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The Rule Ch. 01

Fair warning: this is a story about one couple (lovingly) dominating another. There's cheating, cuckolding, and humiliation, but the sort that all the characters enjoy. If that's not your cup of tea, turn back now.

***

Before inventing The Rule, having the world's most attractive roommates was more annoying than anything else, thought Kevin as Beth walked into the kitchen.

Kevin sat at the kitchen table eating his morning cereal, slowly waking up as his coffee dripped out of the old fashioned coffee maker nearby. His brown hair was messy- he didn't see the point in taking a shower first thing since he'd just be bug fixing all morning. If nobody at work had to see him, he certainly wasn't going to care. One of the perks of working from home.

Kevin was happy to admit to being an average looking guy. His girlfriend, Chissy, who he loved very dearly and thought was very beautiful was also, if he was forcing himself to be objective, average looking. She was an art teacher at a nearby high school, so she left for work hours ago. She had sandy blonde hair which was usually a little messy as well, and flecks of paint could often be found if you looked hard enough. To some, this made her seem a little disorganized or spacey, but to Kevin, her art leaving little marks behind made her seem beautiful.

There was one area in which Chrissy was decidedly not average: she was absolutely stacked. You'd never know this, however, as she always wore a baggy sweatshirt or a smock. Even her t-shirts were fairly loose in an attempt to hide them. She didn't dislike them, just the attention they could draw. Especially teaching high school boys.

Both of them were fairly average. If you passed them on the street, you wouldn't give them too much thought.

But if you passed Beth and Mark? You wouldn't think about anything else for the rest of the day.

Beth was stunning. A brunette, she looked like a supermodel, though slightly curvier in all the right places. She had full lips which Kevin had never seen smile, and piercing blue eyes. You'd think she'd coast on her good looks, but she was the most successful of the four of them: she was a VP at a tech company, and had earned a reputation as a ruthless negotiator. On her business phone calls that Kevin overheard, she sounded endlessly intimidating. A true ice queen. She was perfectly polite to Kevin, and sometimes even warm to Chissy, but in many ways she was the scariest person Kevin had ever met.

Mark, her boyfriend, was tall at 6'4'' and in incredible physical shape. Dark hair with dark eyes, he lifted weights every day in the morning before going to work at his construction job. Endlessly charismatic and slightly arrogant, he was apparently quite the playboy until Beth managed to tame him.

Chrissy and Beth became roommates, and eventually, Mark and Kevin moved in when things got serious with their respective girlfriends. And so they all lived together in their two room apartment on the upper east side of New York.

The Rule that Kevin and Chrissy had come up with was pretty simple: it was impossible not to check out these perfect human specimens, so as long as you didn't check them out for more than 2 seconds, it was OK.

It all started with little comments. One day, when Mark left the bathroom in a towel, he walked by Kevin and Chrissy on the couch in their common area. Kevin laughed softly and shook his head.

"What?" asked Chrissy, after Mark had entered his room.

"There's just... you know, no fat on that guy at all," Kevin said with a smile. "I've never even seen some of those muscles. Is he real?"

Chrissy just laughed and agreed.

A few days later, the roles were reversed. They both were sitting on the same couch when Beth left for Yoga. Chrissy shook her head as the door shut.

"What?" asked Kevin.

"She's like... a walking LuluLemon ad or something. It's crazy."

Kevin laughed. "I could buy you so LuluLemons if you want."

She dismissed the thought by waving her hand. "Pssh, no pants are going to make my ass look like that."

Kevin rubbed his chin, mock seriously. "Does she have a butt? I haven't noticed."

Chrissy rolled her eyes. "Please! I'm as straight as they come and even I can't help noticing that thing."

Her tone was playful, but Kevin still wanted to make sure. "You know you're beautiful, though, right?" he said seriously.

She took his hands with a softer smile. "You have to say that." She gave him a quick kiss. "But I still love hearing it."

This continued for a while- each person often noting how attractive the roommate of their own sex was, and the other person politely agreeing without taking it any further. That is until one fateful day- the day they invited the rule- when Kevin and Chrissy were reading books in the common room. Kevin lay on the couch, and Crissy was curled up on the small, comfy chair next to it.

Mark entered the common room from his room, in his gym clothes.

"Chris, I think my headphones are under that chair. Can you get up for a second?"

Kevin sucked air through his teeth. You never called Chrissy that.

