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prologue




◆◆◆







Little William had the shivers when he stepped out of the car. His entire body literally shook, all the way up to his front door of his house. When he reached the porch, little William had to take a moment to breathe. Driving was not his strong suit. On the way to work, when he was cold and hadn’t been in the car that day, little William was as jumpy as a little squirrel. On the way home, he’d usually manage himself a little better. But today, little William had almost crashed, accidentally throwing himself out in a roundabout. It was terrifying.

Little William. In situations like these, that was what his girlfriend, Max, would call him. She’d giggle and make the most adorable sound. As if he was far younger than what he actually was. In the two full years the couple had been together, she had yet to understand his issue with driving. Max was on a different level. She’d throw herself in the car and head out on the open highway. She’d do all this without a moment’s worth of hesitation.

William opened the door and stepped inside. ‘Is that you, William?’, Max called from the living room. Taking a moment to breathe, calm down and return to normal, he tried to sound as calm as humanly possible when he replied. ‘Hi, Max!’, he yelled back. His girlfriend went quiet and William caught on to the noise of the television. Fetching his phone up from the pocket of his jacket, he took a glimpse at the clock. Half past five.

So there was still a little time before William had to get started on dinner. Last year, Max had insisted that they write a schedule so that she knew when William was about to get the dinner going. After much back and forth, Max had decided on seven o’clock. It suited her wishes best and usually did not collide with anything William had planned. On this particular day, seven o’clock sat perfectly with him. He needed to get upstairs. Sneaking past the open doorway that led to the living room, William fled up the staircase.

Rushing into their shared bedroom, he hurried over for his computer. Turning it on, he sat down, tapping his fingers impatiently on the keyboard. It was an expensive computer, a gift from his parents last christmas. So it booted up quickly. Immediately, William clicked the little Skype icon and typed in his password. For a moment, William thought he heard a sound and looked over his shoulder. But nobody came through the door. Exhaling with relief, William returned his gaze to the blue screen. He had missed her so much.

Jane was British. He had met her a year ago, playing an online game. They had instantly taken a liking to each other and spent the last six months talking on a daily basis. As Jane lived across the pond, they had never met. But as of late, a series of pictures had started floating his way. It was not the type of selfies one would post on Facebook. It was clear that Jane was into him. So to spare her feelings, William had neglected to tell her about Max.

William rapidly clicked his way into their chat. What met him made his jaw drop. Jane was bending over a bed and seemed to have forgotten to put on any pants. When he enlarged the picture that met him, his entire screen filled up with big, pale butt. Never before had Jane given him anything so lewd. She was spreading her buttcheeks, the little brown eye between the mounds of milky-white flesh beaming up at the camera. Swallowing audibly, William cast another glance over his shoulder, checking that the coast was still clear.

Max was probably mesmerized by whatever dull series she was watching. William was probably just paranoid. His girlfriend never walked in on him. In fact, he had his doubts that she would even acknowledge his very presence until dinner stood on the table. There was time to enjoy the present that Jane left for him. His gaze scouted the desk for tissues but there were none to be found. He’d need to fetch some toilet paper from the bathroom.

Butt clouded his mind when he stood up from the chair and left the computer screen on. Butt clouded his mind when he opened the door to the hallway and left the door to the bedroom wide open. Butt clouded his mind when he decided to stall his stay in the bathroom because he felt the need to relieve himself. Later, it would turn out to be a costly pee.




































Chapter one




◆◆◆

William dragged his hands through his hair, cocking his head back to let the sharp stream of hot water linger on his face. It had been a terrible few hours of soccer practice and William was beginning to wonder why he even bothered. He had always liked playing soccer. It had been a hobby since he was a young boy. During high school, he had momentarily quit. But shortly after meeting Max, he had decided to get back into it. His life up until that point had consisted of work and his computer, the fate of a twenty year old with few aspirations. Max drove him to try soccer again. It was something to be proud of, William thought. A hobby that kept him in shape. A manly hobby. His parents had been so pleased with him. Out of nowhere, their wayward son had found himself a girlfriend and returned to his passion.

