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1. The Green Room
No idea what it was about bars, but no matter how classy the joint is — and The Green Room was about as nice of a bar as they come in Springfield — the bathrooms are terrible. I did my business, washed my hands trying to touch as little as possible, and went back out.

For a Saturday evening, it wasn't particularly full. There was a football game and most of the usual crowd — college students like myself — were at the game instead. Plenty of booths still available, though every seat at the bar was occupied. 

That was a surprise. One of those seats was mine. 

My girlfriend, Shannon, still sat there on the third seat from the left. Orange tee, blonde hair done up in a bun, and a fabulously crisp ass. She was talking to the thief who took my place, a jock-type with a buzz-cut and basketball jersey. 

Something about the situation tingled in my brain. The way she looked, sitting on the red leather stool, backlit by the soft lighting of the bar, colorful from the dozens of bottles stacked on shelves.

I pulled out my phone  She hadn't seen me yet, fixated on her conversation. I snapped a couple of pictures.

"...don't like basketball," she said as I approached.

"C'mon, we're playing tomorrow," the guy insisted. He was talking slowly and slurred slightly. "We could use a pretty face like yours cheering for—"

"Logan!" she exclaimed in relief. Despite her casual attire, she looks like a five-star salon. Shannon's parents are from Israel and she inherited the dark hair and absolutely striking eyebrows from her mother. "That's the boyfriend I told you about," she says to the guy.

The guy turned to me, sized me up, and dismissed me. He turned back to Shannon. "It's the biggest game of the season! I'll get you tickets for—"

"For the last time, no," Shannon said. She picked up a tiny shot glass full of amber liquid and slammed it down. "Thanks for the drink but I want to talk to my boyfriend now. Bye."

It took him a minute for the message to penetrate his thick skull but he shrugged and got up. He bumped his shoulder into me as he left, perhaps a bit too hard. He reeked of alcohol and aftershave.

"Who was that?" I asked, sliding in next to Shannon. 

"Some jerk who didn't get the hint. Brad or Chad or something. Yick."

"I take it you didn't like him."

Shannon laughed derisively. "Yeah, no, not even a little. Can you believe it? I told him I was here with my boyfriend and he just kept right on hitting me."

I turned around to look at the guy a second time. He was in the process of chatting up two chicks, who I knew perfectly well were a couple. That didn't seem to bother him in the slightest. "Too bad. He could have been our third."

Shannon rolled her eyes. "You're not seriously still on that, are you?"

"Why not? It could be fun."

"I really don't want to have a threesome."

"Why not?"

"Because," she said, emphasizing her words. "I. Love. You." She underlined her assertion with a kiss. A really nice one, with an aftertaste of whiskey. "Besides, I wouldn't want someone like him, more like someone like you."

"Ah, so you're warming up to the idea, then?" I replied with a grin.

"No. I'm just saying that if, and that's a big if, we did—you know what? I don't want to talk about this anymore. Honestly, you're the only guy I've ever dated who wants a devil's threesome."

"That's because I'm the only confident man you've ever been with," I quipped.

That wasn't the reason, of course. Nor was she right with her claim I wanted a threesome. No, I didn't want to tag team her with a dude. I just wanted to see her fuck another man.

Every time I thought about it, I felt queasy. I knew it was wrong. I knew it was pathetic. Telling myself that didn't help in the least. Something inside me was broken.

And there I was, dating the world's most perfect girlfriend. Twenty-one and already working on her master's degree in polisci. Smart, funny, warm, and oh-so blazing hot. We met a year and three months ago at a term paper workshop. We were part of a group and clicked right away. Almost failed the assignment because we couldn't take our eyes off each other. Spent the rest of the afternoon at a cafe. The rest of the night talking.

"Sorry, I shouldn't have brought it up. I love you, too," I said after a momentary pause.

"No, no, I like that we can be open about this kind of stuff. It feels really good to be with someone I don't have to hide things from."

If only the opposite were true. 

I'd been carrying my secret for almost four months. It was a few days after Valentine's Day. Shannon called and told me that she bumped into an ex downtown and she wanted to know if it was okay if she caught up with him for a bit.