Chrissy wore an unamused look on her face. "Well I would have... if you hadn't called me Chris," she said, snuggling deeper into her blanket. "But now I'm just sooo comfy, I don't think I can move!"

"Come on," said Mark. "I need them for the Gym."

"Nope!" she said, her tone teasing. She lifted her legs up onto the chair. "Now you have to kneel down and reach under the chair. You can pretend you're bowing to me, like I'm a queen, as punishment for calling me Chris."

Kevin chuckled softly, loving his girlfriend's flair for the dramatic.

Mark's mouth pulled sideways until he wore his signature cocky smile. "As much as I'm sure you want me kneeling in front of you, your boyfriend may not like it."

Kevin raised an eyebrow. The sexual implication wasn't exactly subtle.

Chrissy didn't take the bait. "It will set a good example for him should he ever think of calling me Chris. Now quick, on your knees!"

Mark took a beat to size up Chrissy before his smirk got bigger. "I've got a better idea," he said. He squatted down, and for a second, Kevin thought he actually was going to bow before her.

But suddenly Mark picked up the chair with her in it, standing tall with the chair and Chrissy in his arms.

Chrissy, caught totally off guard by this, spilled forward out the chair and found herself completely pressed against Mark's chest. Her face was pressed against him for a moment, cheek squished against solid muscle, until her hands could find something to use to balance herself. She found her hands on his chest and shoulder, basically the only things she could grab to pull herself up a bit. Mark was clearly tipping the chair towards him to make her predicament a bit worse.

"Mark, what the hell?" said Kevin. He was blown away, not that Mark could pick her up in the chair, but by the complete ease with which Mark handled the weight. He held the chair and his girlfriend with the casualness and ease that Kevin would hold a box of papers.

Ignoring Kevin, Mark gently turned to the side, still holding her. "There they are," he said. He took his time moving them with his foot, before slowly putting Chrissy back down exactly where they started. "Guess I didn't need you to move, huh?" He said as he towered over her, his hands still on the arms of the chair.

Chrissy's playful attitude was gone, totally replaced by fluster. "Um..." was all she could muster as she stared into Mark's eyes. Kevin could see the red in her ears and cheeks- she wasn't embarrassed, or at least not entirely embarrassed. Kevin had seen this before, of course- she was flustered with unexpected lust.

Mark walked out, still wearing his usual grin. "Thanks... Chris," he said, and walked out the door to the Gym.

Kevin and Chrissy took a second after the door closed, looking at each other in shocked silence.

"Wow!" said Kevin, shaking his head and trying to break the tension, "What an asshole!"

"Hah, yeah..." said Chrissy, distractedly.

There was another beat where Kevin tried to read Chrissy. "Though," said Kevin, his tone teasing, "What was it like being carried in the arms of Superman over there? Was it everything you dreamed?"

"Hah," she said, "No, he's... just so cocky, you know?" She still seemed pretty flustered. "Just crazy that he would pick up the whole, um..." she trailed off.

Kevin sighed, which immediately broke Chrissy out of her trance. "Look," said Kevin, "I think we need to lay our cards on the table."

"What do you mean?" she asked, her tone slightly worried, unsure if she had crossed a line.

"I mean, yeah, sure, Mark is like the cockiest guy on the planet. And Beth looks at me the way I think people look at bugs."

Chrissy laughed.

"But," continued Kevin, "They are both like the sexiest human beings I've ever seen in real life. I think somehow they're photoshopped, even though we are in real life. Can we both admit that? Can you admit that you are like... crazy attracted to Mark?

Chrissy was hesitant, but slowly put her head in her hands, nodding with her face covered. "Am I the worst person for nodding there?" she said, her voice muffled by her hands.

"No, that's what I mean!" said Kevin, chuckling. "Look, I'll say it: I'm crazy attracted to Beth, too, so we're even, OK? I'm just saying- if we both pretend like the attraction doesn't exist, I think it'll drive us crazy. So fuck it, let's just be honest with one another."

Chrissy looked up at him. "So... what do you want to do?"

"I'm saying I am super comfortable with our relationship and I love you very much, so... if you're feeling turned on by something besides me and want to say it, it wouldn't bother me. Okay?"

She smiled. "I love you too."

There was a pause. "So..." said Kevin.

"So?"

"So he just picked you up and threw you against his chest after implying you wanted oral from him. How are you feeling right now?"

Chrissy leaned back and groaned, admitting defeat to it. "Oh my god, Kevin, it was so hot. I don't know what it is about him..."

