markos finally asked.
 

“Uh…we were formally introduced a few weeks ago. We sort of knew each other a little before that.”
 

He grunted, took a long sip of his scotch, then shook his head before taking another drag of his cigar. He seemed to inhale the smoke into the very bottom of his lungs before releasing a thick cloud of it out into the night sky.
 

I was growing more and more uneasy with each second of silence that passed between us. To add to this, the alcohol and smoke from the cigar had conspired to make my head start spinning. I did my best not to seem drunk, even as I felt a bead of sweat form along my forehead.
 

Markos finished his cigar, stamped out the butt end on the edge of the balcony before tossing it into a bucket by the door. He turned to me.
 

The muscles in my throat grew tight beneath his stare.
 

“So you’re going to marry my daughter?” he said, eyeing me with that same, serious stare.
 

I nodded with all the courage I could muster, looking back into his eyes. I knew men like him appreciated that. “I am,” I said. “And I want you to know that I intend to provide for her and keep her in the way to which she’s become accustom…”
 

Markos snorted his disdain for this idea. He shook his head. “What’s your business?” he asked.
 

“I beg your pardon?”
 

“What’s your business? What you do? For a living.”
 

My heart sank. I had known from the first moment I’d laid eyes on their property that it would be a long time before I could come to keep Sofia in that sort of comfort. I guess I just didn’t expect to be called on my bluff. “I’ve just finished my studies in ancient philosophy,” I explained.
 

Markos snorted again. He downed the last of his drink before setting it, somewhat precariously, on the balcony ledge. “Let’s see your hands.”
 

“My…my hands?” I stammered.
 

“Your hands. Let me see your hands.” Before I could react he reached down and picked up one of my hands.
 

The skin on his was rough and cracked, calloused from years of building, no doubt. He ran his thumb along my soft palms. “Soft palms,” he muttered. He looked up with one eye raised. “You got a job?”
 

I cleared my throat, shook my head and muttered, “no. Not yet, anyways.”
 

“Huh,” Markos replied with a grunt. “How you going to keep her with no job?”
 

I opened my mouth to start to explain to him that that’s not quite how things worked anymore. Men and women were equal, after all. Surely Sofia and I would each do our part to…
 

The look he was giving me dissuaded me from the explanation. Markos seemed about as far from being a modern man as you could get. In the sense that he would understand that we would each do our share in the relationship, financially and otherwise.
 

Suddenly, I was at a complete loss as to what to say.
 

Markos nodded. It was a solemn nod, one that indicated that I was confirming all of his suspicions and cementing his disappointment in his daughter’s choice of man.
 

I looked away, unable to hold his stare.
 

“You’ll come work for me.”
 

The order, because that’s what it sounded like, caught me totally off guard. “I’ll do what?”
 

He let go of my hand after holding it for an uncomfortably long time. “No job. No plan. You’re getting married. You think I’m going to give my FeeFee away to a loser with no job? No. You know how to swing a hammer?” he grunted.
 

The question nearly made me laugh. I hadn’t ever swung a hammer. In fact I was possibly the least handy person you could find. But Markos’ imposing dominance didn’t leave much room for argument. “I haven’t ever really…”
 

“Meh,” he said, dismissing my admission with a curt wave. “You’ll learn. Be on the job five am. Electra will tell you where.”
 

The door to the balcony opened behind us and we both turned as Sofia walked out smiling and taking a long breath of the cool night air. She glanced at Markos and her eyes narrowed. She walked up, stood beside me and put her arm around my waist. “Is he trying to scare you off?” she asked, still eyeing her father.
 

“Uh…not exactly. We were just…chatting,” I explained.
 

“He come work for me,” Markos said, stabbing a fat finger at me.
 

Sofia seemed absolutely unfazed by this news. In fact, her smile seemed to warm at what he’d said.
 

“I have to piss,” Markos announced. “You need more drink?”
 

I looked down at the glass I was holding. The ice had melted, diluting the alcohol but it was still half-full. I shook my head.
 

Markos lumbered past us and disappeared inside the house.
 

With her hand still around my waist, Sofia guided us both to the edge of the balcony. She leaned forward and took a deep breath, savouring the fresh air. Then she looked down and saw the glass Markos had left on the railing. She ran her finger in a circle along the rim before bringing it up and popping the tip of it into her mouth. She scrunched up her nose at the sharp taste.
 

The glass teetered slightly as she let it go, threatening to go tumbling over the edge.
 

I reached out to steady it but Sofia grabbed me by the wrist and drew my hand back.
 

“I just didn’t want it to…” I began.
 

“I know,” Sofia whispered. Her eyes were locked on the glass. She watched it rock back and forth, then settle back in place.
 

Beneath us, Electra walked out of the front door carrying a stack of sheets. She crossed the driveway and walked up the stairs at the side of the garage before disappearing into the apartment on the second floor.
 

“Those are for you,” Sofia remarked, staring at where her mother had disappeared into the building.
 

“I’m sleeping in the garage?”
 

“Above the garage,” she replied. “It’s really quite comfortable. You’ll like it.” She turned to me with a faint smile. “Markos could never stomach having a man sleeping in his little girl’s room.”
 

It was somewhat sweet, that a father’s love could be so strong that he wouldn’t let his daughter’s fiance stay in the same room as her. It seemed a little possessive, too. “That’s alright. I’m sure it’ll be just fine,” I said, leaning over the balcony.
 

Sofia pressed in close to me. Close enough that I could feel her breath on my cheek. “But you’ll come visit me, won’t you? In my room? I’ll show you where it is.”
 

This made me uneasy. The last thing I wanted to have happen was that Markos somehow discovered that I’d visited his daughter in her room in the middle of the night. On the other hand we were both adults. It didn’t seem right that he should still have so much influence in her decisions. “Of course I’ll come if you want me to,” I answered.
 

“Good,” Sofia replied with a smile.
 

The door opened to the apartment above the garage and Electra stepped out. She descended the stairs and as she was walking across the driveway to the door of the house I heard the balcony door open behind us.
 

Turning to greet Markos I felt my elbow catch the glass that had been left on the railing. My breath caught in my throat and time seemed to slow as I spun back around hoping to catch it before it feel.
 

The tips of my fingers grazed the side but I wasn’t quick enough. Electra was nearly at the stoop, and almost directly beneath the falling glass. “Stop!” I shouted at the top of my lungs.
 

She looked up, her mouth open in shock at my cry.
 

The glass connected with the ground at her feet and shattered into what seemed like a million tiny shards.
 

Electra let out a shriek and jumped back.
 

“I’m sorry!” I shouted down. My heart was pounding in my chest and my ears were ringing from the excitement.
 

Markos came up to stand between Sofia and I.
 

I glanced across his barrel chest to see Sofia still wearing her somewhat wry smile.
 

Markos grunted, set the freshly filled tumbler of scotch in almost the exact same spot the other one had fallen from, then folded his hairy arms across his chest. “You be more careful at the job site, I hope?” Markos asked, staring at the slivers of glass shimmering in the disappearing light.
 

Sofia glanced at me, her brow slightly furrowed.
 

“You’re father…Markos offered to give me a job,” I explained.
 

She seemed unmoved by the explanation. She looked up at him with wide eyes. The smile faded from her lips. “Come on, Ben. It’s getting cold,” she said, holding herself and rubbing her arms. “Let’s go inside.”
 

It was a strange end to an awkward evening. But all I could think about was slipping between the sheets and into Sofia’s welcoming arms.
 






Chapter 9


Sneaking into the house proved more difficult than Sofia had made it out to be. There was an alarm on the door and I’d spent two hours sitting in the apartment above the garage rehearsing the numbers one-three-five-seven-eight, despite that fact that Sofia had written them down for me on a scrap of paper.
 

Sleep had just begun to overwhelm me when I saw the last sliver of light emanating from the house, presumably Markos and Electra’s bedroom, extinguish.
 

My heart gave a hard thud as I realized this was my moment.
 

There was something exciting about creeping down the stairs and across the driveway. I’d been living alone long enough that I’d forgotten what it was like to try and sneak out of the house so no one would hear.
 

Not that I’d done a lot of that in my youth but there’d been a few times.
 

After slipping the key Sofia had left me into the lock, I gave it a quiet twist. Relief flooded through me at the reassuring click of the deadbolt releasing. This was followed by an immediate rush of adrenaline.
 

The soft beeping of the alarm signalling that the door had been opened seemed like an air raid siren going off in the night. I mashed a finger against the numbers of the keypad to silence it.
 

Even after it had stopped chiming I stood in the hallway for a long time, listening for any sounds that might be coming from up the stairs.
 

It was only after the sound of my heart pounding left my ears that I realized there was a sound coming from somewhere inside the house. It just wasn’t the sound that I’d expected.
 

It started as a soft and rhythmic swish. But the longer I listened, the clearer it became that I was listening to the sounds of two people…becoming intimate.
 

I took a deep breath and started up the stairs.
 

Sofia’s door was at the far end of the wide, dark hall. In order to get there I was forced to shuffle past the door from which the offending noises were emanating.
 

Unfortunately, the closer I got to Markos and Electra’s bedroom door, the more a sick and somewhat twisted curiosity gripped me.
 

I wasn’t a voyeur. Or, more accurately, I didn’t yet know what I was.
 

Closing my eyes I did my best to try and ignore the energy that seemed to be dragging me towards the heavy wooden door.
 

The closer I got the clearer it became what and who was making which noise. A picture formed in my mind.
 

Electra’s whimpering squeaks were somewhat muffled. I could only imagine what position she was in but from the sounds of it she had her face pressed into a pillow or perhaps the sheets.
 

The swishing was coming from sheets rubbing against the mattress.
 

The bass line of the lewd concert was coming from Markos’ grunting, presumably with each thrust he made into his wife.
 

Maybe I should have been disgusted. I tried to will my revulsion at what I was hearing but to no avail. My cock began to harden. Steeling myself against the curiosity that was by no driving me nearly mad, I walked quickly the last length of the hall, twisted the doorknob to Sofia’s bedroom and slipped inside.
 

After closing the door as quietly as I could behind me, I turned. The scene within took my breath away.
 

Sofia wasn’t in her bed. She was seated on a high-backed chair wearing a sheer negligee, her body bathed in the icy blue glow of the moonlight shinning through the open drapes.
 

Her breasts were moving gently up and down with each soft breath, nipples standing stiff, poking through the front of the lingerie. Her legs were off to one side, one ankle tucked behind the leg of the chair, the other over it. Her toned calves were taut and flexed, her thighs covered by the nightwear. She turned and smiled. “Hello, Ben,” she whispered.
 

I swallowed the saliva that had pooled inside my mouth from gaping at her. “Hello,” I managed to whisper back.
 

“Come here.” She held out a slender hand and waited for my to cross the room and take it.
 

When I did, she pulled me around until I was standing in front of her. It was impossible to tear my eyes away from her beautiful body and my cock was throbbing with a hungry need.
 

She glanced at the motion as it flexed, tenting my pyjama bottoms. “Take it off. All of it,” she said.
 

I immediately obliged, pulling my shirt up over my head and throwing it on the ground. Then I pushed my bottoms and underwear and stepped out of them.
 

The air was cool in the room. My own nipples stiffened at the chill.
 

Sofia smiled as her eyes raked down my body.
 

I don’t know why but I felt a sudden swell of inadequacy. I was fairly fit. I enjoyed cross-country and the occasional game of tennis. My cock, I thought, was an average length and thick enough that it could please a woman.
 

But standing in front of her I felt a little like a student who was about to get a dressing down.
 

There was a power in her expression, an assertiveness in the way she looked at me that was…humbling, I think, would be the best word for it. It was like standing in the presence of greatness.
 

Sofia reached out, turned the palm of her hand up and cupped the underside of my cock.
 

Her warm, soft touch sent a delicious shiver racing down my back. I felt the strange compulsion to sink to my knees, stare up into her eyes and tell her how much I loved her and how lucky I was that we were getting married.
 

Her gentle caress kept me rooted in place. She stroked my cock a few times. Then she dipped her hand between my legs and closed her hand around my testicles in a gentle fist.
 

It wasn’t painful. She had a sensitive touch. But I’d never had anyone do anything like that before, certainly not when I was standing naked in front of them. I felt very exposed, even though I couldn’t think of a more wonderful person to feel exposed in front of.
 

“Come closer,” Sofia whispered, eyeing my cock.
 

I did as she asked. My cock bounced as another pulse of lust coursed through me, just inches from her lips. I was so aroused that I began to pray that she’d take me into her mouth, even if for just a little bit, and bring me closer to release.
 

“You have a pretty cock,” she whispered. She lifted her other hand and dragged her fingers along the top of my shaft, still holding my nuts with the other. “It’s so hard.” She raised her eyes to look into mine. “Is that from hearing Markos fucking my mother?I gasped. “What?!?” I hissed. “I didn’t…”
 

“Oh shush,” she chided. “I heard you stop in the hall and listen. There’s no need to be embarrassed. We can’t help what turns us on.”
 

I opened my mouth to try and explain, or rather lie my way out of the predicament. The sounds I heard did, after all, have something to do with my erection. But Sofia looked at me in a way that made it clear she didn’t want to hear any of it.
 

“He’s not my real father, you know.”
 

“He’s…he’s not?” I stammered.
 

She shook her head, sending her soft, brown curls dancing back and forth across her shoulders. “He’s not. He just acts like he is. Mother met him when I was younger. He’s been a good provider and I’m glad she has someone. But he’s always been a jealous man. That’s the reason for all this sneaking around.”
 

I shook my head. I couldn’t understand why Sofia would put up something like that from a man that wasn’t even her father. I opened my mouth to ask her about it when she started stroking my cock again. All interest in continuing the conversation faded as my attention focused on how hard I was and good her soft hands felt.
 

Sofia leaned forward. Her lips, shinning in the moonlight from the gloss she was wearing, closed around the head of my cock. Her cheeks hollowed.
 

I emitted something between a hiss and a groan and my knees nearly buckled at the sensation of her sucking the tip of my cock so hard I thought it was going to pull the seed right out of my nuts.
 

She kept this up for some time. Every so often her tongue would flick along the underside of my glans. Then she’d knead my balls gently and stare up into my eyes.
 

Cum pooled at the base of my cock. With each suck my body would shake and the hot, churning liquid would ooze into my shaft as I crawled closer to the moment of inevitability.
 

Staring at her, I prayed she wouldn’t finish me the same way she’d done last time.
 

I’d masturbated three or four times the next day trying to rid myself of the twisting tension in my balls but nothing would make it go away. The only thing that seemed like it would help was feeling a release by her hand.
 

Sofia pulled back. My cock fell out of her mouth with a filthy slurp.
 

I groaned, despite myself, the sound filling the room and threatening to waft out into the hall and beyond.
 

Sofia put a finger to her lips. “I have a fantasy, Ben,” she whispered. She began stroking me with her hand again.
 

This sent me up onto my toes, my hips jutting forward to press my throbbing member towards her mouth.
 

Sofia’s grip tightened around my balls and she pulled me back onto my heels.
 

Suddenly it seemed very clear what she wanted from me. Everything came together and I understood that this wasn’t going to be an ordinary sort of union. Gazing into her eyes through the darkness, I clasped my hands behind my back.
 

Sofia smiled. She seemed delighted by what I’d done. “That’s better,” she whispered. Her hand ran up and down my cock again. “That’s exactly what I want you to do.”
 

I bit the inside of my cheek as hard as I could. It was torture, in a way, trying to numb my own excitement enough to do what she wanted from me. But as each second passed and I slipped further into my submissive trance, I found a certain comfort there. One I hadn’t known anywhere else.
 

“Do you want to hear about my fantasy?” she whispered, her fingertips drifting back and forth along my rigid shaft.
 

I nodded and exhaled, unable to form any words in reply.
 