During the course of today’s practice, the ball hadn’t even touched William’s shoe. Rarely would his teammates pass him the ball at all. But he was usually able to snatch it from the opposing time at least once. Today he might as well have been an onlooker. William dwelled underneath the soothing rays of the comforting shower for a moment longer, then shut it off and started drying himself off with his white towel. Usually, he’d stay in the shower until most of his team had left the little locker room. But as Max had needed the car today, she had promised to come pick him up at four o’clock sharp. So he needed to hurry.

His gaze was glued to the floor when he waltzed out into the dressing area, full of lockers and benches riddled with half-naked men. There was a momentary pause in the constant chatter that filled the room when William made his way for his own locker. He could feel their gazes on him and uncomfortably adjusted the towel to ensure it protected him from sight. It did not take too long for his teammates to continue their conversations. But he still felt one piercing gaze linger on him. It was Logan, the captain of their team. Logan, with his bulging arms, abs of steel and dazzlingly blue eyes. William dared a quick look in his direction but hurried to avert his eyes when Logan smirked at him. There was only a matter of time before Logan would speak up, draw all attention towards William. That is why William took longer showers after practice. Why William would wait to dress until his team was gone.

It was because of Logan.

Deftly tying his towel around his waist, William pretended to be oblivious to the intense stare that Logan sent him. Let him stare if he wants. His courage was born from the fact that Max was likely waiting for him in the parking lot. He appreciated that she took the time out of her day to come pick him up. She could’ve told him to walk. It was not as if he could explain to her why he needed to spend twenty minutes in the shower either. She would certainly not understand and William would not be able to look her in the eye anymore if she knew. He would get dressed, grab his things and dart out of the locker room without a single dramatic incident taking place. That was his plan. Grabbing his shirt, he went to pull it on. For a split second, he only saw the white fabric. And that is when he felt his towel disappear, quickly followed by a roaring laughter as the entire team guffawed in unison.

William hurried to pull his shirt down, hurried to look around, hurried to look for his towel. It was in a pile on the floor around his feet. He was naked from the waist down. They were laughing at him. William cringed, a pink blush spreading across his cheeks. He needed to cover himself up. He needed his towel. But when he bent over to snatch it from the floor, he saw the white bundle slide out of his reach. Quickly, he straightened up and spun on his heels in the direction his towel went. Parting his lips, he saw Logan holding the towel. The amused smirk was still on his lips as he brought it over the top of his head. Logan was so much taller. William didn’t stand a chance to jump up and grab it.

“You know, Willy-..”, Logan began. “When you come to soccer practice, the purpose is to kick the ball into the net of your opponent. You are aware of this, right?”

William felt as if his head was about to explode, the burning sensation on his cheeks only growing worse by the second. His hands had found his crotch, covering himself up. It had led to a little more laughter but William had barely noticed. Parting his lips, he was unable to stutter out any kind of response. Logan split his lips in a nasty grin and brought the towel down a notch, wafting it over the top of William’s head, teasingly. He saw the corner of his towel drop into view and prepared to reach out and yank it back. Just as his hand shot out for the towel-edge, he heard a, “Whap!”, and jumped, planting his hands on his bare bottom while his lips parted. One of his teammates had whacked him right on the butt with a towel.

As William turned in the midst of his confusion, Logan did the same. The towel flew out for William and rolled out across his buttocks with a sharp sting. Yelping, William backed up into the corner and shot them both a glare. They were smiling at him with such arrogant smiles it made him want to punch them both in the face. But they were both full of muscle and would have laid him flat within seconds. Luckily, their little game was over. Logan threw him the towel and grinned at him before making his way for the door, picking up his sports bag on the way. William, losing the attention of his team, began to turn invisible once more.

His second attempt to dress proved successful. He did it with his head down and kept to a corner, making himself as small as possible. The fellow members of his team left one by one without offering him as much as a glance. Sometimes, he’d get a brief goodbye. But now it felt like Logan had shredded the last remaining respect they had for William to pieces. Max had naturally escaped his mind for some time. As he calmed down, he suddenly remembered her and how she was waiting in the parking lot. Stuffing his spare clothes into his bag, he ran for the door. It was a bright, sunny day. The field upon which he miserably failed to catch the ball a little earlier was bathed in an orange glow from the afternoon sun.

