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Spring Break Surprise







I met Courtney when she was dating one of my freshman college roommates. She was eighteen, but still a senior in high school. I wasn’t clear on how she and Jon had met. He lived a plane ride away, but the two had somehow been a thing for a while before I knew either of them. Courtney was extremely attractive. She was that rare breed that could be both pretty, sexy, and cute all at the same time. She was short, five-foot-three at best. She wasn’t overweight, but she had enough meat on her bones to have shapely hips and breasts that any girl would envy. Her chestnut blonde hair rested on her shoulders and outlined her pretty face. Had it not been for the fact that she was my roommate’s girlfriend and that I have at least some scruples, I would have been flirting with her from the moment I saw her. I was friendly, but I kept a polite, respectable distance.

That is, until one day, Courtney came to our room while Jon and my other roommates were still in class. I answered the door and let her in. We made small talk for less than a minute before she started flirting. She was wearing a white men’s oxford dress shirt and a plaid skirt that rested halfway up her thigh. I don’t know why she was dressed like that other than to look as hot as possible. She went to public school.

“I like your hair,” Courtney said, twisting her own locks with her fingers.

“Thank you,” I replied. I was normally a bit slow to know when a girl was flirting with me but even I could tell Courtney was doing just that.

She looked at me, playing coy. “Do you like my outfit?”

“I do. It’s very nice.” I had no idea what to do. I’d never had a girl as hot as Courtney come on to me.

“Jon says you play guitar.”

“I do.”

“Can I see it?” Courtney asked, looking down at my crotch as it was beginning to bulge and then back up at my eyes. “Your guitar?”

“Sure. It’s in my room.”

Our dorm was like a small apartment. There were four very small bedrooms, living room, kitchen, shower, toilet, and a communal sink. My bedroom was the one farthest in back. Courtney followed me down the hall to my room.

“Here it is,” I said, holding up my red Strat.

“Play something,” Courtney insisted.

Not to brag, but I was a pretty good guitar player. I started playing a relatively difficult, well-known tune. As I was playing, Courtney started unbuttoning her shirt.

“You’re really good,” she smiled and continued slowly working her way down the buttons of her shirt, one by one.

“Thank you,” I managed to mumble as I stared.

After she freed the final button, she opened her shirt to reveal a white lace bra that seemed like it was struggling to keep Courtney’s big, tan, pillowy tits from spilling over. I’m sure there was nothing cool about the look on my face as my brain melted at the sight of what was happening. While I stood there in shock, Courtney dropped to her knees in front of me and reached for the button on my shorts. I just watched, dumbfounded, as she unbuttoned my pants and eased my zipper down.

“I’ve always thought you’re so cute,” she said looking up at me. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first time I saw you.”

With that, Courtney tugged down my shorts, taking my boxers with them. My hard cock sprang up in front of her. Truth be told, I was terrified. I hadn’t been with many girls and none anywhere near as attractive as Courtney. It relaxed me a bit when she smiled at the sight of my erection. I wasn’t a little guy, but I also wasn’t porn star caliber. I was pretty sure I was dreaming as Courtney started licking my shaft and teasing me by circling the tip with her tongue. She did this for quite a while, long enough that I started to wonder if she had actually sucked a cock before. Don’t get me wrong, it was amazing, but I had never had my cock teased that much before. Just as I was about to give up hope of seeing her pretty face with my cock in her mouth, she wrapped her lips around my shaft and started bobbing up and down while skillfully stroking the bottom half with a twisting motion. It was immediately apparent that she knew exactly what she was doing. It was, by far, the best blowjob I had ever had – not that I had many to compare it to. My favorite thing was that she didn’t bother to look up at me like the few other girls I’d been with. I know some guys really like that, but I was incredibly turned on by how Courtney was solely focused on my cock. With the other girls, I hadn’t gotten the sense that they were doing it solely for my benefit and didn’t really like it. They were looking up because they wanted approval. Courtney was just the opposite. It seemed like there was nothing else in the world she would rather be doing. It wasn’t long before I was about to explode.

“I’m gonna come,” I warned with a grunt.

Courtney responded by swiftly stroking the entire length of my shaft and alternating between flicking and circling the head of my dick with her tongue. The sight of such a pretty girl wantonly coaxing my cock to orgasm with her tongue sent me over the edge.

“Oh fuck,” I growled.

As soon as I started to come, Courtney took my cock back in her mouth and nursed every drop she could from me. I couldn’t help but hunch over and grab her head as I experienced the most intense orgasm I’d ever had. When I finally stopped convulsing, she looked up at me and smiled, the tiniest bit of come on her lower lip. My body jerked again as she cleaned her bottom lip with her tongue. She didn’t say a word. She just stood up, buttoned her shirt, and kissed me on the cheek before walking back to the living room. Less than two minutes later, Jon walked in the front door just as I walked into the living room.

“Hey, baby!” Courtney smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I missed you!” Then she gave him a big kiss.