“It’s a fantasy I’ve had for a long time but never told anyone about.” She shrugged. “I suppose I’ve just never found the right man.” She looked up and into my eyes. “But I knew from the moment I first caught you staring at me that you were that man, Ben. I knew you were going to be the one I would share my life with. I knew that you would understand.”
 

“You did?” I whispered. My shaft felt swollen with seed and I was balanced on the very edge of the point of no return.
 

“I did,” she answered. “Sometimes a girl just knows, I guess.”
 

“What…what’s your fantasy?” I asked with a gasp.
 

Sofia levelled me with her gaze. 
 

There was so much warmth and love in her eyes that it nearly sent me tumbling over into a climax. Somehow I knew it wasn’t time yet, though.
 

“My fantasy is to see you standing by the window, just like this. Except I’m not here with you. I’m not holding onto you. I’m nowhere near you at all.”
 

A crevice opened in my mind and a dark but powerfully arousing thought came crawling out. It made my blood run cold but hardened my cock, causing a very confusing conflation of emotions. It was as if I already knew what she was going to say.
 

“Where are you?” I said, picking up on the game she wanted to play.
 

This seemed to excite her even more. She rewarded me with another stroke of my cock. “I’m on the bed,” she whispered. “I’m on my back. I’m looking at you with all the love I’m looking at you with right now.” She paused, swallowed, then gave the tip of my cock a kiss.
 

A tiny drip of my pre-cum lingered on her lower lip.
 

She smiled, shrugged, then ran her tongue along it, before slipping it back into her mouth and swallowing my liquid.
 

My breaths were short and shallow and a twisting pain had curled around my arousal. Her fantasy loomed before me. I was scared. I won’t lie. I was scared. But I knew our connection was about to be sealed.
 

The wedding was only going to be a formality. This was going to be the moment I remembered for the rest of my life.
 

“I’m naked,” Sofia went on. “My legs are spread. My hands are at my sides. You watch him crawl onto me.”
 

Blood surged into my cock, hardening it in her hand.
 

Sofia’s eyes lit up with delight. “He crawls onto me, Ben, crawls between my legs. He’s big and powerful and hairy and he doesn’t care about me at all. He just wants one thing. He wants to use me. He wants to use my body for his own pleasure. He wants to use me to get off.”
 

I glanced down at my cock. It was swollen and an angry red colour. Fat plops of cum were drooling out of the tip. “Oh God, Sofia. Please!” I begged, trying to say it as quietly as I could.
 

“I want to hear you say it first. I want you to tell me that I was right about you, that you want it as much as I do. Say it, Ben. Say it and I’ll make all of your filthiest dreams come true.”
 

I swear I felt something crack inside my brain. A hot and jealous lust came pouring out. I was gone. There was no turning back and I knew it. I was totally and completely hers. “I…I want it, too. I want to see it, too, my love,” I whispered.
 

Sofia closed her fist around my dick. She gave it a pump, then another.
 

I dug my nails into my arms behind my back.
 

The balance shifted and the moment arrived.
 

As Sofia jerked my cock, cum came pulsing through it and erupted out the head. Thick dollops of it squirted out and landed in hot, creamy splats across her chest.
 

Sofia gazed down at my emission with smiling eyes.
 

As the pleasure began to drain from my body I felt a certain regret at not having been welcomed between her legs. But it paled in comparison to the relief I felt at having been finished by her hand.
 

When I went completely flaccid and there was barely any of my cock left to hold, Sofia let it go.
 

I was filled with a need to please her the way she’d pleased me. “Sofia, please, what can I do for you?” I asked.
 

She unhooked her legs from behind the leg of the chair she was sitting on. Putting a hand on each thigh she spread herself apart. The sharp scent of her arousal wafted up between us. There was a certain smugness in her smile. “Get on your knees,” she whispered. “I want to feel your face between my legs.”
 






Chapter 10


I woke up the next morning feeling like changed. Not anywhere close to how our engagement had changed me, either.
 

To be honest I’d never felt comfortable in any of the other relationships I’d been in. The women I’d dated were nice enough but I’d never been lucky enough to find a space where I could feel like myself.
 

Thinking back on the promise Sofia had made me make the night before cemented the idea in my mind that this was the women I was born to be with. I arrived in the kitchen with a wide grin, ready to embark on this new and mysterious journey with the wonderful woman I’d met.
 

I can’t quite describe the strange mix of shock and horror that filled me at the sight of Sofia getting a massage from Markos.
 

She was wearing a slightly less revealing nighty than she had been the previous evening. It still showed plenty of cleavage and her legs were barely covered.
 

Markos had pulled it apart to reveal her shoulders. He was kneading them with his muscled fingers, working the flesh slowly and methodically down towards her arms.
 

I must have been wearing quite the expression on my face by the way he looked up and smiled at me. “Hey, kid. You sleep okay?”
 

I glanced at Sofia. Hoping for a reassuring look, I guess, though there was a part of me that was quickly becoming larger just watching her get touched.
 

She graced me with a calm and still somewhat sleepy smile. “Coffee’s on the stove,” she said, nodding towards a stove top espresso maker.
 

Electra set down the dishes she was washing, wiped her hands on a towel and handed me a mug from the cupboard. “Now don’t take too much,” she said, patting me on the arm. “It’s very strong. Cut it with some water. You like some milk? Cream?”
 

It was only then that I noticed she, too, was wearing a nighty that did very little to hide her voluptuous curves. My cheeks heated with embarrassment as I pretended to focus all of my attention on the very difficult task of pouring myself a coffee. I took a few deep breaths to clear my head, then walked to the table and sat down.
 

As I did, Markos finished Sofia’s massage. He hooked his fingers into the elastic straps around her arms and pulled them back up over her shoulders.
 

I couldn’t help but notice the way he leered at the cleft of flesh her tits made. As he stepped away I also noticed the formidable looking bulge that had formed inside his flannel sweats.
 

“Hey,” he grunted towards Electra.
 

She turned off the tap and peeled the yellow dish gloves off her hands.
 

“Come on,” Markos said, turning to leave. “Let’s leave these two alone.”
 

Electra complied, bowing her head slightly, playing the role of dutiful and submissive housewife to his dominating alpha.
 

When they’d left and a sufficient amount of time had passed that I could feel certain they were out of earshot, I turned to stare at Sofia.
 

“What’s the matter?” she asked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” This was followed by a soft giggle that tugged at the softest parts of my insides.
 

“Does he…always do that?”
 

“What?” Sofia asked, raising her eyebrows. “You mean the massage?” She rolled her eyes. “Markos has been trying to get between my legs since my eighteenth birthday,” she added, shaking her head.
 

The casual admission drove into me like a stake through the heart. “He…he what? He has?” I said, nearly breathless. Though I didn’t really feel like it was my business, I couldn’t help the question that came marching up because of the revelation. “Have you ever…” I couldn’t bring myself to finish.
 

Sofia shrugged. “No. Not really.”
 

“Not really?” I asked. “What does ‘not really’ mean?” My heart was racing. My palms were clammy with sweat and a muscle in the corner of my eye had started twitching.
 

“I took my tits out for him once. Mother had been in Greece for two weeks and he was walking around like an angry bulldog grumbling about everything. It was in the summer. We were out by the pool and I’d had enough,” she said, studying the paint on her nails.
 

“You took your tits out for him?” I echoed in a whisper.
 

“Mmm-hmm,” she confirmed with a nod.
 

“And…what…what happened?”
 

Sofia shrugged again. “He pretended to be offended at first,” she said with a guffaw and another eye roll. “As if he hadn’t been undressing me with his eyes the last two weeks.”
 

Listening to her explanation was like having someone open my stomach and poke at my insides. The way she was talking about it so casually, as if it were no big deal the way she’d used her charm to soothe Markos’…needs.
 

“It didn’t take long for him to whip it out, though.”
 

Staring at her slack-jawed, I began to shake my head. My own cock was hot and swollen in my lap. It was under the table but something told me that Sofia knew how hard this was making me. “Did he…I mean, did you let him…”
 

“Cum on my tits? Of course,” she said with a shrug. “He’s a man, Ben. A Greek man. He probably would have slapped my face if I did anything else after showing him these.” She caressed the sides of her ripe breasts.
 

I’m not sure how long I spent sitting there and savouring the moment. In a way it was the worst I’d ever felt. Thinking about the way she’d let me ejaculate on her tits the night before, then thinking about Markos doing the same was doing very curious things to my insides.
 

“You’re jealous?” Sofia asked, a half-smile curling one corner of her mouth.
 

“I…I think so. Yes.”
 

“Good,” she whispered, the smile stretching across her lips. “I like that. It means you love me.” She reached under the table and squeezed my stiff cock with her hand. “Oh Ben,” she purred, “you do love me, don’t you?”
 

Still aghast at what I’d just been told, I nodded nonetheless. Nothing was going to change how I felt about Sofia. I was still coming to grips with exactly what being married to her was going to mean but that much I was certain about.
 

“You don’t think…I mean, you’ll never…do anything, will you? With him?” I asked, nodding towards the door where Markos had disappeared.
 

Sofia sighed. She looked back towards the hall.
 

We both fell very silent. The noises of Markos fucking Electra again drifted down the stairs.
 

“Sofia?” I asked. I was desperate for an answer. It wasn’t going to change anything but I guess I wanted to know, wanted to be prepared for something that…spectacularly inappropriate.
 

“You took the job?” she asked, turning to me.
 

“Uh, yeah. I mean, I guess.”
 

“For me?” she whispered. Her smile started to return.
 

“Of course for you. I want you to be comfortable,” I said. It was only half a lie. In truth I really wanted nothing to do with Markos and his construction crew. But I knew he was right. Sofia was the sort of woman who was accustomed to a certain standard of living.
 

I’d be damned if marrying me deprived her of that.
 

“I’m so lucky I found you,” she whispered, squeezing my cock again. “Mother set a date. Two months from Tuesday. Markos said he’ll pay for everything.”
 

It was a touching gesture, I guess. At least the two of them weren’t opposed to us getting married. But I couldn’t help feeling like this would make me somehow beholden to Markos in some way. The idea didn’t sit right with me.
 

“Aren’t you happy?” Sofia asked.
 

“Of course. Of course I am,” I answered, forcing myself to smile.
 

“Good,” she said, straightening and adjusting her chest. “Then finish your coffee and let’s get dressed. Markos says you start on Monday and there are a few things I want to show you before you’re gone from morning ‘till night.” She stood up, patted my leg, then walked out of the kitchen, her house shoes clacking on the hard tile floor.
 

I must have sat there a long time contemplating what had just happened. The next thing I knew Electra and Markos walked back into the kitchen.
 

She looked the same except for the fact that her hair was a little dishevelled. She took up position at the sink and donned the yellow dish gloves again.
 

Markos poured himself a mug full of the black coffee, not bothering to dilute his with water, and took a big gulp of it.
 

I’d been doing my best to keep my eyes off Electra’s plump legs but when Markos walked by her he smacked her ass, which grabbed my attention.
 

My mouth fell open in revulsion and, I’ll admit, more strange arousal at what I saw.
 

A single creamy line of his mess was making it’s way down the inside of her thigh, towards her knee.
 

I stared at it, unable to tear my eyes away until I felt Markos’ gaze on me from the door. I glanced sideways to find him watching me, watching his wife. He smirked, picked his phone up off the kitchen table and walked out into the hall. “Anyone needs me I’ll be taking a shit,” he announced on his way back up the stairs.
 

I sat at the table nursing my cup, staring into the inky blackness. The only sound in the kitchen came from dishes clanking in the sink. Every so often I would steal a glance at the ooze advancing down her leg.
 

It was disgusting but somehow very, very hot.
 

“I thought I told you to get dressed?”
 

Sofia’s voice made me turn towards the door again. She had showered and dressed, putting on a lovely white sun dress that accentuated her breasts even more than the nighty had. She set down the small suitcase she’d brought and walked over to where Electra was standing by the sink. “Goodbye, mother. I’ll call you this week,” she said, kissing her on the cheek.
 

I managed to turn my back to them and walk out of the kitchen slightly bent over, hoping no one had seen how erect my cock was.
 

It was a strange introduction to what was obviously a strange family by any standards. But the light at the end of the tunnel was a life with Sofia and I would put up with anything for that privilege.
 






Chapter 11


We spent the rest of the afternoon and most of Sunday at Sofia’s apartment. Perhaps unwittingly, she’d tortured me by wearing what seemed to be the world’s shortest jean shorts and a tight white t-shirt with no bra.
 

She’d made me sleep on the couch, so that we wouldn’t be tempted by each other, but subjected me to the same punishment the following day.
 

Around noon I’d cracked and asked her if we could become intimate.
 

This got her really excited. She clapped her hands together and kissed me on the cheek and even grazed my cock with her fingers. “I’m happy that I turn you on so much, Ben,” she whispered. 
 

Her hot breath on my neck only caused my cock to throb even more.
 

“But no,” she said, feigning a pout. “I have a special surprise for you tonight and I want you in perfect shape for it.”
 

This seemed like an exciting proposition. It did nothing to relieve the pressure that had built in my nuts. But I felt that Sofia already knew me so well that I could trust whatever she had in store would be well worth the wait.
 

I can’t describe the shock and jealousy and angst that filled me when the doorbell rang that evening and Sofia opened the door to Rick standing there grinning.
 

I was on the couch with my hands in my lap and frozen in place as she welcomed him in.
 

“Now like I said, I don’t want your dirty dick inside my pussy before the wedding. I told you I don’t do that sort of thing,” she said, tapping Rick’s chest with her finger.
 

He flashed me a wicked grin when she turned her back.
 

Of course I knew, more or less, that this was what I’d signed up for. Sofia was a different sort of woman and I was attracted to that. I guess I just didn’t expect to have to come to grips with it so soon. Did this mean that Rick’s dirty dick would be more than welcome after we were married?
 

My stomach hollowed out, the same way it had done when I’d first laid eyes on Markos giving Sofia her massage the previous morning. I couldn’t stop staring at Rick. Sofia plopping herself next to me on the couch shook me from my stupor.
 

“Do you like your surprise?” she asked with a smile.
 

I looked to Sofia then back at Rick’s cheesy grin. “What’s he doing here?” I asked.
 

Sofia curled up closer to me on the couch and hooked her arm through mine. “I wanted to give you a little treat before we got married, Ben. I asked Rick if he could because…well, whatever. He’s there.” She leaned closer, kissed my cheek and squeezed my arm. Then she looked at Rick with mild distaste. “My rules,” she said, her voice suddenly stern. “And if you try to put it in me,” she said, her voice dropping to a near growl, “I swear I will hurt you Ricky. I will hurt you bad.”
 

Rick put his palms up and his eyes popped open wide. “Hey, I got it. Now where do you want me?”
 

Sofia turned to me again, her smile returning as she nuzzled up against my arm. “Where do you want him, Ben? This is for you. I want you to remember this for the rest of our lives.”
 

I was absolutely floored. Of course I had come to terms with the fact that this was what our relationship was going to be like. But now, sitting on the couch and about to experience the real thing in living colour, I wasn’t so sure if I could stomach it. “Sofia I…” I began, shaking my head.
 

Her eyes went a little sad. “Are you scared, Ben? Is that it?” she whispered.
 

“I think…I think so. Yes,” I replied.
 

Sofia pulled herself up, swung a leg over my lap and settled down onto it.
 

I could feel the heat steaming off her pussy against my crotch.
 

She put both hands on my cheeks and pulled me up. Pressing her lips against mine she plunged her hot tongue into my mouth, invading it as if she was desperate to show me that I was already hers. “Then you just sit back. I’m going to give you a show you’re never going to forget,” she whispered.
 

And with that, she jumped up off the couch and strutted over to where Rick was standing.
 

In spite of his athletic build and masculine “I-don’t-give-a-fuck” demeanour, Sofia looked just as imposing and dominant next to him as she ever had.
 