He set off to the right, heading for the parking lot that was visible just around the corner of the locker room. As he turned the corner, it felt like his heart came to a stop. Max was in the parking lot. She drove an easily recognizable Ford coupe and was the only one left on the right side of the little lot. But she was not alone. Logan was standing by the car, nonchalantly resting an elbow on the top of the vehicle, addressing Max through the open window. For a moment, William pondered if he should even go over. Maybe it would be best to wait until Logan left for his own car. But then, Logan said something that made Max smile.

Darting out from behind the corner, William hesitantly approached the pair. He hadn’t the slightest notion of what they were talking about. But it did not matter what they spoke of. Max was his girlfriend and she had no business with Logan. William slowed down his pace when he started getting closer to the car. It suddenly dawned upon him that he had no idea of what to say to them. Logan did him the favour. When his eyes found William, he had flashed Max a final smile, turned and headed for his own car. Max had replied with a sweet smile and finally dropped the hand that had been ceaselessly toying with her hair.








Chapter two




◆◆◆

She was in such a good mood when William got into the passenger seat. She had flashed him a similar smile - not as sweet - and leaned over, pecking him on a cheek. William, watching the blue-painted sedan that belonged to Logan leave the parking lot, only frowned and muttered a quiet greeting. Deep in his tummy, he felt a near desperate desire to question her about Logan and what they spoke of. But he restrained himself.

Throughout the car ride home, William kept quiet. A part of him was glad that Max spoke non-stop about her newest show, explaining just about every scene in explicit detail. After the incident in the locker room, William did not feel like speaking at all. But there was also something about the situation that did not sit right with him. In the past, if Max had to wait for him, she would tear him to shreds when he at last entered the car. But now it was as if she had forgotten how late he had been in the first place. William glanced in her direction and saw how she was glowing. Logan made her glow. It made him feel sick to his stomach.

When Max pulled up into their driveway, William promptly left the car, ran inside the house and darted for the bathroom. His bottom still felt a little sore. Dropping his shorts to his ankles, he turned for the mirror and found two red spots on his bum. He wondered if Max would still have spoken to Logan if she had known what occured in the locker room. The answer was far too frightening to even consider. So he quickly drove the thought away.

Max hated having her bum smacked. It was a shame as William quite liked slapping her on the bottom, making it wobble and quiver like creamy dough. When he tried it the first time, she had let him get away with it. When he tried it the second time, she had smacked him right in the face and told him to stop. It hadn’t taken William long to understand that Max was not the type of girl who liked to be dominated in bed. Once, after a particularly romantic evening, William had dared to float the question of anal. He never requested it again.

Turning on the sink for background noise, William staggered over for the toilet with his shorts still wrapped around his ankles. Logan. Bullies were meant to stay in high school. He was grown up, held a steady job as a store clerk and even owned his own house. In truth, it was the wealth of his parents that had acquired him his home. It didn’t matter. William didn’t know of a single one of his old classmates who had managed to buy themselves a house at the modest age of twenty two. He smiled, remembering Max and her reaction when she found out about his plans to buy them a home, a place they could call their own. She had been ecstatic, jumped at him and hugged him so hard he could barely breathe.

Her joy stemmed from how much she dreaded the prison that was her childhood room in the house of her parents. Without a job in sight, Max had no choice but to stay with her folks. He had offered her an opportunity to get out. She wouldn’t even need to pay rent. Their relationship was fresh in those days. Healthy and pure. It had all changed the afternoon William went to the bathroom - with the intention to pee - and forgot to lock his computer.