I felt bad for the guy. Not bad enough to stop fooling around with his girlfriend, though. Jon was a stoner and quit going to class almost entirely not long after that. There were very few times when Jon or one of my other roommates weren’t home. I had always hated the minivan my parents passed down to me, but I couldn’t have been happier to have it that semester. Courtney and I fucked every day in her high school parking lot during her lunch break. Sometimes at night, she would sneak out so we could fuck in the van parked down the street from her house. The whole time, we were falling for each other. It was painfully obvious that Jon was going to flunk out of school and be heading home at the end of the semester, so Courtney didn’t bother breaking things off with him. It would have been really messy considering we lived in the same dorm room. It didn’t bother me at first, but the more emotionally attached we became it started to torment me.

“Do you still fuck him?” I asked, holding her in my arms in the back of the van.

She nodded. “I’m sorry, baby. I have to. I don’t want to hurt his feelings.” Courtney could see the anguish on my face.  “I love you. Not him.” She kissed me. “The semester is over in two weeks. Then he’ll be gone.”

“Okay,” I nodded. Courtney kissed her way down my chest and brought my cock back to life with her mouth.

The next two weeks were the longest of my life. The night before Jon was to leave school, he took Courtney out for a fancy dinner. I counted the minutes until he got home, torturing myself with imaginings of what they were doing. I was crushed when I heard not just him, but her too, come through the door. I stayed hidden in my bedroom as they giggled their way to Jon’s room. Up until that point, Courtney had been very respectful of my feelings and done whatever she was doing with Jon away from the dorm. She told him that she felt embarrassed about it when other people were around. But that night, I think they had been drinking, and things were different because he was getting on a plane in the morning. What I should have done was crank some music with my headphones on. What I actually did was lay in bed quietly, listening through my thin dorm room wall.

“Oh my god, can you suck a dick,” Jon’s voice praised.

“Thank you, baby,” I heard Courtney reply. “You taught me well.”

It was relatively quiet for a while until I heard Courtney whimper. “Yes…fuck me,” she insisted. It was torture. My heart was breaking listening to her tell another man to fuck her, even if he was technically still her boyfriend. I quickly surmised that Courtney was quite different with Jon. With me, we talked little and kissed a lot. We made love. With Jon, she was loud. They fucked like animals. Most of the night. My heart took a pounding listening to Courtney moan and beg for more.

“Fuck me!”

“God, I love your cock!”

“Give me that big dick!”

“Spank me harder!”

Something strange started to happen. While it’s not surprising that I couldn’t help but imagine Jon fucking her, it caught me off guard that I started getting aroused at the sound of their animalistic lovemaking coupled with my imaginings of it looked like. Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore. I started stroking myself.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come again!”

“Come on me, baby! Come on me!”

“Oh my god, that feels so good. Don’t stop!”

It went on and on and on…

By sunrise, I was completely demoralized. Even though I had been with her far more often than him, I knew I had never fucked Courtney as good and as thoroughly as he had that night. And I had come as many times as Jon had, just listening to them. It was humiliating. I hid in my bedroom with the door locked until I heard them leave. Just as I was getting up to go out to the kitchen for a drink, I heard a meek little knock at my door. I had assumed Courtney left when Jon did, but I was wrong.

“I’m so sorry, baby,” Courtney said with tears in her eyes. “It’s over now. He’s gone.” She fell into my arms. We were inseparable from that moment forward. I went home, a couple of hours drive away, for the holidays but I came back to visit Courtney a few times. We spent New Year’s together. Then January rolled into February. She introduced me to her parents before I took her out for a proper Valentine’s dinner. In March, with her parent’s permission, I took her to meet my family. We were madly in love. Courtney wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed but what she lacked in brains she more than made up for in personality. She was a lovable, hilarious, doofus. And she brought out the best in me. I’m just an average guy and I never believed that I would be with such an unbelievably gorgeous, sweet woman. 

By the beginning of April, Courtney and I were both more than ready for a break from our respective schools and looking forward to spending an entire week together. Her mom and dad had learned to trust me and gave Courtney the go ahead to go home with me for the week. What we didn’t tell her parents was that we weren’t going to spend the week with my family. My friend, Dave, from high school was having a weeklong gathering of old friends at his parents’ place. His dad was a professional musician and had written songs for and recorded with some of the biggest names in show business. He still lived in our little town, but he travelled quite a bit. That meant that on this particular spring break, Dave’s huge six-bedroom house complete with pool, hot tub, game room, and recording studio was open for business.

About an hour into the drive to Dave’s I started feeling sick. By the time we pulled into the driveway, I had a fever and a nasty cough. Along the way, Courtney dug out a mask from the glovebox that was left over from the Covid days. Despite its questionable hygiene, I told her I’d wear it in an effort to keep from getting her and everyone else sick. Dave greeted us in the driveway and pulled me aside after giving Courtney directions to the bathroom.

“Dude, what’s wrong with you?” he demanded.

“I’m sick,” I answered.

“Not that. I mean why did you bring your girlfriend?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Dude this whole week is about trying to get some strange. Your girl is gonna ruin everything.”

“I thought everybody was bringing their girlfriends…”

“Noooo,” Dave shook his head, interrupting me. “Didn’t you read the text?”

“No. I just talked to Rob.”

“Fuck.”

I started coughing. I sounded even worse than I looked.

“Dude, if you get me sick, I swear to fucking god,” Dave complained. I forgot what an asshole he could be.

“Courtney’s cool, man. She doesn’t even know anybody here. She won’t cause any problems.”