Kevin rolled his eyes. "I wonder what it could be? Maybe his height or his muscles?"

"Yeah, but I usually don't go for guys like that! But he just picked me up like a rag doll, and... oh man, his muscles are insane. They're like rock solid when I was pressed against him, it was crazy." There was a beat before she sighed. "Wow, you know what, you're right! It feels nice to admit that."

"See?" said Kevin.

"You don't care?"

Kevin sat up on the couch. "I mean... It's not that I don't care. I just think if we don't admit this kind of stuff to each other, we're going to go crazy. And I'm comfortable with us. It doesn't bother me if you find other people attractive... we just happen to live with those people."

Chrissy nodded. "Yeah. Okay, yeah." She shook her head. "Why do they have to be so hot?"

Kevin shrugged. "I have no idea. It doesn't really seem fair." He got up, and headed over to Chrissy's chair. Putting his hands on her knees, he slowly kneeled in front of her. "But since Mark got you so flustered..."

Chrissy smiled mischievously. "Mhmm..."

"And I have no problem bowing in front of you..."

"Ooh..."

Kevin's hands reached up to her pants, undoing the button. "Maybe I can help you out..." As he pulled at the top of her pants, she lifted her hips, allowing him to pull them down and revealing blue and white striped panties.

"Out here? Are you sure?" Chrissy asked, looking around the common space.

"Beth's on her business trip. The man of steel is off to the gym. I think I'm safe to do..." He leaned down and kissed her inner thigh. "This."

She squirmed happily and let out a moan. Kevin kissed slowly up her thighs towards her panties.

"What if, ah," she moaned breathily, "What if he forgot something and comes back?"

His lips reached her panties and he was shocked by how wet she already was. Kevin thought for a moment, and then took a chance. "Maybe he'd pick you up again."

She moaned and shuttered- that was the right answer.

"Maybe," Kevin continued as he slid the panties down her legs, "he'd see you like this and he'd want his turn."

"His turn... ahh... his turn to do what?" she asked, drunk with lust and desperate for Kevin to continue this taboo dirty talk.

"Well..." he said, slipping a finger inside her and feeling how wet she was, "To fuck you against the wall."

She moaned louder than she ever had before during foreplay, which was all the encouragement Kevin needed. He began to lick her clit as he fingered her slowly, doing her best to drive her mad.

For reasons Kevin couldn't quite place, he was harder than he'd ever been in his life, almost painfully so.

"Does that mean... does that mean you'd be fucking me against the wall first?" she asked, desperate for Kevin to keep the dirty talk going, but unwilling to outright ask him to talk about Mark.

Kevin lifted his head up but kept fingering her. "Oh, I would." He was getting braver with this dirty talk. "Well, I'd try. But it wouldn't be like when he would do it, would it? He probably doesn't even need a wall- he'd just pick you up and fuck you in the air." He put his head back down and kept licking. He couldn't believe how hard his cock felt in his jeans- he felt as though he could feel every heart beat.

Chrissy moaned again, running a hand through his hair, unconsciously rocking her hips so she'd push against his tongue more. The other hand found one of her own huge breasts, and began gently squeezing it over her sweatshirt. "Tell me... tell me more," she begged with her eyes squeezed shut, desperately imagining the filthy situation. "Tell me what it would be like if he... if he caught us."

"You want me to tell you exactly how I think it would happen?"

She nodded eagerly, eyes still closed.

"Well, I'd lift you up and push you so your back was against the wall, and I'd stick my cock inside you. I'd be rough and rip off that sweatshirt so I can see those big, beautiful tits of yours. The ones that drive me crazy. The ones that I bet drive him crazy."

Since he was busy talking, her hand found its way to her clit and began rubbing it as he continued to finger her.

Kevin continued. "And he'd come home, all sweaty from the gym. And he'd see us, right here in the common room. He'd walk in and see us right away, me fucking you against the wall. But we wouldn't stop, would we?"

She shook her head no.

"No, we wouldn't stop. I'd be facing the wall but you'd be facing him over my shoulder. Maybe he'd watch from the couch for a little while, but then he wouldn't be able to resist, would he? Not when he sees how you're looking at him. Because you would be looking at him, wouldn't you?" Kevin felt himself get even harder, if that was even possible.

She nodded to this idea.

"And he'd see how bad you want him, and he'd see that I'm not making you cum, and he'd offer to step in and help out. He knows he can make you feel good. So I pull out of you, and he pulls off his shirt and pulls off his shorts and walks over to where you are on the wall and starts kissing you."