Jane. William hadn’t thought of her properly for months. Max and her oddities had driven him right into the claws of that mysterious woman. She, who would spend hours upon hours with him on Skype, talking about her life and his. She, who would leave him presents for when he came home from work. Naughty pictures of her bare tits and naked butt. Max put it all to a stop when she one afternoon wandered into their bedroom to ask William to make dinner a little earlier as she was very hungry. He was in the bathroom at the time so she hadn’t found him. Instead, she had found a big, pale bum on his laptop. And their entire chat log.

Are you cheating on me?

Max only needed to say those magical words before his whole entire world dawned upon him at the same time. How stupid could he possibly be. He had Max, a luscious, popular brunette with the curves of a greek goddess. He had actually acquired himself a girlfriend. William, a self-conscious, short, scrawny boy of twenty two who for the last five years had genuinely been wondering if he would ever get to make love with a real woman because the size of his penis was oh-so-much smaller than the national average.

Are you actually fucking cheating on me?

When William thought about it, he still cringed at the tone she used when she so furiously questioned him. It became clear to him then that Max was not outraged about his questionable antics with Jane. She was outraged at the fact that he did it. Regret filled him up to the brim. He apologized and begged. And how sorry he felt for Jane, when his vengeful girlfriend deleted her from his life. Every single day since he met Jane on his game, they had exchanged words, thoughts, problems. And as far as Jane knew, William disappeared from her life that day without the slightest trace. By the order of Max, his real girlfriend.

Not once did William think to argue with her. For she was absolutely right. By some sheer miracle, William and Max had paired up. Even though he might as well have been invisible to the girls he crushed on up to that point in his life. Their connection stemmed from the fact that Max was a little nerdy. She was passionate about books such as Lord of the Rings and Harry Potter. Metal was her choice of music. Her admiration for such things flourished between the cracks of her love of shopping, drinking and late night house parties.

“Are you done soon, William? I’ve to change!”

The sharpness of her voice tugged him right out of his thoughts. William realized that he had been standing with his pants down in front of the toilet for far too long, captured by the resurfaced memories of his past. Pulling his shorts up, he flushed the toilet, then washed his hands and hurried over to open the door. He was met with Max’s sour face.

“I’ve a party tonight. Get out.”

Party. She has a party tonight. He got out of the way to let her pass and felt a touch of uneasiness crawl up his spine when she entered the bathroom. His gaze dropped to her backside. Max was wearing nothing but a thong, the delicious set of buttocks jiggled gently with each step she took. When he looked back up, he caught her glaring at him. Parting his lips to speak, he didn’t have time to begin his sentence before Max slammed the door in his face. Party. The sheer world made him uncomfortable. He hadn’t yet forgotten the arrangement he agreed to the day Max found out about Jane. Max’s revenge.

Fine. If you’re not going to be loyal, I might as well cheat on you too. It’s only fair, don’t you think? An eye for an eye? Blood for blood?

No, I-.. I will be loyal, Max! I promise! I don’t even know her! I mean, we’ve talked a lot but she’s-.. She’s from Britain, Max! I’ve never laid a hand on her!

Max never yielded. Max won. She’d utilize her stubbornness to stand her ground like a wall built of stone before she’d use her sweetness to draw William in and make him see that he was right in accepting her decision. An eye for an eye was only fair. But when William stared into those big, blue, wet eyes, he never expected Max to go through with it. In the back of his mind, William was wholly convinced that it would all fade away in time. It didn’t.

William had come to realize the severity of the situation when he suddenly walked in on Max in their bedroom. She was on his computer, looking at pictures of fat cocks. When he caught her, she had pointed at a particularly veiny dick and asked him what he thought. Max later told him that he blushed like a little girl when he ran back out of the bedroom.

Logan has a fat cock.

William gritted his teeth, dropped his gaze to the floor. He had overheard these words on a Monday afternoon in a local café, surrounded by giggling friends of Max. When all of her friends - a group of four women - started discussing the slightly bent angle of this fat cock, it dawned upon William that they all spoke from personal experience. It was the strangest conversation he had ever been a part of. Their gossip still haunted him in his sleep.

Gluing his gaze to the white-painted bathroom door, William contemplated for some time before he finally dared to knock on the door. He heard an annoyed grunt and took that as his permission to speak. But the words would not leave his tongue. So afraid he was of the answer that he might receive. Collecting himself, he built up the courage.