“She better not,” is the last thing Dave said about it before I took our bags inside and fell into bed. I don’t know exactly how long I slept, but I had the craziest dreams I’d ever had. When I woke up, the bed sheet was wet with sweat. The room was dark except for the light coming through the window. I slid out of bed, still shivering, and peeked out the window through the side of the curtain. Dave, Rob, Matt, and Steve were all sitting in the hot tub. Courtney was with them, sitting with her back to me. I couldn’t hear what was being said through the double-paned glass, but they were laughing about something.

“At least she’s having a good time,” I thought to myself just before I watched her reach behind her back and untie her bikini top. As she pulled it away from her body, she covered her breasts with her arm and her hand or at least as much as she could. Setting her top on the deck behind her, Courtney lowered herself in the water until her chest was covered. The guys’ expressions went from elation when she went topless to crushing defeat when she dipped below the water line. There was some more banter and what appeared to be begging before each of the guys, one after the other, reached underwater and produced their swimsuits. Then they looked back and forth at each other before Dave was the first to stand up, exposing himself to my girlfriend. The others followed his lead. They looked expectantly at Courtney. She slowly raised herself out of the water and sat on the edge of the hot tub, resting her hands on the edge and leaving her wet, perfect, tan, pillowy breasts on display for all my buddies to see. Dave and Steve were already hard before they came out of the water. Rob and Matt weren’t far behind. Dave actually started stroking his cock as he stared at my girlfriend’s tits.

“What the fuck,” I cursed under my breath. I knew I had to put a stop to things, but I didn’t want them to know I was spying on them. I flipped on the light, hoping they would see it and counted to ten before I started making my way downstairs and outside. As I approached the door, I could see Courtney through the glass panes, tying her top back on. When I reached the door, she’d had just enough time to dip back into the water like nothing happened.

“Baby!” she sang when she saw me. “How are you feeling? Are you okay?”

I could hear the genuine concern in her voice. It baffled me that the same sweet, perfect girlfriend was flashing a hot tub full of my friends just a few moments before.

“I feel like dogshit,” I moaned.

“Keep your distance, bro,” Dave ordered.

“Relax, Dave. I won’t come any closer.”

“Sorry, dude. I just don’t want to get sick.”

“I just need something to drink,” I said. “Do you have any ibuprofen?”

“Check your bathroom. My mom always goes in there to lay down when she has a headache.”

I looked at Courtney. “Are you okay, babe?”

“I’m fine. Your friends are really nice.”

“Yeah, I bet they are,” I agreed sarcastically, eyeballing her itty-bitty bikini.

“Dave said that in the morning, he’ll take me to get you some sports drinks and a Covid test. Do you want anything else?”

I shook my head. Courtney climbed out of the hot tub and wrapped herself in a towel. The look on my friends’ faces assured me that I had accomplished my goal of ruining their evening.

“Come on. Let’s get you back inside, baby. I’ll take care of you.” She had the sweetest voice.

“Aren’t you afraid you’re gonna get sick?”

“My daddy’s a doctor. I’ve had every vaccine known to man. Twice.”

Courtney ordered me upstairs. While she was downstairs rummaging through the kitchen to find me something to drink, I went to the bathroom attached to my bedroom and looked through the medicine cabinet. Dave’s mom had half a pharmacy stashed away in there. Given that I felt about as awful as I ever had, I opted to take something – I won’t say what – a little stronger than ibuprofen.  My bedroom was on the corner of the house, so the bathroom window looked out over the driveway. Out of curiosity, I lifted a slat in the blinds and looked out. I could see my car and wondered if I might need to move it to get it out of the way of Dave’s car in the morning. Before I could contemplate the issue any further, I heard Courtney walk in the bedroom. She had a cup of hot tea for me. It hadn’t occurred to me to want one but as soon as I saw it, I knew it was exactly what the doctor ordered.

“Oh my god, you’re an angel.”

Courtney smiled proudly. “Here lay down.”

“How are things going with my friends? I know they can be a little…crude.”

“It’s fine. They’re harmless.”

“If you say so.”

“Did you take something?”

“Yeah. It’s probably gonna knock me out here pretty soon. Are you sure you’ll be okay with those animals?”

“Of course, silly. I don’t know why you keep badmouthing them. They’re sweet guys. Now lay back. I’m gonna help you feel better.”

Courtney pulled open my pajama pants and took my cock in her mouth. Despite my condition, I was hard in no time. As she sucked my cock, all I could think about was her sitting topless on the edge of the hot tub while my friends stared at her. In my mind’s eye, I imagined my friends jerking off in front of her until, one by one, they each came on her tits. All at once, I felt the medication kicking in and my balls getting ready to empty.

“Fuck,” I moaned quietly as I came. It was a moment of utter relaxation and ecstasy. Before Courtney could even say anything, I passed out.

The sun was jarringly bright when I came to the next day. I got up and shuffled to the bathroom, squinting as my eyes adjusted to the light. As I stood at the toilet relieving myself, I heard a car pull in the driveway. I was still half asleep, so the first thing I noticed when I peeked out the window was that someone had moved my car. Amazingly, the second thing I noticed was that Dave’s convertible mustang was parked where my car had been. What made it remarkable that I hadn’t noticed it sooner was that Dave was in the driver’s seat with the top down, jerking his cock while Courtney sat next to him with her shirt unbuttoned and her tits pulled out of her bra. Courtney was staring at Dave’s cock. I knew watching guys masturbate was a fetish of hers. Several times she had asked me to let her watch me jerk off. It always ended with her going down on me. Courtney looked mesmerized.