I realized in that moment that whatever game she’d been playing at the football field she’d invited me to to watch Rick play, it was just that. A game. She was as assertive a woman as I’d ever met and that much was clear from the way she held herself in front of Rick.
 

“Get your clothes off,” she ordered before stepping in front of him to face me. A smile spread slowly across her lips.
 

As Rick wrestled with his underwear behind her, Sofia hooked her fingers beneath the hem of the shirt she was wearing and peeled it up. She paused for a moment at her breasts. Just long enough that I had time to focus on the hint of the two creamy orbs of flesh she was about to reveal.
 

Still frozen in place, all I could do was watch as she pulled the shirt up over her head.
 

Her tits came bouncing and swaying out. She cupped her hands beneath them and shook them up and down. The wrinkled nipples stiffened into taut, tantalizing buds, begging to be suckled.
 

Then, with all of the sultry allure of a nineteen-fifties pinup girl, she undid the button of the jean shorts and pulled the zipper down.
 

My eyes opened even wider as they danced between her breasts and the soft patch of fur that ended just above her slit. My cock was once again an aching, throbbing pole of flesh, stiffer than I ever remembered feeling it.
 

She worked the jeans down, pushing down one side, then the other until they were past her hips. She let them fall to the floor in a heap of blue denim, then stepped sideways and out of them.
 

Watching my future wife revealing herself to me in this way was arousing enough. I can’t even begin to describe the feeling that rushed through me when Rick’s muscled hands, crawling with veins from years of football and lifting weights, come creeping around her sides to squeeze her beautiful breasts.
 

The sight stabbed another needle right through my heart and for a moment I thought I’d never be able to breathe again. And yet my hand drifted into my lap and came to rest on my needy member. I felt outside myself.
 

Rick loomed up from behind her. He lowered his mouth to her neck and began licking and sucking it, laying a trail of greedy kisses down along her shoulder, then back up until he began to bite her ear.
 

Sofia’s back arched at this, pressing her ass out towards him and surely against his own hard meat.
 

Rick growled, his hands sliding down past her waist and coming to rest on her hips. He bent his knees and thrust his hips forward, trying to sneak his cock into the hot space between her legs.
 

Sofia scowled, reached around and landed a lightning fast smack on his ass.
 

“Ouch!” Rick yelped.
 

She craned her neck to look at him. “Try it again and that’s the end of it. I said nothing inside my pussy yet!” she snapped.
 

“Okay, okay!” Rick said, still wincing from her discipline.
 

If someone had told me before I’d witnessed what I was seeing that there was a special kind of heaven in hell I would have called them crazy. I was flying but the force of gravity was twice it’s normal strength, trying to drag me down from this very confused elation.
 

My ordered mind, the one that had been nurtured by a life time of propaganda about what relationships were supposed to be like, was screaming at me to jump up, tear Rick away from my woman and throw him out of the house.
 

But beneath that some primal, thrumming force was keeping me in place. How could it possibly be that watching my future wife let herself be molested by another man for my pleasure feel so good?
 

One corner of Sofia’s mouth turned up in a wicked grin. She raised her hand and crooked a finger, beckoning me towards her.
 

Behind her Rick had resumed his kissing. His hands were coasting along her body, occasionally dipping down between her legs to feel the wetness there.
 

I stood up as if in a trance. Moving forward, my legs felt like they weren’t my own. I walked around the coffee table and came to a stop in front of Sofia’s glorious nude body.
 

She seemed nearly oblivious to Rick’s affection. She was staring at me and smiling and the only evidence that she noticed what he was doing were her stiff nipples, the goose-flesh that occasionally rippled down her arms, and the sticky sounds of her lubricant coming in between her legs.
 

As I gazed into her eyes Sofia reached a hand down and pried her pussy lips apart. She swept two fingers from the very back of her cleft, out to the front. Then she brought those two fingers up to my lips.
 

The sharp and heady scent of her arousal filled my senses. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes.
 

Sofia slipped her fingers in.
 

My tongue lashed at them in greedy licks. I had moved well beyond trying to understand why this turned me on so much, at least for the time being. All I wanted now was to keep marching through this looking glass, to see where it would lead and how it would end. If there even was an end.
 

I opened my eyes as Sofia let her fingers slip out of my mouth. She leaned forward and kissed me. So softly and so sweetly it was almost as if Rick weren’t there. Then she put her hands on my shoulders. “Ben?”
 

“Yes?” I whispered.
 

“Get down on your knees.”
 






Chapter 12


I did as she asked immediately, sinking to my knees in front of her, my hands gliding down her thighs.
 

Sofia flashed a pleased and loving smile. She reached down between her legs with both hands and split her pussy lips apart.
 

My cock hardened at the sight of her raw pink flesh, clear and sticky mucus oozing from her hole.
 

She put a hand on the back of my head and pulled me towards her slit.
 

I pressed my mouth to her filthy lips. Her lubricant tasted as sharp as it smelled, a delicious, almost citrus taste, exploding along my tongue. I began to lap up her juices, swallowing mouthfuls of the liquid and rubbing my cock through my pants.
 

Sofia purred. She reached up and tugged at her nipples, her eyes closing as she relished the attention of two men. It didn’t take long until she started panting, her breath coming in heavy gasps.
 

I opened my eyes in time to see her reach around herself.
 

A painful but arousing panic gripped me. I knew by the sound of Rick’s grunts that she was stroking his dick. I let my hand drop from my crotch in the hope that there would be a happy ending for me after all this was over.
 

Sofia pushed me away with a finger on my forehead.
 

I leaned back and nearly fell over before finding my balance.
 

She smiled, brushed her hand against my cheek, then turned around to face Rick. Then she reached back and ever so slowly pried her ass cheeks apart with her hands, making it abundantly clear what she wanted next.
 

I looked up again just as her lips locked with Rick’s, then back down at the dark button of her rear hole. Her sphincter was flexing in a way that made it look like it was winking at me, taunting me, showing me that this was my place. On my knees, cleaning my mistress while she pumped another man.
 

My sex life up to that point had been fairly conservative. I’d certainly never done anything as filthy as eating out a woman’s ass hole. But there was something so deliciously appealing about how dirty it was that I threw myself in.
 

Grabbing her ass I spread her cheeks, pushed out my tongue and pressed it against the tight ring of muscle that led to her insides. My nostrils filled with the dank, salty musky stench of her backside.
 

What started off as gentle licking soon turned to sloppy sucks and before I knew what was happening I was pressing into her, my tongue tasting her forbidden insides.
 

This took Sofia to an entirely new level of pleasure. She mewled into Rick’s mouth as they kissed. Her fist began furiously pumping his cock.
 

Rick grunted.
 

I couldn’t see much from my position but I heard him slapping her tits together, pawing at them, his hands occasionally wandering around and clawing up her back.
 

“Fuck,” Rick groaned. “Get down on your knees! I’m gonna’ fucken’ nut!”
 

This seemed to yank Sofia out of the depths of her pleasure. I felt her ass flex around my cheeks as she resisted Rick trying to bring her to her knees. “Not today,” she snapped. “Just…here. Shoot it here.” Not missing a beat she continued stroking Rick’s cock until he groaned again as he crossed the threshold of inevitability.
 

I froze with my tongue buried deep inside her ass.
 

The whole room seemed to stand still, save for Sofia’s vigorous stroking of Rick’s cock. A moment later a sound like someone spitting through pursed lips was followed by the soft splat of his ejaculate on her stomach.
 

“Ugh,” Rick growled as he came. “Fuck yeah. Just like that,” he groaned, his voice strained.
 

Sofia continued her rub until she’d drained from him what she could get.
 

Rick staggered back, holding his hands out against the wall for balance. “Fuuuuck,” he growled. “That felt good, bab…”
 

“Shut up,” Sofia said in a terse voice. “Get your clothes and get out of here.”
 

I pulled my tongue out of her ass hole and waited to see what would happen next. I could just see Rick out of the corner of my eye.
 

He looked offended by what she’d said. “Hey! What the fuck?” he asked.
 

“Just get out,” Sofia replied, sounding even colder than before.
 

Rick threw his hands up in the air. “You know what? Fuck this! I’m done with this shit. You’re always fucking pulling this. ‘Oh, come over and I’ll stroke one out for you!’” he said, in a very poor imitation of Sofia’s voice. “Then it’s all ‘get the fuck out I don’t need you any more.’ Well you know what? Fuck you. And fuck your stupid boyfriend,” he said, pointing at me. “Hopefully you’re gonna’ be happy being her fucking boy-toy because I am done.” He punctuated the statement by slicing his hands through the air.
 

Bending over he swept his clothes up off the floor.
 

Seeing him dance around trying to get into his pants nearly made me burst into laughter.
 

With his shirt still off he walked over to the door, gave us both the finger, then stormed out, slamming it shut behind him.
 

Sofia spun around as soon as he’d gone. She had a hand over her mouth, covering her smile and muting her giggles.
 

I stared at the entrancing sight of his cum dripping off of her stomach. A few dollops of it had landed on the soft patch of pubic hair above her pussy. The clung precariously to the hairs, just close enough to the opening of her slit that the sight filled me with a potent and arousing fear.
 

Sofia bit her lip as she stared at me. She looked down at his mess and ran her index finger along some of the cum. This dislodged one of the drips and sent it falling to the floor. It landed with a soft splat. “So?” she whispered.
 

So?
 

So?
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the vile sight, let alone think of anything to say. I would never have imagined that something so wrong, something so filthy and lewd could feel so good.
 

“You like it, don’t you Ben?” she asked, still in a whisper. “Look how close his cum is to my pussy. If I just…do this,” she said, sweeping a finger down, taking with it a healthy dollop of his deposit and slathering it along her lips. “If I just help it along a little who knows what could happen?”
 

I shuddered, my chest swelling in terror at what she meant.
 

“You know sperm can live outside the body, don’t you Ben?” she asked with a smile. “And inside me? Inside me they could last days. Days. Think of it, Ben,” she said, crouching down to come face to face with me. “Another man’s sperm swimming inside my body for five days, searching for my softest place and taking root…”
 

I was panting and my cock felt so full it might explode.
 

Sofia dipped a hand between her legs and started to rub herself.
 

I stared at her crotch, unable to keep myself from imagining what would happen if she did accidentally shove some of Rick’s sperm into herself.
 

He was strong and athletic and surely carried good seed. What if it did survive? What if it started swimming up into her unprotected canal? What if it found it’s mark, pierced into the cytoplasm and fused with her membrane?
 

In that one instant the life I’d thought I was going lead would be irrevocably changed.
 

My wife to be would become pregnant with another man’s child.
 

“Give me your hand, Ben,” Sofia whispered.
 

I held out a shaking, sweaty palm.
 

She laughed. Maybe at how nervous I was. Maybe at how excited she was by what was happening. It didn’t matter.
 

She dragged my fingers along the sticky clumps of semen clinging to her abdomen, dipped them down between her legs and fucked them up into herself.
 

I gasped.
 

Sofia moaned, threw her head back and rocked back onto her heels. “Just like that,” she seethed. “Fuck his cum into me. Fuck it into my bare pussy with your hand!”
 

I was simultaneously gripped by terror at what the consequence of her little game could be and turned on beyond belief by the danger of it. Without hesitation I began to pump my sticky fingers into her cunt, thrusting deep and hard, trying to find her end, inexplicably consumed by the idea that I might give Rick’s seed a chance to fertilize her egg.
 

Sofia’s eyes popped open wide. She grabbed my shoulders, her nails digging into my flesh.
 

I winced but didn’t break my rhythm. I kept fucking my fingers up into her, her sticky wetness dripping down onto my hand.
 

She shuddered. Her pussy flexed and squeezed. A hot splat of her ejaculate came gushing out. Then her muscles contracted and seemed to suck Rick’s essence off my digits, whisking it up into her body where it could start to swim.
 

Where it could live for days and have a chance.
 

Sofia screamed and her eyes shut tight as she came. She started riding up and down on my hand, clinging to me and moaning. She’d said she didn’t want his dick in her pussy before the wedding. The heat of the moment had obviously gotten the better of her and that made it all the more illicit.
 

As she shuddered off the tail end of her orgasm her eyes slowly opened and she smiled. She bit her lip. Putting a hand on my chest, she pushed until I had no choice but to fall down onto my back on the floor.
 

She mounted me like an animal and started to crawl up on along my body.
 

I watched her messy snatch drag up my stomach, then my chest, then my neck. Sitting down on my torso, she brought the lips of her cunt up and over my mouth.
 

“Touch yourself, Ben,” she whispered. “Pull out your cock and touch yourself.”
 

I didn’t need to be asked again. I whipped out my member, wrapped a fist around it and began to pump.
 

Sofia leaned forward until her pussy lips covered my mouth. “Now here’s your chance,” she said. “You can try to suck it all out of me.” When she spoke again her voice was even quieter. Barely a breath. “Or you can spend the next few weeks wondering if Rick’s sperm is growing inside me.”
 

Groaning I thrust my tongue into her cunt and began slurping and sucking it like a hungry animal. Each time I sucked a thick dollop of Rick’s goo would come dripping out of her onto my tongue, slithering down into my throat like a hot oyster.
 

Each gulp came easier than the last. I was still stroking my cock furiously and the feeling of Sofia’s hot cunt on my mouth had me teetering on the edge of orgasm in what seemed like seconds.
 

As my cock swelled red and hardened in my fist I let out a slimy gurgle of ecstasy.
 

Apparently this excited Sofia, too, because she let her full weight settle on my face as she screamed through her climax.
 

With her crotch covering my mouth and nose I began to run out of air at the peak of my orgasm. As dark circles started clouding my vision another wave of pleasure ripped through me, this one even more intense than the last. I felt my own cum sputtering from the head of my cock and landing helpless and impotent on my hand and lap.
 

The world went black with Sofia mashing her face against my groin.
 



***

 


“Ben? Oh Ben! Ben!”
 

My eyes fluttered open at the sounds of her sweet whispering next to my ear. My heart gave a stiff thud against my chest, causing me to sit upright and suck in a lungful of air.
 

Sofia, who was on the floor next to me, jumped up and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Oh Ben I thought I killed you! You fainted! Are you alright?”
 

I turned and looked into her tear-filled eyes. I wasn’t quite sure what I was in that moment. The only thing I could be sure of was that I was happy to be there with her. “That was…that was incredible,” I whispered.
 

More tears streamed down her cheeks. She covered my cheek and mouth in kisses, pawing at my softly with her hand. “I love you, Ben. You scared me. I love you. You know that I love you, right? Oh I love you so much.”
 

I’d never seen her look quite so…unmannered, I suppose. Her normal poise had vanished and she was a quivering bundle of raw emotion.
 

And all because of me.
 

I loved her for it and knew that love would never run out. No matter where she led me on this fantastically perverted journey, at least I would be there with her.
 






Chapter 13


I suppose no bliss-filled fantasy can remain perfect forever.
 

The following morning I dragged myself out of bed at the ungodly hour of four in the morning. I took the twenty-four hour bus across town to the new subdivision that was going up just north of Hogg street.
 

Arriving at the address Electra had given me with a hard hat and a hammer on my belt (both courtesy of Sofia, a gift for my first day at my new job) I quickly realized that this particular hell would have no silver lining.
 

I walked up to a trailer that was already humming in preparation for a day of building and stepped inside.
 

Markos, coffee mug in hairy hand, was stabbing a fat finger at a set of architectural drawings laid out on top of reams of other paper on the one table inside the room. He was gesturing wildly with his other hand and shouting what seemed like profanities in Greek at two men standing across from him.
 

I waited patiently by the door for the tirade to finish, hat in hand, fiddling with my hammer to have something to do while I rode out the awkward moment.
 

It wasn’t until the men had been suitably admonished and the plans rolled up that Markos even noticed I was there. He cast me a puzzled glance at first, as if he’d forgotten who I was. His expression softened at the recognition that I was Sofia’s fiance here for my first day on the job.
 