It was a weird afternoon for me. After telling her it was okay, my mind started racing. I started playing out conversations she'd have with her ex. They'd invariably turn raunchy, with the guy seducing her. I started picturing what he'd look like. What he'd do to her. 

It wasn't jealousy. The more I thought about Shannon pressed up against the wall of a bathroom wall, moaning as she was being slammed by her ex, the more I got turned on. I spent three hours beating my meat into mince.

Of course, once she got back home, she told me how Anthony was out of the closet and in the Navy, temporarily on leave. She also showed me a picture of him. Scrawny and lean, just like me. 

Ever since then, I hadn't been able to get the idea of my head. Something inside of me was broken.

"You drunk enough yet, or should I go to the bathroom again so guys can buy you more drinks?"

"I don't think I'll ever be drunk enough to enjoy a movie about video game culture, so I guess we might as well. When does it start again?"

"Forty minutes. More if you want to skip the ads."

"I'm surprised you want to watch that garbage sober."

"I don't."

"Plenty of time left for you to get drunk, too."

"Then we can't drive."

"So we'll get a Lyft."

"But then we don't have a car."

"What do you want a car for?"

"Let's pay and find out," I told her, grinning.

The gentle evening air was great compared to the pungent odor of sweat and alcohol. Springfield in the summer always smelled great, particularly in restaurant alley, where the blend of dozens of cuisines from all over the world mingled into a sweet aroma.

But I had something sweeter on my mind. The incident in the bar had me all fired up and I started kissing and touching her the moment we were in the parking lot.

Laughing and squealing, I pulled her into the passenger seat of my second-hand Cruze. Kissed her. Unbuckled my pants. Slipped a hand up her shirt.

"Here? What if someone sees us?" she asked, looking around worriedly.

My cock was out and her pants came sliding off almost on their own. The thought of someone being able to see my girlfriend naked was in and of itself a powerful aphrodisiac. She lowered herself onto my rock hard cock and let out a sigh.

"You afraid he'll come back?"

"Who—ooh!" 

"That guy at the bar. What was his name again? Alex?"

"No, I—ohh—think it was Brad, mmm."

I pretended that she was calling out his name in her sexual frenzy. Moaning his name. I didn't even last a minute.

Later, much later, back in my dorm room, after the movie, I pulled out my phone and looked at the picture of her and the jock sitting at the bar. It was motivation enough to jerk off until I fell asleep.



2. Twenty-One
My dorm roommate, Brandon, was a pretty gregarious guy. He wasn't polisci, like Shannon and me, but business administration. About six-foot-one and lanky as a beanpole. He was big into track & field, spending most of his spare time outside.

I liked him a lot. He was very chill and we often ended up talking for hours while playing video games on days that Shannon was busy. Brandon didn't have a girlfriend anymore and, as far as I was aware, few romantic encounters. Not that he was ugly or anything, quite the opposite. Even Shannon told me that she'd happily set him up with any of her friends.

But he was too shy for that. Twenty years old and not the party type. Barely any friends other than me and Shannon.

And now his twenty-first birthday was coming up. The big one, especially in college. The threshold leading from semi-adulthood to full, unfettered adult. Drinking, gambling, renting a car, and adopting a child. He didn't have plans to do any of those things.

Shannon and I, however, did. There was no way we'd let a friend celebrate his twenty-first birthday by himself in his dorm room. We invited him to The Green Room as his present from both of us and, even though it took a bit of convincing, he accepted the offer.

Which is why we were sitting in a booth at The Green Room on a Tuesday evening when the place was dreadfully empty. Brandon, sitting next to Shannon's friend Emily, Shannon, and myself.

Inviting Emily had been a last minute decision by Shannon. A squeaky twenty-two-year-old blonde who was in all of Shannon's classes. Very cute and very forward, two things that I knew appealed to Brandon.

I wasn't a big fan of the decision, not because I disliked her, but because I had ulterior motives for the night. Ones that I've been working on for over a week. Brandon hooking up with Emily would throw a wrench in there.

"Ohhh, try this purple one next," Emily squealed, sliding a shot glass full of purple iridescent liquid in front of Brandon.

Brandon eyed the glass with misgivings but with three pairs of eyes trained on him, he didn't have a lot of choice. He raised the rim to his lips and took a sip. "Wow, this one is actually good," he said in surprise. "I think it's... grape?"