Dave and I had always known each other and been friends for most of our lives. In truth, he had always been a little bit of an asshole. He was rich and spoiled and had a bit of an attitude about it. I was always able to blow it off, in part, because I was better looking than him. My ego took a blow, however, when I saw him jerking his cock. I had seen it the night before in the hot tub, but I guess it didn’t register in my fevered state and the bad lighting. In the light of day, there was no denying that Dave, on top of being rich and spoiled, had the cock pretty much every man wanted to have. It didn’t seem quite fair.

Courtney’s chest started rising and falling deeper and deeper with each breath. The more intensely Dave stroked his cock, the more aroused she seemed get. She swallowed hard and her mouth drifted open. I don’t think she realized it when she started teasing one of her nipples. Dave reached over and started teasing the other. My girlfriend just looked down at his fingers touching her and then back at his cock. She unconsciously licked her lips. I realized then that my cock was hard, and I had been toying with it for the past few moments. Dave squeezed Courtneys breast. She did nothing to stop him. I, too, just stood there and watched, my breath becoming as labored as Courtney’s. Finally, Dave ambled up into the driver’s seat and leveled his cock only inches away from Courtney’s tits. Seconds later, he covered her chest with his load. Courtney’s face looked drunken with desire. Using the frame of the windshield to support himself, Dave leaned forward and brought his spent but still hard dick to her mouth. She looked up at him, her jaw hanging open in a daze. Dave grazed her bottom lip with the tip of his dick. I knew that one of Courtney’s other favorite things was clean my cock after sex. She was one of the few women I’d ever heard of at that point who loved the taste of sex.

“Is she going to do it?” I panicked in my mind. “Is she going to suck his cock?”

Courtney backed away and shook her head. “I can’t,” I watched her lips say, despite what the rest of her face was saying. Dave ran his finger through the mess on her chest. He wiped his finger on Courtney’s bottom lip. With a hint of reluctance, she cleaned it with her tongue. Dave gathered another sample and offered it. She opened her mouth and accepted his finger, licking and sucking it. Then he did it again. Dave tried to sneak his still hard cock in alongside his finger. Courtney grabbed it by the base and pushed him away as she backed off.

“No,” I saw her say, shaking her head, but not releasing his cock. She looked at her hand wrapped around his shaft and ran it slowly up and down its length one time. Then she released her grip and opened her palm as wide as she could, exaggerating her effort to control herself. She pulled her hand away, again shaking her head. She hastily reached in a brown fast-food bag on the floor and pulled out some napkins before practically jumping from the car and heading to the house, wiping her chest clean on the way.

I jumped back in bed when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Courtney quietly opened the door and started to tiptoe in. “Oh, you’re up,” she smiled, looking caught off guard at me sitting up in bed. “How are you feeling?”

“A little better,” I said. I could see a few drops of Dave’s semen still soaking into her shirt. My cock was raging. “I could use another blowjob, though,” I said, half-jokingly.

Courtney smiled. “I think that could be arranged.” As she whipped her shirt off and took off her bra in record time, I pulled my pajamas off just before she crawled on the bed between my legs. “What’s gotten into you? You’re so hard already.”

“Just thinking about you,” I replied.

Courtney quickly went to down on my cock. I was pretty sure, though, that in her mind it was Dave’s cock she was sucking. I could see her getting more and more worked up. She pulled down her shorts and panties. “I need you,” she panted, straddling me and lowering herself onto my dick. “Hmmm,” she moaned.

Courtney took my entire length inside her and started using me to pleasure herself. She was wetter than I had ever felt her before. The way she worked herself on my dick, it was almost as if, except for my cock, I wasn’t there at all. She’d never fucked me like that before. I just knew she was thinking about Dave. The crazy part was that the thought of that turned me on.

“Fuck me,” I groaned.

“Shh,” she answered, putting her finger to my lips before closing her eyes again.

Courtney started moaning and whimpering. It got so loud as she came that despite how big the house was, I’m pretty sure she could be heard in every corner with the exception of the soundproofed recording studio. Even after she came, she was still on a mission. She took my cock back in her mouth and sucked me like a madwoman.

I visualized Dave coming on her tits, then grazing her lip with his cock, and then finally, her sucking his finger clean. “Fuck,” I growled as I came, involuntarily imagining Courtney actually taking Dave’s cock in her mouth.

“Oh my god, babe. That was so hot,” Courtney purred resting her head on my stomach.

I was so emotionally and physically spent at that point; all I could do was nod. I was still sick after all.

“You need some food. Do you think you can eat? Me and Dave picked some stuff up at the store.”

“I can try,” I said.

We put on clean clothes and went downstairs. I managed to get some food in me, and hydrate. The other guys were all milling around doing their own thing. At one point, Steve came in the kitchen and told us the plan was to go out to the pool in a while. Courtney told me she thought the sun would maybe do me some good. I agreed. An hour later, the six of us were in lounge chairs by the pool. It felt nice in the sun for a while, but then I started to feel my fever kick back in.