“Benny,” he said, lifting his mug and sending coffee sloshing out of it and onto the papers piled up on the table. “Fuck!” he shouted, grabbing a roll of paper towels and dabbing furiously at the dark liquid soaking into the documents. “Aileen! Aileen! Get the fuck in here and clean this up!”
 

A petite but fiery-looking redhead burst in from a door on the opposite side of the trailer. She shot Markos a furious scowl before snatching the roll of towels from him, spooling out five or six feet of them, then mashing them against the table to try and sop up the coffee.
 

Markos pursed his lips, rolled his eyes and threw a hand into the air. He glared at me, then nodded at the door.
 

I slipped out and walked down the steps with the understanding that whatever was about to transpire between them was not meant for anyone else’s ears. It wasn’t my fault that the door was left wide open.
 

“Aileen, baby, I’m sorry. I just got off this meeting with these bozos that are telling me I have to redo twelve living rooms because of a mistake they made. I forgot who I was talking to. Come on. Don’t be like that.”
 

Aha. So it seemed that Markos, too, had an Achilles heel.
 

“Don’t you fucking touch me after talking to me like that!” Aileen snapped back in a very thick Irish accent. “You’ll be lucky to ever lay a hand on me again if you keep that up. Get your paw off my ass!”
 

Smack.
 

Their argument sounded very similar to many I’d listened to as a child. I knew it was best just to wait it out until things blew over.
 

After the initial outburst they lowered their voices and a moment later the door closed.
 

I presumed it was Markos who had done it because it seemed that Aileen would have slammed it shut. I listened to the rise and fall of their muffled voices through the wall before hearing another door slam a few moments later.
 

The door to the trailer opened and Markos poked his head outside. “Hey! Benny!” he barked. “Get in here.”
 

I hadn’t yet spent five minutes on the job site and already I was beginning to regret the decision to accept Markos’ offer of a job. Nevertheless, I gathered my courage, took a deep breath and stepped back into the trailer to await whatever it was I had coming.
 

A dark cloud seemed to follow Markos as he stomped around the room rearranging papers, apparently searching for something. He finally found it, pulled out the clipboard and slammed it against my chest, nearly knocking the wind out of me. Then he stomped over to the door, poked his head outside and yelled. “Bruce! Logan! Get the fuck in here!”
 

We waited in a terse silence until the two men walked in, hard-hats in hand, heads bowed, looking anywhere but at their boss.
 

Markos took a deep breath and set his coffee down. “Fucking Monday, huh Benny?” he said.
 

I shrugged. I hadn’t yet had a Monday like this was shaping up to be.
 

“Bruce this is Benny,” Markos said, pointing at me.
 

“Uh, actually, it’s just Ben,” I said, risking his outrage to not be forever known as “Benny.”
 

“Ben, Benny, whatever!” Markos snapped. “Good enough. He’ll be working at five-ninety-three. Make sure he fills in these,” he said, handing Bruce a manila envelope stuffed with papers, “then these. I don’t want any more fucking trouble with the employment people.” He stopped, seemed to see me for the first time, then snorted. “Hey kid, those steel-toes?” he said, glancing at my feet.
 

It was pretty plain for everyone to see that they were sneakers.
 

Bruce sighed. Logan turned and rolled his eyes.
 

“Fuck,” Markos muttered. He was about to turn and bark for Aileen again when he thought better of it. “You come to a construction job wearing fucking sneakers?” he said, staring at me.
 

Bruce and Logan both stared at the ground.
 

Markos shook his head. “Alright. Logan you go get, what are you, size ten? Nine?”
 

“Uh, probably a ten,” I replied, trying not to let my own embarrassment redden my cheeks.
 

“Ten then. Size ten. Better get him a few shirts too.” He glanced at Bruce, then grabbed the manila folder back. “You know forget this. I’m not gonna’ waste your time with this shit. Get back there and get the guys building. I want that fucker framed today. I’ll babysit the kid while he fills this shit out.”
 

The two men shuffled out.
 

Humiliation welled through me at being treated this way. I got it in my mind to tell Markos to get stuffed, that I didn’t need his job and that I was going to take care of his daughter my way.
 

But as I stole a glance at him from the corner of my eye that fantasy quickly faded. It wasn’t just that he was probably twice the size of me. After all, what was he going to do, beat me up?
 

I really didn’t want to rock the boat with Sofia, though. They had a strange relationship, sure, but she had seemed pleased that I’d taken the job. If I really felt the need to bail there’d be plenty of time for that later.
 

So I calmed myself with another deep breath and waited for Markos’ next move.
 

“Sit down,” he ordered. He shoved a pile of papers to one side, slapped the folder down on the table and pointed at the chair next to it. “Right there,” he added, as if I were a child that needed every instruction repeated at least twice.
 

I did what he asked, though. Maybe if I could just get through this I wouldn’t have to worry about seeing Markos that much. He was the head of the company, after all. How much would a grunt like me have to do with the boss.
 

As I started filling out the papers, Markos wandered over to the cluttered desk in the corner, pulled the squeaky chair that looked like it was straight out of the fifties, out from behind it and plopped himself down.
 

The chair groaned under his weight.
 

“What a morning,” he muttered. “Fuck.” He ran a hand over his forehead and let out a long sigh. Leaning back he folded his arms over his chest. “So. What the fuck is a guy like you doing with a slut like Sofia?” he asked, his voice stern and even.
 

The question made my insides tighten. “I…I beg your pardon?”
 

Markos rolled his eyes. “I beg your pardon?” he said, mocking my shock. “You heard me. You think I don’t know what that little whore’s all about? She’s been a little slut for as long as I’ve known her. How many guys has she fucked since you two met, huh?”
 

My face began to burn with embarrassment. But I couldn’t lie. All I could do was turn my eyes towards the ground as Markos glared at me.
 

“Hey whatever gets you off, pal. I don’t fucking care. It’ll be nice having her be someone else’s problem. Her mother’ll be happy she’s all settled down. But I gotta tell ya’, we have a little agreement, Sofia and I.”
 

I glanced up at him to find him wearing his crooked grin.
 

“That’s right. Your little princess and I made a deal waaaay back,” he said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder. “You see it would probably kill Electra to find out what a little slut her daughter is. She’d never talk to her again, that’s for sure. So when I walked in on her one time she was jerkin’ one of her meat-head friends off I promised I wouldn’t tell.”
 

I wasn’t sure whether that was supposed to reassure me but nothing about his tone did. Not one bit.
 

“I promised I wouldn’t tell but that I needed a little something from her to keep me honest. You get what I’m saying?”
 

The way his grin twisted into a wicked sneer tightened my nuts.
 

“Yeah. That’s right. Sweet little Sofi said she’d never let anyone inside that tight pussy. Not unless she was married, right? I’m sure she’s told you all about that? Hasn’t she?”
 

I nodded but didn’t dare look into his eyes.
 

“Yeah. Well I said that was no problem for me. I told her I’d just wait until she was married and then take what she owed me. What do you think about that? Huh? Old uncle Markos having a go at your pretty little wife after you’re married? Huh? You like that? You like how that feels? That get your panties all twisted up tight?” He smacked his palm down on the desk and a low chuckle rolled out of him.
 

“She told you she’d…”
 

“Oh yeah,” Markos growled. “She sure did. So you can imagine how happy I was when I found out she’d found herself a boy that would put up with her shit.” He shook his head. “I don’t get it. I really don’t. But you know what? I don’t judge. I got some kinks I need to work out now and again. It’s nice to have a secretary who doesn’t mind getting slapped around now and then. As long as I do it the right way.” He chuckled again and scratched the back of his head.
 

With each second that passed I was finding it harder and harder to breathe. I knew what Sofia was. I knew she was different than other women, knew that her needs were much more demanding.
 

That wasn’t the trouble. I’d come to terms with who she was. What I didn’t like was how…messy this all sounded. Markos wasn’t just another cock that Sofia could satisfy herself with. He was close to her. He would remain close to us.
 

How could I continue working for him knowing he’d been inside my wife? Could I really spend the rest of my life carrying that around?
 

Even if I found another job it would still be there. Every time we went over to their place it would hanging over me, Markos humiliating me with that ass hole sneer of his. “I don’t think I can let you do that,” I said quietly. I don’t know myself where I found the strength.
 

Markos erupted into another hearty laugh. “What the fuck gave you the idea that you have a choice?” He stood up, knocking a pile of papers and sending them sliding off onto the floor. “Oh for…” He opened his mouth to call for Aileen but must have thought better of it. “Here. This can be your first job. Don’t need a hard hat or nothing. Clean up those papers.”
 

As he moved towards the door I got down onto my knees and started scooping loose contracts off the ground.
 

“Oh yeah. I almost forgot,” he said, one foot already outside. “I threw in a little something to sweeten the deal for Sofia,” he said, grinning again.
 

I sighed. “Are you going to tell me what it is?” I said, staying focused on sweeping papers off the floor.
 

“Nah,” Markos replied. “You’ll find out soon enough.”
 






Chapter 14


The day dragged out incredibly long. I was nearly useless with a hammer or a saw. Eventually I was handed a broom and told to stand off to the side and wait for messes to clean up.
 

I spent a good part of the day leaning against the broom handle and wondering what Markos had meant by “a little something to sweeten the deal.” 
 

Around three o’clock, with everyone packing up for the day, I wandered back over to his trailer to make sure it was okay to leave.
 

Markos was pacing inside. The blue light of his Bluetooth headset was glowing in his ear as he screamed more Greek profanities into it.
 

I waited out the storm.
 

He noticed me after he hung up. “What the fuck are you doing here?” he asked.
 

“Just making sure it’s okay to head home for the day?” I said. I was feeling quite small about life in general. I wasn’t used to being talked to the way Markos was talking to me. You didn’t get a lot of professors barking obscenities at you in college.
 

The question seemed to irritate him. But a moment later the sinister smile cracked across his lips again. “Oh yeah,” he said. I nearly forgot.
 

It seemed that the day was about to get much worse.
 

“You wait right there.” Markos stomped off and swung his head out the door. He scanned the work site until he found a suitable target. “Hey! Carlos! Come ‘ere!”
 

Through the window I saw Carlos turn his palms up and shrug.
 

“Hey!” Markos shouted. “Get the fuck over here! You won’t be fucking sorry!”
 

Carlos was a stocky man of obvious Mexican heritage. He had a beefy build, shaved head and tattoos that ran down his neck. His hands were weathered from years of working outside and he looked like he wouldn’t be out of place in a penitentiary.
 

A shiver ran down my back at what Markos might be cooking up.
 

“What’s the problem boss?” Carlos said, arriving at the steps and staring up at Markos expectantly.
 

“Oh trust me,” Markos replied. “It’s not a fucking problem. Get in here.” He stepped aside to let Carlos in.
 

Carlos eyed me with a certain disdain. He’d been one of the guys directing me to clean up messes all day. He looked tired. Tired of working, tired of Markos, tired of me.
 

I tried to make myself even smaller by shrinking into a corner.
 

“You meet Benny yet?” Markos asked Carlos.
 

Carlos gave a nod in my direction. “Yeah. What up?”
 

“Benny don’t have his own car. He lives all the way across town. You mind giving him a ride?”
 

Carlos’ shoulders sagged. “Oh fuck, boss, are you fucken’ kidding me?”
 

Markos pulled out a bulging wad of bills, wet his thumb and counted off fifty bucks. He pressed them against Carlos’ chest. “That’s for your trouble on this end. There’ll be a little something waiting for you on the other.” He flashed me a lascivious grin and winked.
 

My stomach sank at the realization of what this meant.
 

Markos hadn’t just called Carlos in to make him drive me home. No. He was sending him home with me to…service Sofia somehow. That much was clear.
 

“What? What’s this?” Carlos said, staring at the money, puzzled.
 

“Just give the man a ride. You’ll thank me tomorrow,” Markos answered. “Now get the fuck out of here. Both of you. I got more work to do.”
 

I followed Carlos out the door with my shoulders sagging and a heavy heart. A moment before Markos closed it behind me I saw the slightest hint of a bare leg emerge from the other room. A split second later I saw a breast, then a face I remembered.
 

Aileen.
 

Apparently it was that kind of work Markos was talking about.
 

Trying to make small talk in the car was impossible. It was obvious Carlos didn’t know what was waiting on the other end. He didn’t really seem to care, either. After a few minutes of awkward silence he turned on the radio and tuned into a very loud and very angry sounding hip-hop song which we listened to the rest of the way across town.
 

My arousal grew at the same pace as my dread as we neared the house. Though I was worried about what life would be like for me at the construction site tomorrow, my imagination had already begun to spin up filthy fantasies involving Carlos and Sofia.
 

The two feelings tugged me in opposite directions but by the time we arrived at the house I knew there was no question about what I would do.
 

At first Carlos didn’t turn off the engine, just left it idling at the foot of the driveway waiting for me to get out.
 

For a moment I felt that there might be a way out of this. I could send Carlos home without inviting him inside, after all. I dismissed the idea almost as soon as it had occurred to me.
 

There was no telling what Markos would do to me tomorrow if he found out Carlos hadn’t had a taste of Sofia. Dealing with the day knowing that he had would be bad enough for me.
 

And, to be honest, my cock was so hard at the thought of it that I don’t think I could have turned him away even if I’d wanted to.
 

“You gonna’ get out or what?” Carlos asked.
 

“I think…I think Markos meant for you to come inside.”
 

“What?” Carlos snapped, his face screwing up. “I don’t got time for that shit. I’ve got…”
 

“To fuck my wife.”
 

The statement silenced him.
 

“Er…maybe not fuck,” I added. It’s what I’d been daydreaming about.
 

Carlos sat in the driver’s seat staring at me for a very long time. Finally, he reached out and mashed the dial on the radio, silencing it. “What in the fuck?” he said quietly.
 

The inside of the truck cab started to get very hot.
 

At that moment, whether by accident or design, the door of the house opened and Sofia stepped out. She folded her arms across her chest and leaned against the door frame.
 

She looked gorgeous. She was wearing the usual skimpy shorts and white t-shirt. Her toes were painted bright red and drew the eye to her legs.
 

I managed a weak smile in her direction.
 

“That’s your fucken’ fiance?” Carlos asked quietly.
 

I glanced back at him, nodded, then looked away again. I couldn’t help but notice that a bulge had also started forming in his lap.
 

“This some kind of joke?” Carlos asked.
 

I shook my head. “I…it’s not a joke. It’s an…agreement. Between Markos and I. That’s not important. I just…I want you to.”
 

“You want me to?” he asked, sounding even more incredulous.
 

“I want you to,” I repeated.
 

“You want me to what?” Carlos snapped.
 

“I don’t know if she’ll…she might not want you to fuck her. But…just…it’s hard to explain…”
 

“I ain’t goin’ there to eat no pussy,” Carlos growled.
 

I shook my head. “You won’t have to.” I looked at him and managed to hold his steely gaze this time. “I’m sure it’ll be a good time. I just…I need to watch.”
 

Carlos’ eyes went wide. “You doin’ what?”
 

I was getting pretty tired of our little exchange. I’d done my best to try and make this happen but I wasn’t about to sit here sweating and trying to explain to this goon what this was all about. “Listen Carlos. You see that?” I said, pointing towards the door. “She likes getting guys off. If you want to come in I can guarantee you it’s going to be a good time. Otherwise I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”
 

Carlos didn’t say anything for a while.
 

Somewhat frustrated, but more than a little relieved, I decided enough was enough. I shrugged, pushed the door open and stepped down out of the truck.
 

“Hey. Hold up.”
 

My blood ran cold as Carlos killed the engine.
 

Sofia was staring down the driveway wearing a very devious smile. She watched the two of us come walking up, staying in the same pose leaning against the door frame. “Did you make a friend?” she asked me when we were at the steps.
 

I shook my head. “Markos sent him,” I muttered.
 