"Let me try!" Emily piped up excitedly and grabbed the mostly-full glass out of his hand. She downed it. "Not grape, silly. It's plum! Yum yum, plum plum," she babbled in sing-song, licking her lips.

Shannon giggled and leaned into me. I put my arm around her, rubbing her shoulder.

There was a whole host of empty shot glasses on the table already. We ordered a Rainbow Party. Sixteen shots of various liquors, all tinted with food coloring to different shades of the rainbow. From clear vodka to an orange mimosa, all the way to a dark blackberry schnapps. 

"You're yum yum, too," Shannon mumbled. 

Her lips tasted like a sweet fruit when I kissed her. She and Emily polished off all the shots after Brandon tried them, taking turns. 

All three of them were pretty hammered. Although he wasn't drinking much at all, Brandon had no tolerance. Emily had the body weight of a hummingbird. Shannon was still pretty coherent, the least drunk of the three of them.

The only one not inebriated to some degree was yours truly. Not a drop of rum in my diet coke. I was the driver, after all.

"Not as good as coconut," Brandon said, slurring noticeably.

"I want more watermelon," Emily demanded, slamming her first down on the wooden table. "Wa-ter-me-lon! Wa-ter-me-lon!"

"Oh, yeah, that's the one I liked. Not coconut. Watermelon."

"No, you liked the margarita," I corrected him.

"Wa-ter-me-lon!"

"Whatever. When do I get drunk?"

Emily laughed out loud at the question, interrupting her chanting. "After this one I'm sure." She handed him an amber shot.

Brandon took a sip and winced. "Ew! I do not like this one. Watermelon is way better."

Shannon snatched up the glass and downed the shot. Her body trembled. "Yuck. Whiskey. Cheap one. Blah."

"Here, I'll make it better," I offered. I leaned over and kissed her, long and passionately. 

"Oh, God, I think I'm gonna hurl. This one's peppermint," Brandon exclaimed.

"Gross. Shannon?" Emily prompted.

Shannon and I stopped kissing so she could valiantly dispose of the expensive drop. I moved my hand lower, down her back, and to her butt. She shot me a wicked, one-eyebrow-raised bedroom look and wiggled her behind. 

Everything was going great. Even Emily seemed like a great companion in retrospect. The gears and levers in my brain were already working to encompass her in my plan.

Under normal circumstances, I would have loved to keep hanging out in The Green Room. Ride out the harshest of the drunkenness, laugh a lot, and order a lot of water.

But it wasn't a normal night. 

A couple minutes after Brandon tried and actually downed the entire last shot (the blackberry) and Emily launched into a very incoherent story about skinny dipping in Springfield College's public fountain, I cleared my throat. "Happy Birthday, Brandon. How's the celebration."

"Absotively smashing, if only table stopped... moving."

"Maybe we should call it."

"Nooo," whined Emily. "Wa-ta-me-long! Wa-ta-me-long!"

My girlfriend was my secret weapon, however. My hand was on her leg, gently stroking her inner thigh. "Yeah, maybe we... should go," she said, breathing a little harder than normal.

"I wanna lie down," Brandon mumbled.

"Oh, yeah, me too," Emily piped up, practically clinging to his shoulder. Brandon, fortunately, completely missed the hint.

Three minutes later, the bill was squared and the three drunks were stowed away in the car. Having to move seemed to only impress on Brandon just how drunk he really was and I had to half carry him towards the door.

I drove the two miles back to our dorm with one hand on the steering wheel and the other inside Shannon's jeans. It was a testament to her drunkenness that she let herself be finger-blasted with her best friend in the back seat. She was even rocking her hips.

She was dripping wet.



3. The Plan
"I need to fuck so bad," Shannon whispered in the elevator on the way up to the second floor. A drunken sexy whisper.

I kissed her, which was made difficult by Brandon clinging to my shoulder and Emily clinging to hers. The door chimed and slid open. "Oh, yes."

"My room's empty."

"I don't want to leave Brandon alone in case he passes out, we can do it in mine."

"But..." she said and nodded at Brandon.