Chrissy moans. She's close.

"He's pressed against you. Do you think he's as hung as he acts? Or is he all talk?"

"Beth says..." Chrissy gasps, feeling like she was drowning in the upcoming orgasm. "Beth told me once... he's... huge."

Of course, thought Kevin. He also felt like he might cream his pants. For reasons he didn't understand yet, this absolutely filthy conversation turned him on to no end.

Without thinking too much about it, one of Chrissy's feet landed on his crotch as he sat below her. She felt how hard he was against her foot and was encouraged that Kevin was loving this too. As she squirmed with pleasure, she gently rubbed her foot up and down the cock trapped in his jeans.

"So he puts it inside you, and it's like nothing you've ever felt before. He starts fucking you gently- but it's not like me, barely pushing you against the wall. He picks you up, just like in that chair..."

"Yes..." she moans, her orgasm agonizingly close. Her foot kept rubbing as she squirmed- Kevin was certain she wasn't even meaning to do it. Kevin's voice began to waiver- he worried he might actually cum in his pants.

"He's... he's got you in his arms and he's fucking you, he's fucking... fucking you like his own personal... slut..." He couldn't believe how close to cumming he felt, even though all Chrissy was using was the back of her foot.

"Yes!" she moans again, louder. Her foot pressed against him more.

"He's bouncing you on his dick and... driving you deeper and deeper onto his cock, making you feel things you've never felt before, making you cum so easily-"

"YES!" she screamed, finally getting her orgasm, which was easily the largest Kevin had ever seen. As she bucked, she pressed her foot against Kevin's cock one final time, and Kevin could not help it- cumming in his pants in what was one of the best and simultaneously the worst orgasm of his life.

Her whole body squeezed tight as she was rocked from the orgasm, and then with a few deep breaths, slowly but surely came down from the highs and opened up her eyes.

Once she opened her eyes, a sudden wave of humiliation washed over Kevin. He had just cum in his pants while his Girlfriend was imagining fucking a different guy- what was wrong with him?

"That was amazing. So, so amazing," said Chrissy, dreamily. "You are the best boyfriend in the whole world, you know that? Literally the best." She panted a few more times. Before leaning up. "Now that you've given me such a nice orgasm, maybe I can return the favor..."

Kevin felt heat in his cheeks. "Um..."

"What do you want, baby? I'll do anything, anything, you want after that, you name it, I'll do it. You want to fuck my tits, baby? I know you love that. You want to fuck my a-" She looked down and realized. Her sexy tone was suddenly replaced by shock. "Did you... did you cum in your pants?"

"Uh, yeah," Kevin said, blushing. "I kind of... yeah, I did."

"Just then?"

"Yes."

There was a shocked pause. Chrissy was baffled, but didn't want to hurt Kevin's feelings. "Oh. Because of... was it something I did, or...?"

Kevin suddenly felt the need to defend himself. "Well, it's... you were having such a great time, and you looked so hot, and your foot... your foot was pressing against me."

"Yeah?" asked Chrissy, not convinced by that explanation. "Just the foot against you did it?"

"Yeah, it was just... I just was really sensitive tonight."

Chrissy looked deep into his eyes. "That's it?" she said, dubiously. "Are you sure it wasn't something else?"

Kevin's throat was dry. "Like what?"

"Like maybe," she said, her tone inquisitive and mischievous, "You liked that story you were telling too?"

Kevin felt himself blush even more.

"Did it turn you on, hmm?" Her eyes were intense, locking to him, studying him. "To think of your girlfriend... acting like a slut with Mark, hm? To think of him rocking my world and taking what's yours?" Kevin couldn't believe it- despite having orgasmed a mere minute ago, he felt himself quickly getting hard again. She saw this in his jeans and her jaw dropped. "It is that, isn't it! You loved it too?"

Kevin was a whirlwind of humiliation and arousal. Was that it? "I... guess I did..." he said earnestly.

"Stand up," she said, taking charge. As he did so, she slipped off her sweatshirt, revealing her massive tits contained by one of her custom-made bras. He moaned at the sight of them- no matter how many times he saw them, he loved them each time.

She leaned in, his crotch right in front of her face. She took a moment to study the cock tenting in his pants and the cum stain near it, before she turned her eyes upward. One hand began very gently rubbing his cock through his pants.



"You like thinking about Mark fucking me against the wall?" Her tone was equal parts playful, curious and teasing.