The smile faded from Sofia’s lips. She glanced at Carlos, eyed him up and down as if she were appraising a cow she was about to bid on, rolled her eyes and sighed, then turned and walked into the house. “Take your boots off,” she called out over her shoulder. “I don’t want mud all over the floor.”
 

Carlos and I stood there until I nodded towards the door.
 

He clomped up the steps, then obediently kicked his boots off in the hall.
 

I followed him up and closed the door. The air conditioning felt like heaven after a day in the sweltering heat.
 

Sofia turned around in the hall, arms still crossed.
 

“Carlos? Can you give us a minute?” I asked.
 

Carlos had a hard time tearing his eyes away from Sofia. I had to repeat myself and only then did he grunt and nod. He walked into the living room.
 

I stepped closer to Sofia, put a hand on her cheek and went to kiss her.
 

She winced and pulled away. “Oh Ben, you’re so sweaty and dirty,” she said.
 

I lowered my hand but kept staring into her eyes. “What’s this all about?” I said, nodding to where Carlos had disappeared into the living room.
 

Sofia sighed and rolled her eyes again. “It’s a long story. I’ll tell you when he’s finished, okay?”
 

When he’s finished.
 

The words ripped right through me.
 

There was a man sitting in the other room, a block-headed bag of hard muscle that was there to be serviced by Sofia. 
 

My cock hardened even as I shuddered at the thought.
 

“You okay?” Sofia asked.
 

I forced a weak smile. “Sure. I’m fine. Let’s just…why don’t we get it done.”
 

Sofia smiled pleasantly. “Okay. That sounds good. You want to watch a movie later or something? You must be so tired after your first day!”
 

She was so beautiful and seemed so excited about hearing about my day. It made me smile again.
 

I put my hand on the small of her back and led her into the living room.
 

Carlos was waiting on the couch.
 






Chapter 15


“Keep that dirty cock out of me,” Sofia said, wagging a finger at the large bulge that had formed in Carlos’ lap. Wiggling her ass, she worked her shorts off and let them fall to the floor.
 

Carlos’ eyes opened wider at the sight of her pussy.
 

Sofia, seeming slightly annoyed by the whole thing, stood with her arms crossed, waiting. “You better get that sorted out yourself,” she said, waving at Carlos’ clothes. “I’m not here to do everything for you.”
 

Carlos’ confusion and apprehension about the situation seemed to have dissipated. He wrestled his jeans off, along with his underwear, until they were down around his ankles. He sat staring at Sofia and touching his cock.
 

It was a big cock. The underside of it was crawling with ugly veins. He was uncircumcised and each time he pulled his foreskin back the stench of his sweaty meat would drift through the room.
 

Sofia spun around, tilted her head and touched my cheek. She glanced down at my erection, bit her lip and smiled. Reaching out, she took me by the hand and pulled me after her as she backed up towards the couch. “Are you turned on by this, Ben? You get to see me make another man come?” she whispered.
 

I could not deny I was aroused. My bulging and hard cock was evidence enough of that. I leaned closer and tried to kiss her again.
 

Sofia scrunched up her nose. “Ew! You’re so stinky!” she mewled. Her calves touched the couch. Still holding me by the hand she turned around, spread her ass cheeks with her other hand and presented her ass for Carlos. “There,” she said, giving her ass a smack. “You want to get off? Then eat,” she ordered.
 

Carlos, having apparently completely forgotten his distaste for cunnilingus, shuffled forward until he was sitting on the edge of the couch. Spreading Sofia’s cheeks with his hands, he dove in with this tongue.
 

As his mouth made contact with her bottom hole, Sofia gasped. She grabbed both my hands, bracing herself against Carlos’ intrusion. Her mouth fell open and her breathing became heavy. For a while she seemed almost confused by what was happening. Then her eyes drifted slowly shut and she let out a moan.
 

“Oh goodness,” she whispered as her eyes fluttered open again. “He’s really good at that.” Clasping my hands even more firmly, she drew me closer. “Kiss me, Benny. I want a kiss.”
 

“I’m…I’m all dirty, remember?” I whispered. I was massively aroused by what was happening.
 

“I don’t care,” Sofia gasped. “Come here.” She yanked me forward.
 

Our lips locked. Sofia thrust her tongue into my mouth and moaned again.
 

The sound echoed in my head like in a cavern. I could feel each time Carlos’ tongue swept a circle around her tight hole because Sofia would press her tongue against mine and hold it there. When she finally pulled away from our kiss, she began to pant.
 

She lifted her leg and moved backwards.
 

Carlos settled against the back of the couch.
 

Lifting her other leg, Sofia knelt down astride his lap in a reverse cowgirl position.
 

I looked down to see Carlos’ engorged member throbbing and flexing just beneath her dripping wet cunt.
 

Sofia looked down at it, too. She bit her lip again before looking up into my eyes. “It’s big, isn’t it?” she whispered.
 

I nodded. It was a big, angry, hungry cock and her pussy was dripping with anticipation.
 

“No,” Sofia whispered, shaking her head. “I can’t. Oh, Ben, I want it inside me, I want it inside me so bad but I know I shouldn’t. Should I?”
 

A dizziness came over me. I wasn’t sure if this was part of the game or if Sofia was really asking me whether she should let Carlos inside her. Another look down revealed that pre-cum had begun oozing out of his cock.
 

Carlos wrapped a fist around it, lifted his hips and swept the head along her drooling slit, collecting Sofia’s juice. Then, just as he passed her opening, he flexed his legs and tried to shove himself inside.
 

This seemed to steel her resolve. The enraptured expression was wiped off her face. Sofia leaned forward and without any warning, swatted the side of Carlos’ nut sack with two stiff fingers.
 

He yelped and immediately fell back onto the couch.
 

“Hey!” Sofia snapped, craning her neck to stare back at him. “What did I say?”
 

My heart swelled with love and pride. No matter what sort of situation Sofia found herself in she always seemed to know just what to do and how to act to get the upper hand.
 

Without missing a beat she reached down between Carlos’ legs again, grabbed a fistful of his sack and squeezed. “Keep that dirty cock out of me! You got it? Or you want to go home with blue balls?”
 

Her normally impeccable English stretched into the slightest accent. As if this sort of dominance brought out her European side.
 

“Fuck, fuck!” Carlos grunted through clenched teeth. “I got it. I got it!”
 

Sofia released her grip on his balls and let them fall back down between his legs. “Good,” she muttered. Looking up at me, her expression softened and filled with love. “Come here, Ben. Come closer.”
 

Unsure of exactly what it was she wanted, I stepped forward and took her outstretched hand. I shuddered as Sofia settled down onto Carlos’ lap. The lips of her labia split open and his cock slipped between them. A hot gush of her lubricant squirted down his shaft.
 

Sofia shuddered. She looked up into my eyes. “Oh,” she groaned. “That’s hard. That’s hard.” Ever so slowly at first, she began sliding back and forth along Carlos’ iron hard rod. She looked down and watched the head disappearing between his legs, then come popping back out, angrier and even more red than it had been.
 

Her pussy lips squished around him.
 

I saw her position herself a little farther back so that with each swipe of her hips the head of his cock grazed against her clit. She grabbed my hand and squeezed again, staring at me with a piercing gaze. “Oh…oh…oh…” she breathed.
 

My own cock was so filled with pressure it felt ready to explode. “Does it feel good baby?” I whispered.
 

Sofia slipped back into her lusty trance. “It feels sooo good, Ben,” she whispered. “It’s so hard. His cock is so hard.” She looked down between her legs again and started shaking her head.
 

Behind her Carlos had begun grunting with each of slide of her pussy along his meat. He had his hands on her hips and was guiding her in ever quicker strokes, trying to bring himself to finish before Sofia had a change of heart, no doubt.
 

“Ben. Ben?” she whispered, drawing my eyes back up to hers.
 

“What is it baby?” I asked, leaning even closer to her still.
 

“Ben I want to put him inside me. I want his cock to go in me. He’s so hard and…oh my God he’s so hard.” Her sliding along his cock had become more violent. Her whole body tensed, as if she could no longer physically bear not having the cock inside her.
 

The familiar rush of conflicted feelings made me suck in a breath between my teeth. I knew Sofia wasn’t asking my permission with what she was saying. She was the sort of woman who would do what she wanted. It’s what I loved her for.
 

But could I let her do this? Could I let her virginity be taken by some meat-head Markos had made me drag home?
 

She was so beautiful and while she had unusually strong carnal desires for a woman, she was, as yet, unspoiled.
 

That very thought was what was making this so unbearably arousing. Here was my wife to be, asking, or at least pretending to, about whether I would give her this gift, relieve this intense need she had for the hard cock she was riding.
 

Is there a man who could have said no?
 

“Sofia, my beautiful,” I whispered, caressing her cheek with the tips of my grubby fingers. “Take him. Take him inside you. Take him and tell me how it feels. Please. Do it for me,” I begged.
 

Sofia’s eyes went wide and filled with an excitement and wild abandon I’d never seen in them before. “Benny, are you sure?” she whispered, still riding.
 

Carlos, having heard our little exchange, had become a little less enthusiastic about rubbing his cock between Sofia’s legs.
 

I could see by the wild look in his eye that he could practically taste how close he was to piercing my virgin fiance. I gave him a slight nod then turned to look at Sofia again. “I’m sure, baby. It’s what I want for you. For us. Do it. Take his cock into you.”
 

Before I had finished speaking Sofia rose up off her haunches.
 

The furious, sputtering head of Carlos’ cock rose with her until it was perfectly positioned at her entrance.
 

Sofia gripped my hands again, so tightly it felt like she might break them. She lowered herself a fraction of an inch. Carlos’ cock split her folds with a sticky smack. She tilted her head to one side. “Are you sure, Benny?” she whispered. “We can never take this back,” she added, shaking her head.
 

Her words tightened my chest and my nuts. “I’m sure. Take him into you,” I whispered back.
 

Sofia relaxed the muscles in her legs.
 

I glanced down in time to see the hard shaft slip into her hot hole.
 

She moaned and squeezed my hands, then her eyes rolled back into her head. She shook her head back and forth as she let go of one of my hands and grabbed her stiff nipple between a finger and a thumb.
 

“Holy fuck that’s tight,” Carlos grunted behind her.
 

The animal part of my mind took over. I yanked Sofia’s shirt up.
 

Her bountiful breasts came tumbling out, nipples rigid and begging to be suckled.
 

I sank to my knees and slurped one of them into my mouth.
 

Even as Sofia continued to ride Carlos, she leaned forward and cupped her tit, holding it against my lips for me to suck. When I accidentally nibbled on it, she gasped, the pulled me even closer. “Harder!” she hissed.
 

I could almost feel Carlos’ cock throbbing through her body. I clamped down on the rigid bud with my teeth.
 

Sofia screamed. Her body went tight.
 

“Fuck!” Carlos barked.
 

I opened my eyes and tried to look down but Sofia had me pressed against her too tight. It was only by the ripples of her muscles flexing through her that I knew she had begun to orgasm.
 

Carlos’ rhythmic grunts made me certain he had begun to do the same.
 

How can I describe how high and low I felt at the same time at what was happening? So full of love for having given Sofia this gift and yet so hollow at knowing it would forever be another man she remembered as her first, and not me.
 

It was a deliciously depraved contradiction.
 

The two of them fell nearly silent, save for the wet squishing of Carlos’ cock plying through her soft folds.
 

I closed my eyes and let the sound surround me. Somewhere through it I thought I could hear the sounds of his cock flexing and pulsing inside her, sending his hot and potent seed splattering against the walls of her unprotected pussy.
 

My knees began to burn from the pain of kneeling. As I tried to adjust my position, my own throbbing cock rubbed against my underwear. The friction sent me over the edge.
 

My own emission began. Submerged by the pleasure of a climax, I could not let go of the thought that in that very moment it was Carlos who was filling her with his seed.
 

Mine was landing in impotent clumps inside my boxers, never to feel the inside of her, never to have a chance at inseminating her and making her belly swell.
 

I revelled in the moment, feeling like I was flying and getting dragged across the rocky ground all at the same time.
 

“Puta madre…” Carlos grunted from the couch, shattering my blissful state.
 

Sofia let go of the back of my head. She took a long, deep breath and slowly opened her eyes.
 

Our gazes met and we stared at each other with a fresh love neither of us had ever felt before.
 

Carlos grunted again and slapped Sofia’s ass.
 

This ended our moment. She rolled her eyes, shook her head and heaved up off of him.
 

As his cock popped out of her it flexed one last time sending a spurt of semen onto his abdomen. “Ay, fuck!” he said, pushing Sofia away.
 

But he had filled her with such a copious load that even as she tried to scramble off him cum dribble out of her onto his underwear, pants and socks.
 

Sofia stood up and folded her arms across her chest again, eyeing him with anger and defiance. “Okay. Now get the fuck out,” she snapped.
 

Carlos, not knowing at all what to make of what had just happened, stood up shaking his head. He pulled his pants up and lumbered over to the door where he pulled his boots on. He looked at us with one eyebrow raised. “You a crazy bitch, you know that?” he said, pointing at Sofia.
 

“Out,” she said, staring at the door.
 

I don’t think you’d have found a man who would have argued with her in that moment.
 

Carlos stormed out, slamming the door behind him. A few minutes later we heard the engine of his truck roar as he pulled away from the house.
 

Sofia let out a sigh. She held out her hand.
 

I couldn’t stop staring at the thick river of white ooze running down her thigh.
 

“Come on,” she whispered. “Let’s get you in the shower and cleaned up. I should…I should try to piss this out.”
 






Chapter 16


And so I stood in the shower, steam rising around me from the hot water splashing along my back, watching as Sofia sat on the toilet letting Carlos’ deposit ooze out of her.
 

She sat slightly hunched over, her shirt bunched up at her waist, her delicate and pointed toes supporting her weight. Every so often she would look up at me and smile.
 

I could tell that the moment had meant as much to her as it had to me. After a long, hot soak, I turned the water off and stepped out of the bath.
 

Sofia stood up, reached behind her and flushed, sending Carlos’ spunk spiralling down into the gutters.
 

After towelling off I wrapped my arms around her, cloaking her in the towel with me.
 

“Ben,” she whispered affectionately.
 

“Do you want me to…I mean, I could…” I glanced down between us, hoping I wouldn’t have to name the filthy act I was proposing.
 

Sofia shook her head. “I know I shouldn’t have,” she whispered. I appreciated that she didn’t apologize. I was quickly learning that Sofia was a woman who didn’t apologize for much, if anything at all.
 

“Don’t be silly,” I whispered. “I told you to do it. Did it feel good?”
 

She nodded and smiled. “I didn’t know it would feel so good, having a man inside me.”
 

The words were like a stake through my heart. My cock had hardened again by this time and I was desperate to feel the warmth of Sofia’s insides. I didn’t want to pressure her, though. So I said nothing about it.
 

My bouncing cock was suggestive enough. If she wanted it, too, I knew she would ask for it.
 

She led me into the bedroom and we both crawled under the covers. Turning her back she let me wrap my arms around her. We lay there in the silence and the darkness for some time.
 

“Markos told me something today,” I said after a while.
 

“Did you have a good first day? Or was he a jerk? He can be such an ass.”
 

“I had a…day, I guess.”
 

Sofia giggled at this. “Was he mean to you, Ben?” she asked.
 

“No. Just a little rough around the edges. I guess that’s to be expected from someone who spends their days dealing with guys like Carlos.”
 

“Don’t let him get to you. He’s always trying to be such a big shot.”
 

A few more minutes of silence passed before I spoke again. “He is sort of a big shot, isn’t he? I mean with the construction company and all those people working for him. And that house. He must be doing really well.”
 

Sofia snickered. “He’s as broke as the day he started that business. Can’t stop spending money and on the most pointless things, too. He’s so insecure he needs to spend all his money to keep up the appearance of being such a success. It’s pretty pathetic, if you ask me.”
 

It took me a few more minutes to gather the courage to tell her about what I’d learned that day. “Sofia?”
 