"Don't worry, he won't notice a thing. Isn't that right, Brandon?" There was no response. The elevator doors started to close again and I stuck my hand in the sensor. "See? Drop off Emily and then come over to my room. We just have to be very, very quiet and not make a lot of noise."

I let out a loud, dramatic yawn. "Damn, I'm way more tired than I thought."

"Don't fall asleep yet, I need you to make love to me!"

"No promises."

"Better not!" she replied giddily and stuck out her tongue at me for no reason.

I hauled Brandon into the hallway and my girlfriend pressed the button for the third floor.

Our dorm room isn't particularly big but at least we didn't have bunk beds. My bed is the one closest to the door, Brandon's is on the far side. Everything was pretty messy but cleaning up would have to wait.

I had far more important matters on my mind.

Brandon didn't complain when I dropped him off on my bed. In fact, he seemed quite happy, murmuring something about watermelon with his eyes closed. 

With him in the right place, I sprang into action. I drew the blinds down all the way, blocking out nearly all of the half-moon's light. I stood in the center of the small room on the tips of my toes and unscrewed the lightbulb slightly.

Immediately, the room plunged into darkness. By the light of the alarm clock on Brandon's bedside table, I felt my way towards his bed and unplugged it. Pitch black.

I slipped under the covers of Brandon's bed and waited. My heart was hammering fiercely. Anxiety welled up. What if she noticed it wasn't me? What if she freaked out? What if something else went wrong?

My eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness. A small sliver of blue light illuminated everything in murky silhouettes.

Someone knocked on the door. Three quick raps.

Harsh yellow light from the hallway momentarily lit up the room, blinding me again. Shannon slipped inside.

The other bed creaked.

Two weeks of preparation. Months and months of fantasizing. I couldn't believe it was about to happen.

And then nothing happened. There was silence. Had she passed out? Was she in the middle of figuring out something was wrong?

I didn't dare to breathe. I willed my heart to stop thumping so loud in my chest.

Then I heard noises. Rustling of clothes and kissing.

I should have taken off my pants. My cock was straining hard against the fabric. A painful erection. I didn't dare to make any noise for fear of disturbing her.

I strained my eyes to see what was going on. Her silhouette was next to his. The metallic clink of a belt buckle being opened. A zipper. Suddenly her legs went up in the air and she pushed off her jeans.

It worked. She had no idea it Brandon.

"Come on, get hard for me, baby," she whispered faintly.

I was. Exceptionally hard.

It seemed that Brandon got there, too. She hoisted herself upon him, straddling him. I wondered if his cock was already inside of her. Was that the moment she cheated on me? Shit, had I missed it? 

Shannon leaned forward and there were more wet kissing noises. Her fantastic butt moved up and down. She was definitely doing it.

Holy shit. My girlfriend was fucking my roommate. A dizzying rush overcame me.

I reached down and started stroking my shaft through the pants. I blew my load almost immediately. A blazing hot spike of bliss.

It didn't seem to make a difference. I stayed hard as a rock.

I desperately wished I could see it. Could see Brandon's cock thrusting into her meaty pussy. Visualizing it made me want to cum again but I held off.

Shannon straightened her body and squeezed her own breasts. Her head rolled back. Her hips thrust back and forth with lightning speed.

She was trying her best not to make any noises but she didn't quite manage it, occasionally letting out a small, cut-off yelp.

"Ohhh," a particularly loud moan escaped her lips.

She clamped her own hand in front of her mouth. 

My girlfriend was riding another man's cock so hard that she couldn't stop herself from moaning. It was incredible. I felt like I was experiencing some sort of sexual nirvana.

It took me barely a few rubs to blow another load.

"Mhh. Mhh. Mhh," Shannon moaned, muffled by her hand. Her head rolled back.

I wished so much that I could go over there, kiss her, and suck on her nipples. I wanted to run my hands all over her sexy, fit body. I wanted to suck his cum out of her wet pussy.

But I didn't want to spook her.

Shannon collapsed next to Brandon. "I love you," she mumbled quietly. The blanket rustled as she drew it over both of them.

That was the last I heard, apart from their steady, rhythmic breathing. 

Quietly, I threw aside the covers and finally released my cock from its prison. Blew a hot load on my stomach at once.