“So Max, uhm-.. Who invited you to the party?”

Tapping the remote, William switched channels, tried to find something bearable to watch so that the clock would tick faster. His finger stopped as a large, tall, muscular man with a deep tan showed up on the screen, flexing his wild arms as he pushed himself out of a beautiful swimming pool. William did not pay the man any attention. In the background, a flock of women wearing skimpy bathing suits giggled and stared lustfully at the hunk. In the safe confines of his own home, he groaned loudly and switched channels.

It was at least a month since William had slept with Max. He knew she wasn’t cheating on him. Max had set his mind at ease by telling him she would absolutely let him know the moment she had found a suitable partner to fuck. The words never came. But for some strange reason, William had felt uneasy ever since Max told him about her party. It felt hard to watch her leave, wearing her beautiful black dress, so tight and so short.

Dropping the remote, William found his phone. Clicking it to life, he didn’t find a single new message. He even checked his Facebook. Nothing. He saw the green dot by her name and considered writing her. In the past, Max had been very vocal about how he shouldn’t annoy her at a party if he chose to stay home. So he had promised he wouldn’t disturb her. He pondered for a moment, then began to write. He stopped immediately when he saw that she was writing him back. It couldn’t be. It must be an error.

“Go to the closet.”

His heart jumped when his phone dinged and the message revealed itself on their chat. He felt his breath pick up, a torrent of adrenaline filling him up from head to toe. With no idea on how to react, he simply stared at his phone as Facebook told him Max was writing again.

“Bringing someone home now.”

William dropped his phone. Bouncing off the couch, it fell to the floor with a soft thud, the blanket breaking the impact. Sinking into the back-rest, he absentmindedly stared at his television. His mind was unable to comprehend anything on the screen. Max had found a partner. She was bringing him home now, planning on fucking her new crush in his house, under his roof. With William in the closet. That was the arrangement he had agreed too.

It took him several minutes to gather his mind. Finding the remote, he turned off the television, stood up and went for the staircase. As he dragged his feet upstairs, he realized he wasn’t the slightest bit curious as to whom Max was bringing home. Ever since William turned eighteen, he had played the lottery. Every single week of his life since it became legal for him to do so, he bought a ticket. Not once did William win as much as a cent.











Chapter three




◆◆◆

Time passed by slowly in the confines of the bedroom closet. Darkness threatened to envelop him but a narrow patch of light made it through the little gap between the closet-doors. An overwhelming sensation of curiosity was the reason for how he left the doors a little open. Just enough to be able to make out most of the bedroom. He expected that he was invisible from outside. But Max knew. She knew where he was. Hugging his knees, anticipation rose. He could hear his breath pick up. His heart pounded like a hammer.

His ears caught on to a noise. It came from downstairs. Perking up, little William in the closet listened intently. A door slid up, then shut. It was followed by roaring laughter. He heard Max and, she was not alone. In the darkness, he was able to make out a second voice. Loud footsteps sounded on the staircase as little William squeezed himself into the back of the closet. His gaze glued itself to the bedroom door. All he could do was stare and wait.

Max burst through the door, captured by an uncontrollable giggle. She left the doorway open for Logan, who followed closely with a smirk of amusement plastered on his lips. He wore a neat shirt with a dark tint, unbuttoned to put his firm chest on wide display. Hidden away by a set of casual jeans, there was a very visible bulge on the front of his crotch. As if he had stuffed his briefs with socks. William widened eyes at the sight. Kicking her high heels off of her feet, Max spun and dropped her bottom on the side of the bed, grinning, mischievously.

From where he sat, William couldn’t spot a single hint of hesitation, a single touch of doubt on her flawless features. The way she looked up at Logan, supporting herself on the bed, strutting her chest out as he approached her. William had never seen it before. Never before had Max ever looked at him this way. Crazed lust filled her expression. Her icy blue eyes beamed with passion. It was a heart-breaking sight, pinching him deep in the chest. But a part of William was filled with awe. For Max was shining like a beacon of light.