“What is it?”
 

My cock flexed, pressing between her ass cheeks, the tip touching her tight back hole. I pined to be inside her.
 

Sofia giggled and wriggled her hips a little. “Are you still horny? I thought you’d come. When…when Carlos was…” She left the sentence unfinished.
 

“Markos told me about your agreement,” I finally managed to admit.
 

Sofia went a little stiff in my arms but only for a moment. Then she sighed.
 

“Is it true?”
 

She pondered the question. “He walked in on me tugging someone off,” she said quietly.
 

“Who?”
 

Sofia shrugged. “I can’t remember. It doesn’t matter. That ass hole laughed and laughed. He said he’d tell my mother.”
 

“But?”
 

“But I made him an offer I knew he wouldn’t be able to refuse.”
 

“You told him he could fuck you?” I asked, breathless. I wanted to know the truth and run away from all this at the same time.
 

“I told him he could fuck me after I…” She paused, as if to choose her words. “I didn’t know it would happen like that. I always thought my husband would be the first…”
 

I shuddered at her words. “And now Carlos was the first.”
 

Sofia nodded. “He was. I guess he always will be, huh? I suppose a part of him will always be inside me somehow.”
 

The admission twisted my insides again. “Are you going to do it? Are you going to let Markos fuck you?”
 

Sofia turned around to face me. She put a warm palm on my cheek. “I have to, Benny. He’ll tell mother if I don’t. Does it bother you?”
 

I had to look away. “I think…this…yes. I think it does.”
 

“Why?”
 

I sighed. How to explain? “This is different. He’s not just some guy. You can’t just throw him away when you’re done.”
 

Sofia’s usual sunny disposition faltered. The corners of her mouth quivered, if only for a moment. She sighed and her shoulders slumped forward.
 

Good God, for a moment I thought she was going to…cry.
 

“Sofia? What’s wrong? What is it?” I asked softly.
 

She turned, put an arm around my back and drew me in close. “You’re right,” she whispered. “I know you are.” She shook her head, her eyes wandering along my chest. “Maybe I shouldn’t have done it but…”
 

“But you did,” I said, finishing her sentence. “And what’s done is done. There’s no use regretting past decisions. What we need to do is find a way out of it. A way that’ll placate Markos enough that he won’t tell your mother.”
 

Sofia shook her head. “It’s no use, Ben. He’s scum and there’s no way he’ll let me out of the deal. Or you, for that matter. Because you’re part of it too, now, I guess.”
 

It was a menacing prospect, that Markos might be able to plunder my bride. Not just because I felt a certain distaste for him, but because it was as much about power for him as anything else. I could tell.
 

We spent a long time lying together in silence and darkness. Wicked thoughts rolled through my mind and I felt unsettled, the way you do before a coming storm.
 

Sofia’s body shook a little in my arms as she began to slip into sleep.
 

I leaned forward, kissed her forehead and whispered “I love you, Sofia.”
 

A faint smile spread across her lips. “I love you too, baby. I love you too.”
 

It was with a certain resignation that I began to drift off, too. A thought struck me, jolting me awake. “Sofia? Sofi?” I whispered.
 

“Hmm?” she answered, her voice soft as a breath.
 

“How is it, if your mother is that conservative, that she tolerates Markos running around with his secretary? Does she even know about it?”
 

Sofia’s eyes popped open wide. She sucked in a breath and rose up on her elbows, suddenly reanimated by what she’d heard. “Ben? What?”
 

“Didn’t you know?” I asked.
 

“Ben are you serious?” Sofia asked, grabbing my arm and shaking me.
 

“I’m serious. I mean, I’m pretty sure I am. This morning I heard them having an argument but then by this afternoon, when I was leaving with Carlos, I’m pretty sure I saw Aileen naked in Markos’ office,” I said.
 

Sofia went very quiet. Her eyes glazed over but I could tell her mind was spinning.
 

A certain excitement filled me at whatever it was she was cooking up. After a while I couldn’t take it any longer. “Sof? Sofi? What is it? Are you thinking of telling your mother about this?” I asked.
 

A wicked smile curled one corner of Sofia’s mouth. “Oh no,” she answered quietly. “What a waste that would be!”
 

“Then what?”
 

The smile blossomed along her lips. “I think we can come up with something better than that,” she replied.
 

“Something that will keep him from fucking you?” I said, breathless at the possibility that there was a way out of their arrangement.
 

“I think so. But first we’ll get him as close to it as we possibly can. You know, tease him a little. Oh who am I kidding? Tease him a lot. Then, right before he’s about to slip his cock into my pussy, when he’s so close that he can practically feel my tightness around him, we’ll let him in on our little secret.” She grinned and clapped her hands together. “He’ll never forget how close he came to being inside me. He’ll carry it with him until the day he dies.”
 

My chest swelled with glee.
 

It sounded like the perfect plan.
 






Chapter 17


Markos seemed in an unusually good mood when I arrived the next morning. He was laughing and joking around with some of the guys.
 

Carlos was there with them, standing by the trailer drinking a coffee out of a giant mug. The group noticed me walking towards them from the bus stop and the conversation died down.
 

Markos turned his back to me and muttered something that caused them to burst out laughing.
 

The pang of shame and humiliation that rushed through me was momentary. I was almost certain that whatever Markos had said had been about me. I was also pretty sure that it had something to do with Carlos fucking Sofia the night before.
 

But I didn’t care. I had a mission and nothing was going to get in my way. I waved and smiled a cheerful “hello” at the group of men.
 

“Broom’s over there, Benny,” Markos said, pointing at the broomstick propped up and ready for me by the stairs.
 

Ignoring their leering stares, I picked it up and started walking towards the site.
 

“Hey Benny!” Markos called out after me.
 

I turned to see what he wanted.
 

He put his big hairy paw on one of the guy’s shoulders. “Doug’s turn tonight okay?”
 

Blood rushed from my head to my cock as the vision of stocky, sunburned Doug rutting between Sofia’s legs. I forced a smile. “Sure, Markos. Anything you say.”
 

The gang fell silent. One guy’s jaw dropped. A few seconds later they all burst into raucous laughter as I walked away.
 

The day would have crawled by were it not for my mission. Sofia, in her excitement, had ordered me to keep an eye out for Markos and Aileen alone inside the trailer. She wanted me to sneak up and take a picture of Aileen in Markos’ arms with my phone.
 

I’d been a little nervous when she suggested it. I didn’t really want to get caught. Who knew what Markos would do? Smash my phone to get rid of the evidence? Would he fire me if he found out? Or would he come up with some way of humiliating me in front of the crew?
 

But Sofia had convinced me to go through with it. It was really the only way to get the upper hand and I eventually realized it was worth the risk.
 

She’d said that if I managed to snap an incriminating picture she would be able to stop accepting Markos’ “gifts” of a dirty construction worker at the end of each day.
 

That brought mixed emotions for me, but I understood what it must have been like for her. She was used to a different sort of man, after all.
 

So I spent most of the day keeping one eye on the trailer. There were a few occasions where I thought I had them. I even saw them making out through the window once. But just as I was about to sneak over from the job site Rodney the supervisor shouted at me to come and clean up some lasagna one of the guys had dropped on the floor while having lunch.
 

By the end of the day I had nothing. When I arrived back at the trailer, Doug was waiting for me. Holding his lunch pail and grinning. “Need a ride home?” he asked.
 

“Yeah. Sure,” I replied.
 

As we walked to his car, Markos emerged from the trailer. “Hey Benny! Tell your fiance hello from me!”
 

A wave of low chuckles rolled out from behind us, from the guys leaving the site.
 

Doug drove the way he walked. Slowly and swaying from side to side a little bit.
 

A few times I wondered if he’d been drinking. I didn’t dare ask. He didn’t seem like a bad guy, just not the kind of guy you wanted to say the wrong thing too.
 

Sitting in his Mazda he seemed more fat than stocky, all bunched up in his seat. He had hairy arms with two gold bracelets wrapped tightly around his thick wrists. He wore a gold chain around his hairy neck that glinted every time it caught the light of the sun.
 

When we arrived at Sofia’s he didn’t hesitate the way Carlos had. I assumed this was because Carlos had already explained to him what was going to happen. He killed the engine, got out of the car and walked right up to the front door of the house. He stabbed a fat finger against the button for the doorbell, then let himself in without waiting for a response.
 

I followed him inside to find Sofia walking around the house in a very sheer lingerie robe with nothing on underneath, popping bonbons into her mouth. When she saw Doug in the hall pulling his boots off her normally cheerful expression faded.
 

I guess you didn’t get it? her look seemed to say.
 

I shook my head from behind Doug, who had already started working himself out of his pants.
 

Sofia sighed.
 

My heart sank a little. Mostly because I had disappointed her. She did enjoy other men but Doug was a whole other ball game.
 

When he’d finally disrobed and was standing naked in the hall between the two of us, we both had trouble not staring at him.
 

He was really just a fattened up slab of hairy beef. There was certainly muscle down beneath the layers of fat under his skin, tempered into a hard mass of flesh from years of hard labour. But the package it came in was something you wanted to be looking away from, not at.
 

After a few moments Sofia’s eyes ran up and down his body, pausing and widening slightly at his cock, something I had yet to see. “You’re just a filthy pig, aren’t you?” she asked, taunting him with a slight smile.
 

That wiped the perverted grin of his lips. He lumbered over to where she was standing and grabbed her by the chin.
 

It sent a rush of adrenaline through me and ignited a protective instinct. Shouldn’t I, after all, as her future husband, step in and smack this brute upside the head? Tell him to treat my wife-to-be like the lady she was?
 

“And you’re just a filthy little slut, ain’t you?” Doug growled.
 

For some reason this caused Sofia to burst into giggles.
 

This enraged Doug even more. Dropping his hand to her throat, he pushed her backwards, into the living room and practically threw her down onto the couch.
 

Sofia, seemingly unperturbed by being so violently manhandled, continued to chuckle as if amused to no end by the whole thing.
 

She was lying half on her back with her legs slightly spread so I could just make out the first hint of her wet slit.
 

Doug knelt down on the couch and turned sideways.
 

I got my first glance of his impressive seeding muscle. It was only half-hard but thick like the rest of him. It began to grow as he started pumping it, inflating like a fire hose being charged with water from a hydrant. Doug turned to look at me. “Hey kid,” he grunted. “How about a little help down there?” he said, jutting his chin towards Sofia’s soft and drooling hole.
 

My own cock was already charged up well enough. His crude invitation to eat out my own wife only served to engorge it more. I shuffled through the living room and dropped to my knees between Sofia’s legs.
 

She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. Doug was still holding her by the chin, easing her jaw open so he could stuff his fat prick into her mouth. But Sofia had an excited, almost electric look in her eye.
 

This excited me even more. I reached up between her thighs, spread her legs wider and leaned forward to begin my meal.
 

I couldn’t suppress the moan that rose up through me at the sharp taste of her tart and citrusy snatch. She was leaking quite a bit. Her mucus was thick and creamy, a sign that she was very aroused from being treated so roughly.
 

I let my mind linger for a moment, on the evolutionary mechanisms that must had led to her body’s reaction. Somewhere deep down inside her psyche, she must have desired a man to treat her that way. Someone who could dominate her, do whatever he wanted with her, stuff his cock into whatever hole he pleased.
 

These all must have been signals to her body that his body was a strong host that carried good seed. Seed that surely had an excellent chance of lodging itself inside her and sprouting into something new?
 

A violent shudder passed through me at the thought. One that Sofia felt.
 

I was sure of this because a moment before Doug stuffed his stiff meat into her mouth, Sofia’s eyes went wide and a smile began to form on her lips.
 

I had the perfect vantage point to witness the debauchery. Pressed against her flaps, my mouth filled with hot fluid from her insides, I could see the curve of the underside of her breast and her face in profile.
 

She gobbled his cock into her mouth like a hungry whore, accompanied by filthy, muffled gurgles as the head of it touched the back of her throat.
 

Excitement laced with panic began to race through me as I watched Doug using her mouth like a cunt. His face started to turn red as he fucked her and I started to get worried he might have a heart condition. With that much weight at that age…
 

Tears began rolling down Sofia’s cheeks but I knew she was loving what he was doing to her by how her pussy changed taste and the volume of liquid it excreted.
 

I began to rub myself through my pants, bringing myself perilously close to edge after edge of orgasm before yanking myself back to draw my pleasure out.
 

Then, just as I began to think I wouldn’t be able to hold back, Doug yanked his cock out of her throat. “Out of the fucken’ way kid!” he shouted.
 

He pushed my away with a hand to the chest.
 

Wait! She isn’t on…don’t finish inside!
 

The words bubbled up out of me but my arousal prevailed. Leaning to one side I locked eyes with a smiling Sofia. I heard her pussy split as Doug plowed his seething cock into her depths.
 

Sofia let out the tiniest but most satisfied breath. Shaking back and forth on the couch as Doug fucked himself to climax, her eyes didn’t leave mine once.
 

Doug’s hips thrust forward in one final, massive lunge, spearing his seeding muscle deep inside Sofia’s fertile folds. He threw his head back and roared through clenched teeth.
 

Knowing that his ejaculate was shooting through his cock and up into her made me cry out. I grabbed my own cock and started to rub it frantically.
 

My own eruption came a few seconds later. As I watched the dirty old fucker start lunging at my Sofia again, possibly impregnating her, I let out a pained cry of pleasure.
 

Sofia’s smile turned into a soft laugh.
 

As Doug came down off his orgasm his mood darkened again. “The fuck you laughing at?” he snapped.
 

Sofia nodded towards me.
 

Doug turned to see me panting on the floor, a dark stain growing in my lap. “Oh,” he grunted. “That.” He pulled his cock out of her without ceremony. It was a sagging, dripping mess of his own cum and Sofia’s juices. It dripped along the carpet as he walked to the hall to collect his things.
 

Sofia and I gazed into each others eyes and waited for him to leave. When the door slammed shut, my eyes fell to the hot pink and creamy mess he’d made of her cunt.
 

“And here I thought you were going to be a good boy and tell him he couldn’t finish inside me,” Sofia whispered, biting her lip. “You know this could get me pregnant.”
 

I shuddered again as I crawled towards her on the floor. “I’m sorry my love,” I whispered. “It was selfish of me. I…it felt so good and I just…I couldn’t bring myself to…”
 

Sofia smiled and ran her fingers through my hair. “Shh,” she whispered. “It’s alright, pet.” She brought me closer, her hand on my chin the same way Doug’s had been on hers. “Come,” she whispered. “Eat.”
 






Chapter 18


It took a full week before I finally managed to snap the picture I needed. I often wonder whether my subconscious had something to do with it taking that long. Seeing Sofia defiled by Carlos, then Doug, had left a powerful impression on me.
 

Late one night, right before she fell asleep, she confessed to me how turned on it made her watching me watch her while she was being fucked by another man.
 

It was certainly a dangerous game. On not one single occasion did I manage to warn any of the guys that she took between her legs that she was unprotected. I watched as cock after cock ejaculated inside her. Sometimes she would let me clean up the mess. But sometimes, and I confess these were very erotic for me, she would let me masturbate onto her belly. Then she’d play with the pool of my semen, all the while telling me all about what it felt like having another man’s seed inside of her.
 

I became a slave to her teasing.
 

But the moment came and it was just too perfect to give up.
 

I had gotten up a little earlier and jumped on an earlier bus than usual. When I arrived at the site there was no one there but the lights were on in the trailer. I crept up as quietly as I could and peered in through the window to find Markos’ cock impaled inside a very anguished-looking Aileen.
 

I pulled out my camera and snapped four pictures before creeping away into the shadows. Lurking there, I emailed the pictures to myself just to be safe.
 

That afternoon I returned to the trailer to find Markos waiting with Ron, a tall and quite handsome young black man.
 