I was far too wired to fall asleep. After waiting sufficiently long to make sure they were deep asleep, I got up and took off my soiled clothes, replacing my boxers with a fresh pair. 

I stood over my bed and saw her head nuzzled up against Brandon's neck. I tried to take a picture but the phone quality just wasn't good enough to capture anything in the dark, and I didn't dare use the flash. 

I jerked off a couple more times. 

The last time I checked the time, it was already two in the morning.



4. Switch
It felt like a dream at first. 

Someone lifted the blanket and a cold gust of air raised goosebumps. A woman followed, slipping in behind me.

"Shhhh," Shannon shushed me quietly. "Just had to pee." Barely more than the hint of words, trickling into my sleepy ears.

She wrapped an arm around my body and I was out again.



5. Good Morning
I had no idea what time it was. It was bright outside but only dim twilight in the dorm room, save for the glowing halo around the shades. 

Shannon laid next to me, curled up in my arms. She was wearing her clothes from last night for some reason. The other bed was empty.

The events from the night came rushing back and my cock sprang to full mast hard enough for the fabric of my boxers to groan under the sudden pressure. Shannon fucked Brandon.

I kissed her on the neck. My adulterous girlfriend.

"Good morning, sleepy," I whispered.

"Mmmmmmorning," she yawned and opened her eyes. Immediately, she froze. Terrified as she looked around. "Why are we in Brandon's bed?" she asked and I heard the tremble in her voice.

"Oh, that clown pretty much passed out on the spot and he was way too heavy to lug across the room, so I just dropped him off on my bed. I pretty much fell asleep the moment my head hit the pillow. Don't even remember you arriving."

The tension visibly left her as if her entire body had been strung taut before. "Oh, that's good. I mean, no, not good. You should have stayed awake!"

"Sorry, Shanny. We can make up for it now?"

"What do you mean? Make up for what?"

"For missing out on sex, of course," I said and cupped her cheeks. "Why are you wearing your clothes?"

"Oh, I passed out last night. Didn't even have time to change."

I knew for a fact that she was lying straight to my face. I slipped my hand under her pants and popped her ass out of it. 

Still spooning her, I pushed inside of her. Was it just my imagination, or was his cum still inside of her? My cock, lubricated by Brandon's seed.

"Wait, where is your, uh"—she gulped—"roommate." She couldn't even say his name.

"Dunno."

"What if he comes back?"  

Wouldn't that be something? "Then he'll see a blanket."

It was incredible. I kneaded her breasts as rough as she liked it. Slobbered all over her neck. Thrust into her adulterous hole over and over and over until I popped.

"What's gotten into you?" she asked afterward.

"I just really needed to fuck you," I told her honestly.

"Oh."

"Something wrong?"

"No, not at all. I'm just not fully awake yet."

"Then let's go shower. We can do it again under the warm water."

"Jeez, already?"

"Yes, my dear. You're just so damn sexy today I can't help myself."



6. Hangover
The door to my dorm room opened and Brandon walked in. He was clutching his head. He didn't see me at first until he almost reached his bed. When he saw me, he did a double take and his eyes went wide.

That's when I knew that he knew. The guilt was written all over his face. Fear, too.

"How you doin'?" I asked in a friendly, chipper tone.

"My head hurts a bunch," he answered. I wasn't flying at him with my fists. Didn't have a gun. He relaxed slightly and sat down on his bed, jumped up again immediately, and sat down at his table.

"You did drink a ton last night. Might not have looked like it, but a sip of every shot is gonna get you."

"I'm never drinking again," he groaned.

"Why? You didn't enjoy last night?"

That made him jump again. I wasn't sure how I felt about torturing him like that. Sure, it was amusing, but I also felt bad. I wanted him to fuck Shannon, after all. 

If it were up to me, I would have told him that he has my blessing to bend Shannon over the desk and fuck her in the ass right in front of me. Except Shannon would never agree to that.

"It was neat. I liked Emily a lot. Maybe I can get her number from Sh"—he gulped—"uh, your girlfriend."

"That'd be great, we could go on a double date some time."

"Oh, uh, um, maybe."

"But not to a bar this time."

"Right, haha, yeah. No more alcohol for me."