“Where is he?”

Logan spoke. William froze. Quickly, he held his breath and went as stiff as a branch. Max gave Logan no vocal response but he saw how her gaze momentarily travelled over for the closet. His closet. Logan casually glanced in his direction while his tongue wet his lips. They grew into a dazzling smile as he stared at the closet, the little gap between the pair of doors that couldn’t possibly betray his location. William had to breathe. He was as quiet as a mouse, terrified to make a move and make it all so much more real.

“Get up.”

Flicking his fingers at Max, Logan pointed at the floor in front of him. Biting her lip, she obeyed, stood up and walked over. Looking her way, the adulterous couple shared a long-drawn glance before his hands moved out for her dress. Curious fingers found the hems of her dress that made up the deep cleavage and curled into the material. Max yelped as her newfound lover yanked the dress down, tearing the straps that held it up. Her ample breasts plopped out of the vestments, wobbling softly. Her lips split in surprise.

“She’s mine now, William.”, Logan said, raising his voice as he half-addressed the closet in the corner. “I’m going to fuck your girlfriend. What are you going to do?”

William shook, unable to look away from Max. She was panting quickly, the big bosom heaving up and down in an unsteady rhythm. It looked as if she was mesmerized, driven speechless by the rudeness of his words and the roughness of his hands. Waiting for a response, Logan shrugged when none came. Out of nowhere, his hand shot out, delivering a sharp smack to the partly naked woman before him. He swatted her on a breast.

“On your knees.”

William twitched as Max flinched. His hand curled up into that of a fist. Max never liked to be struck. She always hated it when he tried to be rough with her. But to his surprise, Max fell to her knees. Logan had every last bit of her attention. By the look of her, William wouldn’t be surprised if she didn’t even remember that he was sitting in their closet. Brushing hair out of her face, his girlfriend straightened up and cocked her head back, submissively.

Logan smirked, flicking a playful glance between Max - on the floor - and the closet. With steady hands, he sought out his zipper while approaching his lover. When he was but an inch away from her, he undid his zipper, unbuttoned his pants and, let them drop. His cock flew out of the confines of his trousers, striking Max right across the face. She flinched, withdrew out of surprise, then went big-eyed as she stared up at the fat piece of dick that now lay heavily on the top of her forehead and upon her little buttony nose.

“It’s-.. It’s so big”, she whispered with awe.

William felt his heart sink into the depths of his tummy. It was big. So many times had he measured himself, dug the ruler as deep as possible into his pelvis in the hopes of achieving a bigger result. It didn’t make much of a difference, William was always just shy of four inches. It looked to him like Logan was twice as long and the sheer girth of his manhood was almost as thick as Max’s little wrist. William could do nothing but look on in terror.

Logan laughed, an amused laughter that filled up the whole room but was ultimately directed at William. He had only flashed her his size and she was already caught in his grasp. Crossing her eyes, Max stared and stared, unable to take her eyes away from the monster of a cock. It came up from her face when Logan wrapped his fingers around the swelling shaft, then dropped it back down on the willing woman’s face with a dull thud, victoriously.

Grabbing his girlfriend - William’s girlfriend - by the hair, Logan tugged her head sideways and let the tip of his shaft follow. He brushed the mushroom-shaped tip across her painted lips, back and forth and Max let her mouth slide open, obediently. He didn’t put it in. Instead, he hoisted the thick dick to the side before he sent it flying for her cheek. It smacked her harshly, sent her face to the right and made her mewl. In the closet, William found a coat hanger and tried to bend it. He was hitting his girlfriend. With his massive cock.

Max did not seem to care. She only held her cheek for a moment. When her hand dropped so did her lips part for him once more. Her gaze was completely fixated on the fat cock, strictly following every motion it made with her eyes. Lowering his manhood, Logan pointed it at her lips and Max threw herself at it. Velvet lips embraced the swollen tip, softening around the sensitive skin. Puckering her lips, she smooched the bulbous head, lovingly.