Markos greeted me with a grin. “Hey Benny. Ron’s giving you a ride home tonight.” He turned and slapped Ron on the back. “Go get your car, Ron. I need a few words with Benny here,” he said.
 

Ron picked up his lunch pail and obediently walked away to retrieve his car.
 

Markos put a hand on my shoulder. “Hey buddy,” he said, squeezing my shoulder so hard my knees nearly buckled. “I couldn’t find anyone else for today. Don’t let Ronald there fuck her though, 'kay? She might be a slut but even a slut should have her limits. No way should that colour dick feel the inside of a pure white pussy, if you know what I’m sayin’?” Markos slapped me on the back and walked up the trailer steps. “Oh yeah,” he added. “I told him he was getting some at your place. Just for fun. Maybe take a picture of his disappointment when you turn him away?” He burst out into laughter and slammed his fist against the trailer wall, then disappeared inside.
 

At first I was aghast. What a terrible racist thing to say! But as Ron and I drove to Sofia’s house, I realized that this was my little chance to get back at Markos for being such a jerk.
 

I did have a moment of hesitation. A few days before Sofia had mentioned to me how sore her pussy was from getting fucked by roughnecks every day. She’d asked me to put more effort into capturing the image we’d use to teach Markos a lesson.
 

Now I had that image, a few of them, in my pocket. It seemed a bit unfair for her to have to endure another ravaging just for my pleasure.
 

But my own lusty desire of seeing her with a black man, coupled with how bad I would feel turning Ron away after what Markos had told him, convinced me to tell a little white lie.
 

When the two of us walked into the house Sofia was waiting in the hallway, wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt. She still looked sexy but was decidedly unprepared for another tryst. Our eyes met and hers went wide with expectation.
 

Did you get it? her expression asked.
 

I took a breath, bit the inside of my lip, then shook my head.
 

Sofia’s shoulders fell.
 

“Where y’all wanna’ do this shit?” Ron asked, thumbs hooked on his belt.
 

Sofia flashed him a tight smile, walked past him, and put her arm under mine. “Give us a minute will you?” she asked. She led me into the living room. “Ben I don’t think I can take another cock inside me right now. My pussy’s been rubbed raw. You didn’t get anything?”
 

“I…I’m sorry,” I lied. It hurt me a bit to say it.
 

Sofia huffed and rolled her eyes. “Okay. I’ll just…I’ll give him a blow job or something. I don’t want Markos suspecting that something is up. But will you please try harder tomorrow?”
 

“Yes, Sofia,” I replied, nodding. “Of course I will.” And so it was with a somewhat guilty conscience that I followed her and Ron up the stairs and watched them get undressed.
 

By the time he had his clothes off he was already quite hard. He had a nice cock, long and straight, not as thick as the others, but shiny and black. When he began to crawl between her legs, though, Sofia pushed him away. She sat up and opened her mouth to begin fellating him.
 

“The fuck?” Ron snapped. “I didn’t drive all this way for no fucken’ blow job. Get on your knees, bitch!” Before she could react, he had thrown her onto the bed, spun her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up so her pussy and ass were exposed to him.
 

Despite the soreness, her deliciously pink sheath was glistening with wet. But as Ron pressed the head of his cock against it, Sofia let out a pained cry. “Please! I can’t! It hurts too much,” she said, the sentence finishing with a whimper.
 

Ron huffed, obviously annoyed by the situation.
 

My heart swelled inside my chest as his gaze moved up to the beautiful black eyelet, entrance to her ass hole, the wrinkled rim closing as if in a wink.
 

He dragged his cock up and down her slit a few times, until he’d collected a good dollop of her clear goo at the end of it. Then he pulled it up higher and took aim at her anus.
 

Sofia’s eyes popped open as the head of his cock slipped into her ass. “Wait, what?!?” she gasped. “I don’t…I don’t do that!”
 

“You do now,” Ron answered. He drove the rest of himself into her with a thrust and a grunt.
 

Sofia’s first reaction was to wince. Her fingers curled into claws and dug into the sheets. But as Ron’s heavy ball sack slapped against her pussy, her expression changed. The wince faded, replaced by a lusty snarl as he began sawing into her innards.
 

Her pussy began to dilate and constrict like the mouth of a hungry worm begging to be fed. A few moments later thick drops of her own warm dew began dripping from it down onto the sheets.
 

My own arousal mirrored hers, more or less. I had never seen Sofia take a cock to the ass and the excitement it inspired wasn’t something I was prepared for. The closer she got to an anal orgasm, the harder my own cock became.
 

Ron was off in his own world, staring at her ass bouncing off his pelvis. I’m sure he didn’t see the way she was staring at me, one side of her face pressed against the sheets. As his thrusts became more spasmic, Sofia’s expression grew placid for a moment. The calm before the coming storm.
 

Come, baby. Come.
 

She mouthed the words at me.
 

I had barely enough time to whip out my own member. 
 

Ron began to ejaculate into her bottom and Sofia screamed. A spurt of clear juice gushed out of her, slathering Ron’s balls.
 

I managed to wrap a fist around my cock just in time. Three pumps and I was spilling my own seed onto the carpet, staring at Sofia and Ron coming off of the tail ends of their shared climax.
 

What I didn’t expect, and it’s something I’ll never forget, is what happened next. Ron eased himself out of her, grabbed her by the back of the neck and hauled her up to sit on her haunches on the bed. Holding his deflating cock in one hand, he looked straight into her eyes. “Clean it. I ain’t goin’ home with no shit-smellin’ dick.”
 

This once again inspired a burst of giggles from Sofia. She was still laughing when he stuffed his cock into her mouth.
 

“Yeah, you keep laughin’, bitch. Shit’s hilarious.”
 

I was a little annoyed with him for talking to her like that. It was hot, sure, but it was also a little rude. Especially considering he was supposed to have walked away from here without fucking her. He didn’t know that, though, so I guess there was no reason to hold it against him.
 

As he stuffed his cock into her mouth and throat, Sofia gagged and coughed, sending a glob of sperm sputtering out of her mouth and down her chin. She licked him clean like an obedient slut, though and soon it was just the two of us, Ron having let himself out.
 

Sofia was a filthy mess. Cum was still oozing out of her ass hole and dripping off her chin. She smiled at me. “Satisfied?” she asked.
 

I frowned. “What do you mean?”
 

Sofia smirked and shook her head. “Well I thought that since you already had the pictures you needed there must have been some other reason you brought Ron over and let him fuck my ass.”
 

My mouth fell open. “How…how did you…”
 

Sofia laughed and shook her head. “You sent those pictures to me you silly boy!” she said, standing up and off the bed. She walked towards me, her face covered in cum and more of it leaking out of her ass. “And here I was going to let you have sex with me today for being such a star and getting the pictures we need.”
 

The look she gave me next I will never forget. Her hand came up between my legs, grabbed my balls and squeezed so hard it knocked the wind right out of me. Sofia levelled me with an icy stare. “Don’t you ever lie to me again. Understand?” she snapped.
 

“Oh God, Sofi,” I moaned, grimacing with pain. “I swear, never again!”
 

Her smile returned almost instantly. She let go of my nuts.
 

I doubled over and fell onto my knees on the ground.
 

“Oh baby,” Sofia whispered. “I’m sorry. That was a little too hard, wasn’t it?”
 

“A little bit,” I whimpered.
 

“Well, you were still a good boy today. So while you’re down there…” She turned, spread her ass cheeks apart and bent slightly forward.
 

Her dark hole, drooling Ron’s spunk, beckoned to me.
 

I rose up and pressed my lips against it.
 

I heard Sofia grunt and tighten her insides.
 

I closed my eyes as a warm fart of cum splattered into my mouth.
 






Chapter 19


The next day was a joy for me. I arrived at work a little late to find Markos in a foul mood, spewing expletives in Greek at his employees. When he saw me he came storming over. “You! Benny! Where the fuck have you been?!? There’s messes to clean up.”
 

“Sorry boss,” I said, a cheery smile on my face. “I slept in.”
 

Markos’ eyes narrowed. “Oh yeah?”
 

“Yeah,” I said, risking a nod and another smile. It was a bit rude but I was elated that we finally had him on the hook.
 

Markos fury turned into a wicked grin. “You finally get to fuck your own fiance last night?” he asked. “Or was she too sore?” He let out a loud, belching belly laugh.
 

I smiled. “Actually she was too sore,” I replied. “Ron had to take her in the ass.” I was just enjoying myself too much.
 

That wiped the smile right off his face. “Say what?” he snarled.
 

“I felt bad. He thought he was coming over to…you know. I just couldn’t send him home.”
 

Markos jaw jutted forward and his hands curled into fists at his side.
 

For a moment I was really worried he was going to punch me. You know in cartoons where the characters sometimes have steam coming out of their ears and their faces are all red? It was kind of like that. “You let that fucken’…”
 

“Hey boss.”
 

Markos turned to see who’d said it.
 

Ron walked by wearing a hard hat, lunch pail in hand, whistling.
 

Markos replied with a grunt before turning back to me. He jabbed a stiff finger against my chest. “You just bought yourself your worst nightmare, Benny,” he said, seething. “I’m driving you home tonight. Then I’m gonna’ take what’s mine.”
 

All I could do was nod. “Sure, boss,” I said. “Sure.”
 

For a few moments after walking away from Markos I felt like I was walking on air. We had him right where we wanted him. It had been Sofia’s idea to tell him about Ron. Somehow she knew what his reaction would be and she’d been right on.
 

But as the day wore on a dark and brooding mood gripped me. The more I thought about bringing Markos home and revealing the pictures to him, the more I began to wonder what would happen if we didn’t.
 

By lunch I was a nervous wreck. I couldn’t chase the visions of Markos balls deep inside Sofia out of my mind. It would be a terrible, vile and filthy thing. 
 

Which made it an incredibly difficult fantasy to resist. As troubled as I’d been by it before, I now became almost obsessed with seeing it through.
 

The trouble was, of course, Sofia. She had said from the beginning that it wasn’t something she wanted to do. 
 

This only sharpened my interest even more and by the time Markos was speeding through the streets on the drive home I was busy coming up with ways to convince her to take him between her legs.
 

But by the time we pulled into the driveway a moment of sanity had allowed me to change my mind. No matter how much Sofia loved me it wouldn’t be fair to ask her to do this. I’d been lucky enough to spend the week watching her take cock after cock into her pussy. Sometimes you just had to be happy with what you had.
 

So you can imagine how conflicted I felt when Markos stormed through the door with me hot in his heels, to find Sofia seated on the couch in a white robe, open at the front, one tit peeking out, rubbing her pussy.
 

Ah yes, this was to be the great tease before the reveal.
 

“Markos,” she said, smiling and standing up to greet him. She let the other side of her bathrobe fall open, revealing her other breast. “What a surprise! I wasn’t expecting you!” 
 

She was laying it on a little thick, I thought, but enjoying herself, I guess.
 

“Oh yeah?” Markos said, already tugging his belt open. “You had a good week?” he asked.
 

I stood paralyzed in the corner. Sofia and I hadn’t discussed how we were going to present our evidence to Markos. I guessed she would give me some sort of signal or tell him outright. In the meantime I stood watching and waiting to see what happened next.
 

“What do you think you’re doing?” Sofia asked, feigning shock as Markos’ pants fell to the floor.
 

“What does it look like?” Markos shot back. “I’m collecting on our little deal you slut. You enjoy that black dick in your ass last night?” he snapped, tearing his shirt apart to reveal his broad and hairy chest.
 

Sofia flashed me a devious smile.
 

My palms were sweaty and it took all of my will to force a smile back. My cock was hard, I could hear my pulse beating in my ears.
 

The trouble was, the closer Markos got to fucking her, the more I began to doubt myself. Would I be able to do what Sofia wanted and reveal the pictures? Or would my lust consume me and leave me helpless to watch as he had his way with her?
 

“Get on your knees,” Markos growled.
 

Sofia’s smile widened. She flashed me a look as she sank to her knees.
 

My own knees shook beneath me.
 

“That’s it,” Markos growled. “Open that little slut mouth of yours.”
 

Tilting her head to one side, Sofia parted her lips and pushed out her pretty, pink tongue. She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye and when Markos, busy fishing his cock out of his underwear , wasn't looking waggled an eyebrow.
 

An aching lust gripped my midriff. I’d never been so turned on by anything in my life. And at the same time I knew this was so wrong, that Sofia didn’t really want to go through with this and that I should put a stop to it by revealing the pictures on my phone.
 

Markos’ cock flopped out of his underwear before springing to attention. It was an olive coloured slab, foreskin cut and balls shaved which lengthened his already impressive girth of what seemed to be nearly nine inches.
 

Sofia’s eyes widened at the sight. They seemed to glaze over slightly as Markos pumped the member in front of her face, as if she were succumbing to a trance his swaying snake induced.
 

Markos was looking down at her, a lusty snarl curling one side of his mouth.
 

She turned her head slightly to look at me again.
 

As our eyes met I felt an elation and arousal grip me. Somewhere beneath it, in the deepest currents of my emotion, there was also a certain despondence. I didn’t want Sofia to do anything she didn’t want to do, of course I didn’t. But this was just so wrong and so…depraved in a way that I had realized I would not be the one to make it stop.
 

I simply couldn’t.
 

“Yeah, look at your boyfriend, you little whore,” Markos growled. “You two have your moment. You’re a couple of perverts, you know that?”
 

He had worked his cock up to a formidable stiffness. With a hand on Sofia’s cheek, he furrowed his meat into her mouth with a lascivious grin. “Fuck I’ve been waiting for that a long time,” he groaned.
 

Sofia did, in fact, take him like an obedient whore. She sat with her hands on her thighs, her mouth wide open to accommodate Markos’ girth, letting him fuck her like she was a sex doll. Every so often she would look at me.
 

She didn’t raise her eyebrows anymore. But she didn’t have to. We knew each other well enough by now. The agreement had been made silently, with a series of knowing glances and nothing more.
 

Sofia was going to allow Markos to defile her. And she was going to let me watch.
 

Bending his knees, Markos reached out with both hands and swept her hair back from her face. He pulled it into a tight pony tail behind her head and held it there as he continued fucking her mouth.
 

Sofia didn’t resist, just sat patiently as he took his pleasure.
 

His thrusts quickened.
 

My cock rose between my legs and I wanted desperately to touch myself. But this time I would not succumb. I had already decided that this would be the final act I would make either of us endure. I had a plan that would make certain of that.
 

Markos’ thrusting into Sofia’s mouth became increasingly rough.
 

Sofia didn’t wince or budge.
 

When I saw him grimace my heart raced and my whole being seemed to lift until it felt as if I were floating and not standing on the ground. Would he finish this way? Would he mark her, then leave us, his blessing of our union given in the form of a hot deposit of his seed on my bride’s face?
 

Markos yanked his cock out of Sofi’s mouth and started pumping it.
 

She sat perfectly still, staring straight ahead at his sack swinging between his legs.
 

“Eyes up here, slut,” Markos gasped.
 

Tilting her chin up just slightly, Sofia gazed up into his eyes.
 

The first arc of his spunk erupted from the head of his cock, went sailing through the air and landed diagonally across her cheek and nose with a wet slap.
 

Markos’ choked his cock with his hand, waiting for his hose to charge before releasing it with another stroke. Another blob of yellowish-white goo shot from the head with a slippery hiss. It landed on her forehead and almost immediately began running down her nose.
 

Sofia was unmoved. She continued looking up at him and staring into his eyes, her mouth frozen in a polite smile.
 

After a few more ejaculations, Markos grunted, slid his hand to the head of his cock and shook off the last few dribbles of his emission onto Sofia’s cheek.
 

I stared at his engorged and throbbing cock. It had barely deflated and, in fact, seemed just as hard as when he had slipped it into her mouth.
 

It was only when he stepped around Sofia, to come standing behind her, that she turned to look at me again.
 