7. Interrupted
It's been two weeks since the incident and life has been a nonstop adventure. Shannon and I have been camping, rafting, bungee jumping, to two separate music festivals, and had more sex than in the previous four months.

Shannon was trying to make up for the fact that she unwittingly cheated on me. Actually, trying to make up for the fact that she was still cheating on me. 

For a few days, Brandon tried his best to avoid me. Turned out that was exceptionally difficult when you're living in a single room with no walls and he more or less returned to normal. There were fewer evenings where it was just us two hanging out, playing video games.

I never actually caught them at it, unfortunately, but I saw the signs. The scent of her perfume lingering. The wet spot on his bed. 

So I made sure to give them plenty of opportunities. I signed up for a movie pass and told Shannon that I needed to unwind from the stress of studying. She didn't even ask if she could join.

A few times a week, I told her I was going to see a movie. Gone for several hours. 

I never actually went to the movies. I just jerked off endlessly.

Having to wait to rush back to her was the hardest part. I wanted to see her, still soiled with sweat and cum. I wanted to eat her creamed snatch and taste his cock on her lips.

Yet once I dropped in on her, she only smelled of vanilla body wash. That was frustrating, to be so close yet so far away.

But not anymore. I was a man obsessed.

I rode up the elevator to the second floor, which was mostly empty. I crept quietly towards my door and listened. 

"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes," someone moaned loudly inside.

Immediately, my pulse quickened and I was hard. I resisted the temptation to barge in and catch them at it. It took all the strength of will I had.

I pulled out my phone, called Shannon, and heard the ringing. Would she actually talk to me while fucking him? The moans stopped.

Hurriedly, I made my way to the staircase. 

"Logan?" Shannon's voice rang through the speaker. She sounded out of breath.

"The movie got ruined, just got back. You wanna hang out tonight instead?"

"You're back?" she asked, panicky.

"Yeah. Just pulled into the parking lot, on my way to my room. Meet me there?"

"Uh, no," she blurted out. "Can you come up to my room?"

"Sure, Shanny. I'll be right there."

I hung up and waited on the landing between the first and second floors. All of a sudden, I heard what sounded like a tornado, crashing through the hallway. Loud, thudding steps of someone running at breakneck speed. They thundered up the stairs.

Smiling, I made my way up the third floor. Entered Shannon's room without even knocking.

There she stood. My soiled queen. Her hair was matted and her cheeks were flushed. Sweat stains on her green tee. I'd caught her right in the middle.

"Logan! What are you doing here?" she asked, her voice fluttering.

"Someone threw up in the theater and it stunk so bad they refunded our tickets. You look like you've been working out."

I didn't let her finish, instead embracing her in a kiss. She tasted of sweat and something else. Something wild and indescribable. I squeezed her ass and noticed she wasn't wearing any underwear under her shorts.

Shannon pulled away. "I was jogging, I should really take a shower, I must reek."

"I don't care, I like you just how you are," I told her truthfully. "Is your roommate away?"

"Yeah, why—eek!"

I swooped her up and deposited her on her bed. Pulled down her shorts and dove straight at her pussy. Her natural aroma was strong, mixed with sweat. I loved it, licking wide swaths between her labia. I went straight for her clit, she had plenty of foreplay after all.

"Oh, oh, Logan, wait, oh."

She grabbed my head and pushed me off. There were tears in her eyes.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Stop, just... stop. I can't do this anymore."

"Do what?"

"I did something horrible and—"

"Shh," I shushed her and kissed her bare knee. "If it's about you and Brandon, I already know."

"You WHAT?" she yelled, terrified, and backed away on the bed.

"I don't care. I love you."

"You know?" she asked, wide-eyed. She blinked away a tear and it rolled down her cheek.

"Yup. Brandon's birthday, when I go to the movies, just now."

"No, no, no, no," she stammered and the dam broke. "I'm so sorry. I'm... so... sorry," she apologized, sobbing.

It hurt me to see her sad. All I ever wanted was for her to be happy. I sat on the edge of the bed and slowly rubbed her shoulder.

She laid her head on my lap and her entire body shook with sobs. I stroked her hair.

"Everything's going to be alright," I said softly but I wasn't sure if she heard.



8. Together
"Are you sure you want to do this?" Shannon asked.

"Yes, one hundred percent."