William was a gentle lover, patient and tolerant. Logan seemed to be his polar opposite. His hand found the back of her head and pressed her upon his stiffening length. She happily succumbed, ushering a meek moan as he split her lips open further and drove his cock into her mouth. He was thick, bulging her cheeks out with cock. Eagerly, his girlfriend started to suck on the wide girth like that of a lollipop, dragging her lips back and forth across the veiny length, pampering the shaft with quick kisses and sloppy smooches.

Logan groaned, held his shaft steady. His fingers crawled into her golden honey hair and took a firm grip around a handful of locks. He stole her rhythm and began to guide her, pulling her back and forth on his dick. Max mewled, oblivious to anything else but him. Her big eyes was as if plastered upon his features while the broad member slid in- and out of her mouth. Traces of her salvia clung to the belly of his beast, tying her to his prideful length.

Suckling sounds scurried throughout the bedroom. Plump lips tightly hugged the one-eyed anaconda while Logan’s firm hand forced her little head to bob up and down, making her swallow inch after inch of his dick. Max, hungrily complying, pressed herself down on his cock until she could go no further. For a moment, there was a hint of panic in her eyes as she realized she had bitten over more than she could chew. She went to retract but Logan held her in place, thrust a couple of times and made her gag, loudly.

When he finally let her go, she collapsed as the fat cock slid out her throat. It stood tall as she fell, breathing quickly, swallowing a few times. Hovered over the top of her head as she bowed before it. Logan only gave her a brief moment to collect herself, unbuttoning his shirt to the point of being able to discard it in a dark pile on the floor. Without a word, he wrapped his arms around her waist and hoisted her up, marching over for the bed. Max gasped as she was thrown onto the mattress of their bed, bouncing up and down.

Logan, taking a moment to send an arrogant stare in the direction of the closet, began to approach her like a predator sizing up his prey. Max crawled up on all fours and began to back away as a coy smile spread across her painted lips. William expected her to leap out of the way when he pounced at her. But Logan was too quick. As he threw himself at her, his grasp found her wrist and yanked her arm out from under her. Max fell, dropping onto the mattress.

Quickly, he crawled on top of her. She fought him but it was all play. It was clear how much she desired him, the icy blue eyes still lit bright with passion and want. Roughly, he spun her over on her back and creeped up between her legs. Max, playfully, went to close them but his powerful hands split her legs to each side like he was tearing open a set of doors. She had no way of stopping him and could only moan as he took in the sight of her panties.

Slipping his fingers up her dress, he sought out her suggestive thong and tore it right down her legs. Max, pointing her feet up in the air to help him, gawked at him as he threw her panties away and leapt at her. Their lips clashed together, lovingly. William felt his chest tighten up at the sight. Their kiss stung worse. He saw how Max let herself go, parted her lips wide so her new lover could tongue the insides of her mouth. She moaned in response.

His hand was between her thighs, furiously bobbing up and down. It was obvious where his fingers were. Particularly as Max was writhing around on the mattress underneath him. It came to a stop. Logan placed a hand on the side of her head and took a hold of his cock with the other. His hips sank as he pointed his cock at her lucious flower, the spot between her legs he was wildly rubbing a moment ago. Max buried her teeth into the softness of her lip in anticipation, then arched her back and released a loud, high-pitched moan.

He was inside of her.

Steadying himself, Logan dropped to his elbows, crushing little Max under him, then thrusted into her. He drove his hips down between her legs and made her squeal. She flattened her arms out over the top of her head and gave herself to him. He was not gentle, mounting her like a muscular stallion, plugging up her little flower with the sheer girth of his cock. Max closed her eyes and dug her coloured nails into the sheets, grasping at the cloth with joy.

Ushering a deep grunt, Logan rose his gaze from Max and turned his attention towards the closet. William knew he was invisible, hidden in the darkness. But still did Logan stare his way, flashing a nasty grin. Sucking in a sharp breath, he prepared himself, then began to hump Max, bouncing up and down on her soft form, making her ample chest jiggle with each firm thrust that drove the pair deeper and deeper into the mattress. His grin grew as he pounded her pussy with his thick prick, spreading her nether lips on his monstrous shaft.