“Guys, I’m gonna have to bail,” I announced.

“Are you okay, baby?” Courtney asked.

“I’ll be fine,” I reassured her. “I’ll just raid Dave’s mom’s medicine cabinet again.”

“Don’t forget to get enough fluids,” Courtney urged.

In the back of my mind, I worried what was going to happen if I left my friendly yet questionably ethical girlfriend alone again with my four unscrupulous friends. Adjacent to my worry, though, was curiosity. And maybe even a little germ of desire. I was legitimately feeling quite ill, though, and needed something to help me feel better. I rummaged through the medicine cabinet again and found something I thought would help without knocking me out. I was wrong. I didn’t sleep long, though. I practically leapt out of bed and rushed to the window to look out over the pool.

It was a similar scene to the hot tub. Courtney was still in her lounge chair in her little bikini. Her skin was saturated with oil. A lot of oil. All four of my friends were naked again, standing around her, almost in a circle, obviously trying to get close enough to get the best view they could while balancing that with the desire to not get too close to each other. Their bodies, too, were glistening with oil. I wondered who had put the oil on whom. The boys were jerking their cocks as Courtney looked on intently. She had already pulled the panels of her top to the side, exposing herself again for them. She pinched one of her nipples like she had that morning in Dave’s car. Her other hand found its way down her torso and between her legs until it was subtly touching her mound through the thin material of her bikini bottom. She wasn’t outright getting herself off, but she wasn’t not masturbating either.

Rob walked away briefly to grab his towel which he then folded and laid on the deck alongside Courtney’s chair. He got on his knees beside her and started rubbing her legs with his free hand. When she didn’t protest, he moved his hand closer in an attempt to join her on her pussy. Courtney pushed it away. A sense of relief washed over me. However, in the very back of my mind, a little part of me was disappointed. My friends continued unabashedly pleasuring themselves, all eyes on my girlfriend. Not a word was said. Everything was written on my friends’ faces. Courtney’s, too. 

Even though I was glad that Courtney wasn’t touching any of them, I gave up the part of me pretending that watching my girlfriend show herself off wasn’t turning me on. I started stroking my cock like my friends. Matt was the first to blow. He stepped closer, lustful enough to brave rejection and aimed his cock at Courtney’s tits. Courtney’s lips pursed as he came. Rob followed suit. She clearly mouthed the words, “Oh, fuck.” Steve, probably bolstered by Matt and Rob’s successes, stepped forward and stroked his cock just inches from her face. She looked directly at it, pinching her hand between her thighs. Steve covered her face, managing to sneak a bit into her mouth that had drifted open. Dave put his fingers to her chin and turned her head in his direction.

For the second time that day, Courtney found herself looking up subserviently at Dave’s hard dick. And just like he had in the car, he gathered some of the come from her skin on his finger. And again, Courtney obediently sucked his finger clean. Dave tried his tactic of brushing the tip of his cock against her lower lip. This time, she didn’t back away. Dave jerked his cock directly in front of her face, taking his finger from her mouth and using it to cup his scrotum. Courtney kept her mouth closed, still pinching her hand between her thighs. She squirmed a bit in the lounger, looking like she was struggling to hold back and not let herself get off. Maybe in her mind it would be crossing a line to come in front of anyone but me. I don’t know. I watched her start losing that battle as Dave dangled his big cock in front of her. Her mouth started to open sporadically before she caught herself and closed it back tightly again. She squirmed more in her chair. Her hand started to move between her legs. Dave pressed his cock firmly against her mouth and rubbed it back and forth across her tightly sealed lips. Courtney’s legs began to drift apart, her hand rubbing up and down her mound. Rob and Matt, apparently having hatched some kind of plan, each took a string from either side of her bikini bottom and pulled slowly. Soon there was nothing between Courtney’s fingers and her sopping wet pussy. She became more and more impassioned, her mouth opening and her legs parting wide as she did. Dave ran his shaft back and forth along her open lips and then brought the tip to her mouth once more. Courtney began circling it with her tongue, her eyes closed. Suddenly, Courtney pivoted sideways and sat up in her chair, her feet firmly on the deck with Dave standing between her legs. She looked up at him, almost angrily, still masturbating. Dave eased his cock forward. Courtney again circled the tip with her tongue and then closed her eyes just before taking him fully in her mouth and sucking him like a madwoman. Dave carefully gathered her hair in his hand and leaned back, all of my friends watching my girlfriend wantonly bobbing up and down on his shaft. She added her hand to his base, stroking it in her signature twisting motion I loved so much. Her other hand was working steadily between her legs. Soon Dave’s face revealed he was about to come. Courtney stroked his entire shaft with her hand while she focused her tongue and mouth on his tip. Dave exploded, dotting her lips, tongue, and chin, coming on my precious girl for the second time that day. Courtney leaned back, now coming herself. Dave and Steve and Rob and Matt all looked on as Courtney whimpered her way through her orgasm. No one had noticed, myself included, but Matt was hard again and stroking himself wildly. While Courtney was still tapering off from her climax, he stood in front of her and brought his cock to her attention. She looked up at him, her face glistening in the sun from Steve and Dave’s contributions. Matt must have sensed her willingness or at least resignation at his proposition and eased his cock into her open mouth. Courtney echoed the treatment she had just given Dave, adding her other hand to gently working his balls. In less than a minute, Matt had come as well.