I knew it was wrong. I knew I should pull out my phone and hold it up like a talisman, one that would ward off this beast that was about to have his way with her other end.
 

But Sofia, instead of imploring me with her eyes to make him stop, only smiled a little wider and shook her head.
 

You naughty boy, she seemed to say.
 

Markos put a hand on her back and pushed until she was on all fours. He continued pushing until her cheek was pressed against the carpet and her ass still raised high in the air. He eyed her ass and her pussy, fondling himself, as if choosing which one he’d like to have. Then he shook his head. “Nah. Fuck this.”
 

Wait, what?!?
 

Even Sofia looked confused.
 

“Not like this. I could fuck any whore like this,” he said, glancing up at me. “I want to make this special.”
 

A particularly delicious chill raced through me.
 

“Come on sweetheart, get on your back,” he said.
 

Sofia’s eyes went wide with surprise as she lifted herself up off the carpet. Slowly, she turned to face Markos and come sitting in front of him, legs spread.
 

He gazed down at her beautiful body, his cock jumping in his hand. He undid the buttons 
 

Sofia turned for one final glance at me.
 

This was perhaps the most difficult moment. I had been dreading this moment while secretly dreaming about it since I’d found out about their little deal. Was she asking me to make him stop? Did she want me to intercede, to be the hero that saved her from this fate?
 

Or did she, like me, want to find out what it would be like to step over the threshold of this taboo, too.
 

I love you.
 

I mouthed the words.
 

Her expression softened and her eyebrows arched into a loving look. Then, with my blessing, she turned back to Markos, lay down on her back, splayed her legs and reached out to him with her hands. “I’m yours,” she whispered.
 

The words were a hot knife through my heart.
 

Markos knelt before her, rubbing the head of his cock with his thumb while he fiddled with her clit with the other.
 

The sounds of her wet arousal filled the room.
 

He leaned lower over her until his chest was touching hers. His hips were pulled back, the head of his cock brushing against her pussy.
 

Sofia’s legs rose up into the air and she tried to wrap them around his torso but he was too thick. Instead she kept them up, feet dangling and bouncing as he got ready to enter her.
 

Her hands drifted up his hairy arms.
 

The skin on the back of my neck prickled with terror and anticipation.
 

Sofia’s soft hands caressed his back.
 

Markos split her folds with his cock. Slowly, he worked it into her, her hungry cunt sheathing him tightly until he was fully impaled.
 

Sofia’s back arched up off the floor and she moaned. “Oh my God!”
 

“See, baby?” Markos whispered into her ear. “You could have had all that all along.” He pulled his meat out of her before sinking back into her flesh and making her moan again. “It’s alright,” he went on. “Markos gonna’ have you any time he wants now.”
 

I shook at his words. Slipping a hand into my pocket, I touched my phone.
 

After two more thrusts Sofia was writhing beneath him. This was not some put on porn-star act for show. This was a genuine abandon, a succumbing to rapture that I’d never seen her in before.
 

Markos continued to fuck her gently, planting kiss after soft kiss on her cheeks and her neck and her lips.
 

As Sofia approached a climax, her eyes went wide and this time it was from fear. “Markos,” she said, her voice an urgent whisper. “Markos you can’t finish inside me. You have to pull out. I’m not on any birth control and…”
 

“Shh,” Markos soothed. He touched her forehead with the tips of his fingers and began fucking her a little harder. “It’s okay, baby. Everything’s gonna’ be okay. If I put a baby inside you I’ll take care of you. You know that, right? You know that?”
 

Sofia shook her head back and forth on the floor twice before slipping back into the throes of ecstasy. She re-emerged like a swimmer out of the water, trying one last time to fight going under for good. “Markos…but…”
 

“Hey,” Markos interrupted. “I always been good to you, right?” he asked. “Haven’t I always been good to you?”
 

My cock swelled even as a vice twisted closed around my heart.
 

Sofia nodded.
 

“Then do what I ask. This once. Take it for me, Sofi. I’m gonna’ fuck it all into you all soft and gentle. It’s gonna’ feel so hot and good. Right?”
 

And a moment later I saw what was surely Sofia’s last resolve melt away. Any signs of resistance left her body. She opened her legs wider, held them higher up, giving Markos access to the softest, most sacred place of her body. She stared deep into his eyes and touched his cheek with her hand. “Put it into me,” she said. “I’m yours.”
 

After they’d shared a very intimate look, Markos wrapped his hairy arms around her so tight she seemed to disappear beneath him. Only her lithe legs and slender arms could be seen flailing as he fucked the two of them closer and closer to climax.
 

With a tight throat and a dry mouth, I moved along the walls. I slipped my hand into my pocket, touched the phone and pulled it out. I nearly dropped it on the floor.
 

The sound would have shattered this intense and beautiful moment.
 

Markos grunting got louder. Beneath him Sofia began to moan. Her toes curled into claws, then flew open as she convulsed her way closer to orgasm.
 

I lifted the phone, swiped it open and turned the camera on.
 

Markos’ grunting turned into a sort of moaning grumble. His nuts tightened.
 

From where I was standing I now had a clear view of Sofia’s pussy. It was a hot and dripping mess, nearly neon pink with arousal.
 

Markos stiff cock pressed into it like a pile-driver into fertile earth.
 

She dug her fingernails into his back and screamed.
 

The moment had come.
 

Markos froze above her, rising up to reveal her stiff nipples and angst painted across her face.
 

I looked at his cocked, pressed as deeply inside her as it could go. A shiver raced through me again.
 

As I gaped at the thick seeding muscle flexing into her, I imagined the potent load it was delivering. Each flex signalled that another pulse of his ejaculate was being retched into her depths.
 

Her pussy clamped and sucked at his tool, her body intent on draining him, greedy for his deposit and eager to give it the best chance it could to make her belly swell.
 

The moment of silence passed, shattered by another of Markos’ grunts as he resumed fucking.
 

Sofia dove back into the frenzy with him. Clawing at him, she mewled and moaned and pleaded him to fuck all of his cum into her.
 

It was nearly as painful, watching them finish their copulation, as it was hot.
 

When the peak of their ecstasy had passed I waited a good time, until Markos began rising up off of her and pulling himself out. When I had the perfect image in frame, I tapped the screen of the phone.
 

The fake sound of a shutter clicking made them both freeze.
 

Markos looked up at me. His expression darkened, then began to burn with fury as he saw what I was holding and realized what I’d just done. He yanked himself out of Sofia, making her cry out at the sudden emptiness she felt.
 

Markos scrambled up onto his feet. Now, with his cock flapping flaccid and useless between his legs, he looked like nothing more than a hairy ape.
 

A large hairy ape that happened to be charging at me, but a hairy ape nonetheless.
 

“You fucken’ little…” he said, reaching out to try and swipe the phone away from me.
 

But I was too fast. Before he could grasp it I’d pocketed it and darted around behind the couch, hands held up to keep him from starting to beat on me. “Wait! Wait! Listen!” I shouted. I closed my eyes as he bore down on me, crouched behind the couch and waited for the pummelling I was sure would follow.
 

Nothing came.
 

When I dared to open them again, Markos standing above me with his arms folded across his chest, glaring at me. “You got five seconds to wipe that fucken’ picture off that fucken’ phone, Benny,” he growled.
 

I took a deep breath. I hated everything about being brave but I knew this was the only way forward, the only way Sofia and I would be safe from this ever happening again. “No,” I said quietly, shaking my head.
 

“What the fuck did you say?” Markos muttered.
 

“I said no,” I repeated, meeting his gaze. I glanced at Sofia to find her looking almost shocked at what I was doing, a look I’d never seen her wearing before. I turned to look at Markos again. “That was beautiful what just happened,” I said quietly, the memory of their union warming my loins. “But it can never happen again. Sofia’s mine now. You got what you came for and now you’re going to leave. You’re going to be polite at the wedding and give us your best. And then you’re going to leave us alone.”
 

Markos smirked. “Oh yeah? Or what?”
 

“Or I’ll send Electra a picture of what her husband is capable of.”
 

Markos smirked again, rolled his eyes and opened his mouth to speak.
 

“I’ll make sure to copy Aileen on that as well,” I added.
 

The moment of truth had come. Would this beast of a man turn into a vengeful giant and unleash his wrath on me? Or would he slip quietly away and never bother us again?
 

A glance at Sofia revealed that she was just as nervous as me in that moment.
 

Markos, still completely naked, balled his fists a few times as he thought things through. When the tension left his shoulders I let out a breath in relief. “Alright,” he said, waving a paw at me. “Congratu-fucken’-lations. You got me.” He walked around the room collecting his things.
 

Sofia and I stared at him in silence as he got dressed. When he’d put his clothes on he shot her one last look.
 

I thought I saw a certain longing in his eyes. I couldn’t help but wonder how deeply his feelings for her ran. It didn’t matter anymore, though.
 

Markos turned to me. He coughed and shrugged. “Ah, you’re alright, Benny. You keep your mouth shut though, you hear?”
 

I nodded.
 

Markos returned the nod. A moment later he was out the door.
 

Sofia, still sitting on the floor, her pussy dripping his ejaculate out onto the carpet, stared after him for a moment. It was almost a moment too long.
 

It might have been my imagination but I thought I saw that same longing he’d had, mirrored in her expression. And then it was gone. She turned to me with a wide grin. “Ben,” she whispered. “You are such a bad boy.”
 

I didn’t reply. Walking around the couch, I undid my pants, let them fall to the floor and stepped out. I took my shirt off and threw it over the back of the couch. Then I sank to my knees in front of her, eyeing her messy slit. “Get on your back,” I ordered.
 

“Ben, I’m pretty…”
 

“I said get on your back.” I don’t even know where it came from. The words came out sounding more masculine and authoritative than anything I’d ever said.
 

Sofia raised an eyebrow in pleasant surprise at being bossed this way. She lay down on her back as I’d ordered, spread her legs and welcomed me with open arms.
 

Slipping into her tight heat, I knew I wasn’t going to last long. I closed my eyes and savoured the sensation of Markos’ ejaculate swimming inside her and surrounding me. My own cum rushed through my shaft.
 

Sofia kissed my cheek. “If you’re lucky, maybe you can beat him to it,” she whispered. “Oh Ben, that feels good,” she moaned.
 

I fucked her for only a few minutes. But it was long enough to bring her to climax. She was as aroused by the whole thing as I was. When I felt her pussy squeeze me the way it had squeezed Markos’ cock, I blew my load, sending it churning up into her.
 

As we lay on the carpet together, staring up at the ceiling, a calm settled over me. This had been one wild ride but it was time to step back from the madness, to move a little closer to normalcy.
 

There was nothing to be done about all the men that had come inside her. For now all we could do was hope.
 






Epilogue


Unfortunately the wedding had to be postponed. Markos’ grandmother fell ill back in Greece and he had to go back to help with her care.
 

Electra wouldn’t for a moment hear of Sofia getting married without him there.
 

With Markos out of the picture, the two of us fell into a happy routine.
 

I quit my job at his construction company and in a stroke of luck managed to land an internship at a small local museum. The pay was nothing compared to what I’d been making with Markos, but I was happier and there was room to grow. It seemed like it had the potential of leading to a career and not just menial jobs for the rest of my life.
 

Our sex life became a little more mundane, I’ll admit, but I was happy to have Sofia to myself and she seemed happy, too.
 

It was about two months later that she missed her period. She met me at the door when I returned home from work one evening, waving the little wand with the pink stripe showing.
 

I was gripped by a paralysis for a few seconds before my mind started to race, making calculations and guesses as to whether there was any chance it was someone else’s.
 

Sofia lured me into the bedroom with a wicked smile on her face and we made the most passionate love as she whispered naughty hints into my ear about whose it might be.
 

It was a powerful and very titillating fantasy but I’ll admit I already knew the truth.
 

Electra was disappointed at first. Mainly by the fact that Sofia would no longer fit into the wedding dress they’d chosen.
 

But I don’t think she was as big of a prude or as socially conservative as Markos had made her out to be. She rolled her eyes and shook her head but after she’d come to terms with it, she made a few jokes about how I hadn’t been able to wait with such a beautiful woman on my arm.
 

Sofia and I were there when she phoned Markos to tell him about it. It was sort of a treat watching her confusion as she listened to her husband’s strange reaction.
 

For some reason Sofia wore a big smile on her face the whole time.
 

In the end we all decided it would be best to have the wedding before Sofia got too big, whether Markos was there or not.
 

Electra made some calls, reserved the date and called him back to tell him about it. She handed the phone to Sofia, shaking her head. “He wants to talk to you,” she said.
 

Sofia, smiling softly, took the phone and pressed it against her ear. “Yes. Hi. No. We don’t know yet it might be a boy or a girl. It’s too early to tell.” Then a long silence fell. Sofia shrugged. “We’re not sure,” she lied.
 

Markos arrived home a few days later. To our delight he insisted we come over for dinner to celebrate. He spent most of the evening on the edge of his seat until finally, feeling sorry for him, I dragged him off to the balcony after dinner as Sofia and Electra cleaned up the dishes.
 

He’d had a lot to drink and was a little unsteady.
 

I made sure to keep him away from the railing.
 

“Benny, what the fuck is going on? Is it…could it be…” he said, gripping me by the arms.
 

I savoured this final moment of his discomfort as best I could before telling him the truth. “It’s mine, Markos.”
 

Markos let out a massive sigh of relief, slumped against the wall, then sank down to sit down on the floor of the balcony. “Holy fuck,” he muttered, then looked up at me. “Hey, Benny,” he said.
 

“Hm?”
 

“You’re a good kid, you know that?”
 

“Thanks, Markos. You’re alright yourself.” After a while I leaned down and took a seat next to him. It was a funny moment. Neither of us knew what to say but it felt like something had changed between us. A new balance had been struck.
 

“Hey. Why don’t you come back and work for me again?” he said, slurring his speech a little. “Forget about that shitty job you got. What’s that good for anyway?”
 

I shrugged. “It’s what I want. I know it’s not as much money as you make but I’m not like you, Markos. Money isn’t everything to me.”
 

Markos touched his forehead with his fingers. “Money’s nothing, Benny. Money doesn’t mean shit.”
 

It seemed that Markos had had a change of heart himself.
 

After a few more long minutes of silence he put his heavy paw on my shoulder. “You be good to her, Benny,” he said. “She’s a good girl. She deserves…”
 

“I know what she deserves,” I interrupted, smiling at him. “I’m going to give her just that.”
 

Markos cracked a smile. The first real, genuine, hell, the first human smile I’d seen on him.
 

It gave me a warm feeling inside.
 

“You two are gonna’ be alright,” he said. “You two are gonna’ be just fine.”
 

This was something we could agree on. I knew this was something he was absolutely right about.
 

We’d done some crazy stuff, Sofia and I. 
 

But things were going to be just fine.
 



THE END









***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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Piper has been asking Tom for a beach vacation their whole marriage.

Now seems like the perfect time, right before they're ready to start a family.
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The Houseguest

Olivia asks her husband for a favour. Can an old friend stay a few nights?

John, feeling guilty about past jealousy, agrees and their adventure begins.

As the Olivia uncovers her husband's desires, she gives him what he wants.

But when she goes too far can he take her back?





The Fling

Vanessa returns from a trade show and makes a confession.

Richard finds that her indiscretion inspires a powerful lust.

The act pushes the couple closer and they delve into a lifestyle Richard never imagined he could live.

How far will Vanessa go? And will Richard be able to keep up?




The Preacher's Wife
Fresh out of seminary, William takes a job at a small, southern parish.

The mixed ethnicity of the congregation and the church deacon, Sam, stir a fantasy within William he has long tried to hide.

Unable to resist his dark impulses he nudges his wife to become more adventurous in the bedroom to satisfy his lust, which unleashes her own appetites.

At William's request she succumbs to Sam's advances and his desire is fulfilled. But everything comes at a price.

Sam calls in his debt and William must watch his wife fulfill the devilish bargain he made.
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