Max brought a hand to the muscular back of her bull, pressing the sharpness of her nails into his skin. It made him growl, lean up and smack her across the face. Max only groaned lazily and took her hand away, clutched onto his hips with her pale thighs. Logan sank down upon her, placed his chest on her face and kept staring at the closet - at William - challengingly.

“Don’t fucking scratch me, slut.”

She could only respond with a muffled moan, then continued with a short scream as Logan picked up the pace with his hips and started bumping into her like Max was a mere trampoline he could bounce himself on. Grabbing a hold of her wrists, he pinned them down against the mattress, drilling the squirming woman between the thighs. Making her scream in ways William had never heard before. William had taken her into his arms, held her loosely and made gentle love to her. Logan fucked her like a useless slut. And she loved it.

Unbeknownst to William, his own hand had found his own little cock. He barely even registered how he tugged upon the small nub of a dick, so inferior to the battlehammer balls deep between the legs of his girlfriend. Little William didn’t exist in the same room as these sweaty, curling bodies so full of lust and admiration. He was a fleeting spectator, left to watch as his beloved Max was viciously pounded by his bully. The worst part about it all was how quick Max was to forget about his presence. She didn’t ignore him on purpose. It was not a ploy to humiliate him. Thick cock had absolutely evaporated him from her mind.

She shook, hugging herself onto her bobbing lover with all the might she could muster. If his hips had been his throat, she would’ve choked him to death with her thighs. Her legs clasped him so tightly that Logan could barely thrust into her. She desperately hung on and refused to let go, yield to the selfish bucking of his hips. Logan didn’t like it. Pausing his thrusts, an arm slid up underneath the back of one of the thighs glued to him and forced it off. Max only ushered a shaky breath and tried to cling on to the muscular body. Logan was stronger and she didn’t stand a chance. Before she could rearrange her grip on him, the bully pummeled himself against her crotch and started rutting her harder.

Max gave up, rolled her eyes into the back of her skull and let her lips split with a howl of pleasure. She was staring at William now. In his direction. Overwhelming joy decorated her expression as Logan once more went to town, drilling her senseless, out of her mind. It looked like she was freezing cold, the whole little frame quivering frantically. Logan flexed his bum, gritted his teeth and gave his lover a couple of steady, violent thrusts. It drove her over the edge. In a wild fit of sheer ecstasy, Max screamed her lungs out.

She came. Logan was only a small step behind. From the closet, William couldn’t see the actual sperm sprout out of him. But he knew what was happening. Every one of the bulging muscles on the athletic body flexed in unison. What could only be described as a mixture between a deep grunt and an angry roar escaped Logan. Shuddering, he squished his balls between the legs of his lover and held himself there while he convulsed. Max, panting beneath him, emitted a trembling moan as he came.

For a moment, the sweaty couple lay flat upon each other. It felt like they were never going to move, the only sound left in the room was that of the pair trying to calm their breath. It took several minutes for Logan to stir, hoisting himself up with the help of his strong arms. He withdrew from Max, who only purred in his face. Grabbing a hold of her thick thigh, he wiped the remains of cum off on her smooth skin and, got down from the bed.

There’s no condom.

Casually, Logan began to dress. He took his time, buttoning his shirt and adjusting his pants properly. Max was still lying in bed with her legs split, staring lovingly up at the roof. Cum dribbled down from her thigh where Logan had smeared it. Her head was facing William and he couldn’t catch a glimpse between her thighs. Squeezing the coat hanger in his grip to the point where his knuckles paled, he felt pure terror wash over him.

There’s no condom anywhere.

Pulling up his zipper, Logan stared in the direction of the closet. For a moment, William thought he was going to come over. But Logan finally spun on his heels, casting Max a last glance, then headed for the door. He left her there without a word, a victim of his cock. She looked oblivious to her surroundings, completely exhausted, void of energy. In the back of his head, a little voice would not stop teasing William.

You’re going to be a daddy.

The End.
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