In a split second, Courtney’s mood radically changed. She grabbed her towel and started running toward the house. She was in such a hurry that she didn’t realize she was leaving her bikini bottoms behind. I heard her coming up the stairs and jumped in bed. I relaxed a little when I heard the shower from the hall bathroom running. That gave me just enough time to finish myself off, replaying in my mind what had just happened. Soon after I cleaned up my mess, Courtney walked in. I pretended to be asleep. She climbed in bed and big spooned to my little spoon. Despite the fact that I appeared to be asleep and wouldn’t hear her, she whispered, “I love you, Brian.” I heard her quietly crying before she dozed off. Even though she had just cheated on me, I felt bad for her. I didn’t know what to do. I was in love with her and didn’t want to lose her. I was absolutely crestfallen that she would fool around with my friends, despite the fact that I seemed to have some inexplicably horny reaction to it. I decided to take some advice that, of all people, Dave’s father had once given me. “When you don’t know what to do, it’s best to do nothing and give yourself some time to figure out your next move.”

While Courtney slept, I went downstairs and ate some food. The rest of the guys were milling around and seemed to be avoiding me a little bit. I didn’t let on that I had any idea why. Physically, I was starting to feel better. I decided the best thing to do would be take another long nap so I could be well rested that evening. Dave had invited half of our little town over for a party that night and I wanted to be able to keep an eye on my girlfriend.

I slept a lot longer than I expected. It was dark outside when I woke up, and I could hear dozens of voices coming from downstairs. I looked at my phone. It was almost midnight. I got cleaned up and dressed like a fireman leaving the station for a five-alarm fire. I made my way downstairs, scanning the crowd for Courtney and tersely saying hello to old friends from high school that were scattered amidst the sea of people I mostly didn’t know. I couldn’t find her anywhere. Nor Dave or Steve or Matt or Rob. I looked everywhere in the house and outside. I even checked to see if their cars were there.

The only place I hadn’t looked was the recording studio in the basement. The door had a simplex lock on it. Fortunately, I remembered the combination from the days when Dave’s dad gave me guitar lessons. The door opened to a stairwell with walls on both sides that led down to the control room. Directly in front of the stairs was a soundproof door that led to a large studio. In the control room was a large window looking into the studio. Dave’s dad had installed some blinds over the window because some people, he said, didn’t like to be looked at while they were recording. It was dark going down the stairs save for a little bit of light coming from the window behind the blinds.

I made my way in the relative darkness to the control room. I stood on the far side of the mixing console and peeked in the gap between the blinds and the window frame. The studio was laid out the same way it the last time I had been down there a few years before. There was a drum kit set up in the far corner. Straight back chairs were scattered about. In another corner was a booth for recording vocals. Against the wall nearest the studio door was a leather sofa and a mini fridge that was usually stocked with water and assorted other drinks.

Seated in the middle of the three-cushion sofa was Courtney. She was wearing a white babydoll dress with the top pulled down over her breasts. I had always loved it when she wore white. It highlighted her perfectly tan, young, flawless skin. She was so beautiful. Sitting on either side of her were Matt and Rob, each with their cock out and masturbating. Steve stood over one of her knees, Dave over the other. They had their backs to me. Even from behind, I could tell they were jerking themselves. Matt reached over and joined her in playing with her breast. Rob did the same on her other side. Matt lifted his shirt over his head and stood up just long enough to shed his shorts and underwear. As Rob did the same, Dave reached down and lifted Courtney’s dress over her head, leaving her only in her white lace panties. My favorite ones. I had bought them for her on a trip to the lingerie store.

Courtney’s hand found its way between her legs. Unlike earlier that day, however, her hand went straight inside her panties with her legs unclenched. Matt and Rob returned to caressing her breasts while Dave and Steve each got on their knees and started gently brushing Courtney’s legs with their free hands. I could see Courtney reveling in the attention, her fingers busy inside her panties. The studio was soundproof so I couldn’t hear a thing of what was going on. However, being a recording studio, it was rigged for talkback. I found a set of headphones and turned on the room microphone so I could listen while I watched.

Things carried on as they were for a few minutes. Then, out of the blue, Rob boldly stood up on the couch and leaned down, leveling his cock at Courtney’s mouth. Courtney leaned forward just enough to take it in her mouth. Understandably, Matt mirrored Rob on the other side. Courtney began taking turns sucking their dicks. Dave got between Courtney’s legs, displacing Steve, and began kissing the insides of her thighs, switching sides at the same time she did with Rob and Matt. He worked his way slowly higher until Courtney’s chest was heaving and she looked down at him on her way from one cock to the other. Steve stood patiently by, watching the show and slowly stroking himself, waiting his turn.

Dave reached up and grabbed the sides of Courtney’s panties. She lifted herself up from the sofa just enough for Dave to pull them off. He kissed his way up her thighs again, faster this time, until he reached Everest. Courtney’s head fell back as his tongue made contact. Her hand left Rob’s cock and went to the back of Dave’s head as he tongued her clit and slid a finger inside her cunt. Courtney did her best to tend to Rob and Matt but paused and stared at Dave more and more often as he edged her pussy.