Shannon sat on Brandon's next, next to the man himself. They were a foot apart from each other as if they were magnets, repelling each other. She was beautiful. Red lipstick, hair loosely tied back. Brandon was... well, Brandon. 

They looked at each other for a brief second. She blushed. He swallowed. 

"Take off her shirt," I told him.

Brandon turned to my girlfriend. She nodded and took a deep breath. 

"This is weird," Brandon said.

"I know," Shannon said and giggled faintly.

It wasn't weird for me. It was exciting. My heart was hammering in my chest. It took me nearly two weeks to convince the two of them. 

But both of them agreed to at least try it. Once.

Impatiently, I approached Shannon, grabbed the hem of her tee, and pulled it over her head. She raised her arms to accommodate me and her locks fell, draping over her shoulders. She wore a bra, though not for long. I unsnapped it and pulled it off.

"You're really serious, huh?" Brandon asked, staring with hungry eyes at my girlfriend's exposed breasts. I didn't blame him, they were spectacular.

"Uh huh. Kiss her."

The two of them looked at each other. Well, she looked at him. He kept darting between me, her breasts, and her eyes.

It was Shannon that made the first move. With a kiss. Just a quick one, barely more than a peck on his lips. He seemed more surprised than anything else. She glanced at me and suppressed a smile.

It was enough to break the dam.

Shannon moved in for another kiss. A real one. Sweet, succulent red lips pressed against his firm ones. Tongue and spit and his hand on her breast.

It was better than any porn I've ever seen and I've seen a lot of porn. I knew exactly what it felt like when she kissed someone and phantom lips tingled my mouth. 

The heat of the moment overcame them. Shannon pushed him down on the bed so she could get on top. That was my request. 

She stripped off his tee and unbuckled his pants.

My heart skipped a beat when I saw it. Brandon's cock. It was... perfect. Six and a half inches, uncut. Shaved. Thick. Slight curve upwards. Hard as hell.

Also bigger than mine by about two inches. Seeing it felt like a punch in the stomach. I was dizzy all of a sudden. I was hard, too.

Shannon knelt on the mattress and wrapped her lips around the thick head. Her head bobbed up and down her hair fell down, hiding the incredible sight from me. I scooped up her hair and tossed it over to the other side.

I didn't want to miss a single detail.

"Still okay?" Shannon asked, looking sideways at me with his tip mere inches from her lips.

"Wonderful, absolutely wonderful," I whispered.

"Good, because now I'm really horny," she said and laughed.

Shannon pulled down the rest of his pants and shimmied out of her own. She straddled Brandon and wiggled her butt at me, before guiding his cock inside of her.

As she slid down his perfect prick, she let out a long sigh. Brandon let out a groan of satisfaction. My vision went blurry for a split second at the gut-wrenching stab of joy. 

It was so much better than the idea of planting a hidden camera had been. Nothing compared to the incredible detail of reality. Seeing her labia grip his shaft as she rode him. Hearing the wet plunging sounds. Smelling her perfume and his aftershave and the musky scent of love.

I was drunk on joy, listening to her moaning. I couldn't tell if she was playing it up for me or if riding that beast made her make noises that I've never heard her make before.

I picked up my phone from my bed and started recording halfheartedly. I couldn't take my eyes off of them for more than a heartbeat. 

I decided I could always get a recording later, I tossed the phone away again and unzipped my pants. Six strokes and I blew my load on the carpet. 

The two of them weren't even close to being done. 

Fast as lightning, she ground her hips into him. Faster and faster and faster.

"Ohhh yeah, ohhh yeah, give it to me," she moaned.

It was a work of art. Two bodies creating a statue of flesh. 

With a loud orgasmic growl, Shannon came first and collapsed on top of him. Didn't take long for Brandon to climax after that. They laughed, kissed, laughed some more, and kissed again.

"How was that, Logan?" she asked.

"Wow... wonderful. Just... wonderful. I love you, Shanny. I love you so much."

I knelt beside her bed and kissed her. Brandon's cock was still inside her. That only made it better.

I had no idea what I was going to do next but it was probably going to involve shopping for a ring. There was absolutely no way I would let the perfect woman go after that.
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