“Fuck,” she cried, breaking the relative silence. “Lick it,” she urged.

Courtney’s moans grew louder and more frequent. She stopped sucking Matt and Rob altogether, only managing to grip their cocks in front of her face as her attention was focused between her legs.

“Yes!” she screamed. “I’m gonna come! Make me come! Make me come! Make me come!”

To his credit, Dave held fast and carried on despite Courtney squeezing his head in a death grip between her thighs. Matt and Rob decided to be helpful, and each pinched a nipple. Courtney squealed in an octave I doubt that studio had heard before, coming hard on Dave’s mouth.

“Holy fuck,” she panted, gasping for air as though she had just sprinted a hundred yards.

Everyone had the good sense to give her some space while she took a moment to recover. Steve, gentleman that he was, got a water out of the fridge and handed it to Courtney. She smiled and gave a little laugh. After a few sips, she announced with a smile, “Holy shit, that was hot!” The guys all looked a little relieved, given that the last time she had run away.

Rob subtly shook his cock in her direction. She looked up at him and giggled again before wrapping her hand back around his shaft and pulling it to her mouth. As she started taking turns on Rob and Matt again, Dave stood on his knees between her legs stroking his cock and very gently, almost lazily, rubbing her slit with his thumb. Over time, he carefully edged himself forward close enough that he replaced his thumb with the head of his dick.

When Courtney felt what he was doing, she looked down and exhaled through pursed lips. Dave took this as permission and continued, pressing his cockhead firmly against her and rubbing it from her clit to the bottom of her folds and back.

“Oooo,” Courtney, cooed.

Dave lined his cock up with her opening. Courtney pressed her hand to his stomach and shook her head adamantly. “I can’t,” she said. “I love Brian too much. Just play with it, okay?”

Dave went back to what he was doing. Courtney got sloppier and sloppier with Rob and Matt, taking brief moments to mutter “oh, fuck” or coo as Dave continued teasing her with his prick. This went on for several minutes. Courtney stopped sucking cock and stared down between her legs, her eyes glazed over as Dave massaged her pussy with his enviable cock. I looked at my girlfriend. Her face was glistening in the dim studio light from Rob and Matt. Her chest and abdomen were heaving with desire from my so-called friend’s teasing. She was pure sex, flanked by a cock on either side with one tempting her between her legs. Courtney put the fingertips of her hand to Dave’s stomach again as he relentlessly taunted her with his cock. She eased him back just a little bit, but not far enough for her to be out of range. Dave continued his work. Courtney stared at the cock running gently up and down her labia. She was transfixed, breathing hypnotically. Her fingertips slid down Dave’s stomach to his groin and then finally, to his cock. She held it in her hand and guided it to her opening.

“You can never, EVER, tell Brian,” she ordered.

With a quick, subtle nod, Dave eased forward, just barely breeching my girlfriend’s entrance. He held there, ever so slightly moving his cock in and out of her, playing a game of “just the tip.”

“Please,” Courtney begged, her abs tightening and her legs snaking around Dave’s waist.

Dave was in control now and seemed to have every intention of exercising it. He continued giving her only a fraction of what he had to give, driving her absolutely mad.

“Please…” Courtney panted. “Please fuck me.”

“Don’t you want to wait and make love to Brian?” he taunted.

“Fuck you,” Courtney grimaced, trying desperately to force him deeper inside by hugging him with her legs. Dave resisted. He pulled his cock out, the tip glistening with her juices and rubbed it on her clit before barely inserting it once more. “Oh fuck,” Courtney whimpered. “Please?” A tear ran down one of her cheeks. “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me,” she cried quietly.

Dave put his hands behind her knees and spread Courtney’s legs wide, angled perfectly to fuck her, his cockhead still barely inside of her. “Last chance,” he said. “Are you sure you don’t want to wait for your boyfriend?”

“Fuck me,” she said sternly, shaking her head.

In one swift thrust, Dave put the entirety of his considerable length inside of her.

“Oohhhhh, fuuucck!!!” Courtney yelled at the top of her lungs. For a second, I thought he might have broken her. It was a good thing the studio was soundproofed, otherwise the entire party would be coming downstairs to watch.

The teasing was over and Dave fucked Courtney with deep, steady thrusts from the start.  “Yes!!! Yes!!! Yes!!!” Courtney chanted. She started rubbing her clit as Dave pounded her. The sound of their bodies clapping together rhythmically filled the studio and my headphones. I took my cock out and started jerking. Courtney wept as she came from Dave’s cock for the first time. Dave shooed Matt and Rob from the couch and guided Courtey to all fours.

“Does Brian fuck you this good?” Dave demanded to know as he penetrated her from behind and resumed fucking her. Courtney didn’t reply. Dave spanked her beautiful, perfect ass, turning it red. Thwap! “I said, ‘Does Brian fuck you this good?’”

“No,” Courtney grunted.

“You like the way I fuck you?”

“Yes! Fuck me!” she growled.

Dave pushed her ass away from him and sat near the end of the couch. Courtney looked back at him confused. “Make me come,” he demanded.

Courtney looked back at him, breathing heavily. She slid of the couch and walked to his end. She got on her knees and sucked his cock clean before ambling up and straddling him, her pussy hovering just over his long, thick shaft. She slowly lowered herself down its length until she was sitting in his lap, completely engulfing his cock.

Then, she did something that caught me totally off guard. She kissed him. Deeply. Passionately. Without breaking their kiss, she started slowly moving up and down Dave’s entire shaft. From my angle, I could see the tip of Dave’s cock as it peeked out from inside of her and watch as his entire shaft slowly disappeared again. It was incredibly sexy to watch. Dave sighed and broke their lip lock as he felt himself lose the upper hand. Courtney hugged his head and rode him as he took her nipple in his mouth. They kissed again, melting into each other as their pace quickened. Courtney started grinding quickly in Dave’s lap. The two stared into each other’s eyes, connected by the immense pleasure.

“Yes,” Dave grunted. “Oh, god.”

Courtney whimpered. They fucked faster and faster until Dave growled that he was going to come. “Yes!” Courtney moaned, riding him until he was drained, and she was filled with his seed. Courtney relaxed into his embrac and they kissed for what seemed like forever with him still inside her. In their quiet repose, I realized that I, too, had come. Finally, Courtney eased her way off of him. On her way to laying down on the couch, she stopped to briefly suck and kiss Dave’s deflating cock as though it was an expression of admiration or gratitude. Dave got up and made his way to the fridge. Courtney closed her eyes, looking completely satisfied.

Rob got between her legs and aimed his cock for where Dave had just been. Courtney looked down and rolled her eyes with a smile of resignation. She took Rob’s cock in her hand guided it inside of her. As Rob started fucking her, she reached out for Matt who was standing nearby. Matt eagerly complied and angled his cock for her mouth. Scenes like that carried on for the next three hours. There were breaks where they hydrated and laughed while discussing the highlights of their fornications and their aspirations for the next round. At one point, I was weeping uncontrollably, watching the woman I loved and had hoped to marry, get gangbanged by my oldest friends while they all thought I was bedridden upstairs. But I couldn’t turn away. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen, and I knew would likely ever see. I came as many times watching as my friends did fucking my girlfriend.

When the week was over, I returned to college. Courtney and I carried on dating like nothing ever happened. She had no idea I knew about what went on over spring break. I ate dinner with her and her parents most nights. They got so comfortable with me, that they let Courtney spend the night with me in the dorms half the time. Despite everything that happened, I was still in love with her and incredulous that such a gorgeous woman, a woman that could have any man she wanted, chose me. We made love nearly every day, but it was always sweet and gentle. It was still amazing, but she never moaned or wailed like she had with Jon or Dave. She never begged me to fuck her even when I tried teasing her. I found it hard not to relive that night in the recording studio. It was what ran through my mind most times right before I came.

As the end of the school year approached, it was time for Courtney’s senior prom. I got a tux. I rented a limo. I rented a fancy hotel room. I did all of the things. We stayed at the dance for a few hours and had a good time. I had been teasing Courtney all week long, telling her that I had a surprise for her. I had been hatching a scheme for weeks. I was finally going to hear Courtney beg me to fuck her. I finally figured out a way to be able to treat her like the insatiable nymphomaniac she had been for my friends. As the limo approached our hotel, I pulled a blindfold out of my pocket.

“Trust me,” I said. “You’re gonna love it.”

When we got in the elevator, I made her put the blindfold on. She played along and let me guide her to our room. Once inside, I led her to the bed and sat her on the edge.

“Courtney,” I spoke softly and slowly. “I want you to know how much I love you. And one day, I’m gonna marry you.”

“I love you, too, baby,” she answered, looking as happy as I had ever seen her. “I love you forever.”

“There’s only one more thing I want. Only one thing missing.”

“What, baby?” she asked. I could hear the curiosity and willingness to please in her voice.

“I want to hear you beg,” I said as I took off her blindfold.

Standing in front of her, all dressed in tuxedoes, were Rob, Matt, Steve, and Dave.

Courtney’s eyes got big, and she looked terrified. “Baby, what’s going on?”

“It’s okay,” I said calmly. “I know everything.”

Courtney started to cry. “Who told you?”

“No one. I saw it. Just by chance. It’s okay. I’m not mad. I still love you. It doesn’t change anything.”

“Why are they here?”

“Watching you with them was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. The only thing was, I didn’t get to be a part of it. You’ve never let me treat you like you let Jon or my friends treat you. Just once, I want to know what it’s like.”

Courtney’s face started relaxing and she started looking at my friends. “You’re not mad?” she asked, looking for reassurance.

“No,” I replied and kissed her gently on the lips. “I love you.”

Her attention turned back to my friends, looking them each in the eye, one by one. Then she looked at me one more time. “Are you sure?”

I nodded.

“You promise?”

“I promise.”

She smiled and kissed me. Then, without further hesitation, she got on her knees in front of Dave and immediately went to work releasing his cock from his rented tuxedo pants. It didn’t seem quite real until I watched her take another man’s cock in her mouth again, this time from only two feet away. I was the first one to fuck her that night, teasing her relentlessly until I finally heard her beg, “Please fuck me.” The party went on until the sun was up. Courtney and I visit my hometown about once a month now. We’re getting married next month, and my groomsmen are - you guessed it - Dave, Matt, Rob, and Steve. The reception is in the same hotel. I’ll let you know how it goes.




Thank you and come again!
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