Kevin moaned, shocked he was already so horny again.

"Wow, you little pervert!" she said, with some genuine shock but mostly pleasure. "You want to see your cute little girlfriend get railed by your roommate?" She rubbed his jeans faster. "You kinky boy... no wonder you wanted me to confess my attraction..."

She gently unbuttoned and zipped down the jeans, reaching into his underwear to pull out the still cum covered cock. She opened her mouth and started sucking him off.

Kevin, under his breath, whispered, "Oh my god." Never in his life had he been able to recover so quickly. What was going on?

"What do you think he'd do if he saw these, hmm?" she said, gently squeezing her tits through the bra. "You think he'd like these?"

Kevin nodded.

"I bet he wants to fuck them. Don't you think? Everyone I've ever been with has wanted to fuck them, but I've never had anyone as big as him... maybe I could suck him off at the same time."

The thought was driving Kevin crazy. Would he really cum twice in five minutes?

Chrissy took a few moments to suck on his cock, but never broke eye contact. There was a twinkle in her eye- she looked thoughtful. "And what if Beth was here too, hmm?"

Kevin felt himself melting in the same way Chrissy was when he spoke of Mark earlier.

"Ahh, maybe we need to add onto our story a bit, hmm?" She licked his cock as she spoke. "Mark's got me against the wall, but Beth comes back from her trip. What do you want to do with her?" She took a moment lick up and down his shaft.

"Would you two be fucking next to us?" she asked, genuinely curious. "Or do you want her sucking your dick as you watch the two of us fuck?" There was another pause when suddenly an idea popped into her head. "Maybe," she said excitedly, "ice queen like her- do you want her to play the dominant role?"

Kevin felt like he might faint from all the blood rushing to his dick.

Chrissy noticed. "Wow, you are kinky! That's it, isn't it? You do like a little humiliation, don't you!" She jerked with her hand faster now. "You want Mark fucking me and you want the ice queen dominating you. Is that what you like? Maybe you want Beth to smother you with that perfect ass of hers..." she jerked even faster, "sitting on your face so you can only listen to me getting fucked, listening to your little girlfriend cumming on the big cock of your roommate..."

Kevin knew he was close but tried everything to resist cumming.

She reached behind herself and quickly undid the clasps holding her bra in place. Her perfect tits sprung free, revealing the pink nipples on the massive globes. She quickly went back to jerking Kevin off.

"Just think about these big tits pressed against him, pressed as he turned me around and fucks me on the table, while you're helpless, you're totally pinned beneath beth and that perfect, round, heart shaped ass that even I want to spank..."

"I'm cumming!" shouted Kevin.

Chrissy stuck out her tongue and jerked his cock as fast as she could. "Cum for me, baby, cum for your cute girlfriend... cum for your girlfriend while you think about her getting fucked by your big roommate... all while you're getting smothered under the ass of his girlfriend... give me all that cum, I want that..."

Kevin came, but to both their shock, the first shot went well over her head, hitting the wall behind them. The second rope did too. Only after those did they start landing on her, and she gladly took it on her tongue.

After she swallowed, they both took deep breaths frozen in their positions and taking it all in. They took a moment to enjoy this moment of discovering a new kink they shared.

After the clean up, they both snuggled together on the couch in thoughtful but happy silence.

"So..." said Chrissy.

"So," said Kevin.

They both looked at each other, and after a beat, they laughed.

"That was crazy!" exclaimed Chrissy.

"Crazy hot," mused Kevin, shaking his head.

"Crazy hot," she agreed, "Yeah, but crazy!" She shook her head. "So what now?"

"What do you mean?"

"We just... we just live with these people?" she asked. "Lusting after them every time they walk by?"

"Well... yeah, sort of. I mean, what else can we do? If we bottle it up, we'll go crazy. But obviously we don't actually want to..."

"...Kiss them?" finished Chrissy mischievously.

"Sure, right. Kiss them and then some." Chrissy hit him playfully.

"Well, we shouldn't go crazy," she said. "I mean, we don't want to make them uncomfortable by like... ogling them all the time."

"You think Mark would care if you were checking him out constantly?"

She giggled. "No, no I do not... I just mean... I don't want this to impact our friendship with them. It was nice to get this off our chest, but..."

"Yeah, you're right. We'll keep this in the bedroom, so to speak."

"So, as long as we don't check them out for more than a few seconds..."

"How long is a few seconds?" Kevin questioned.

Chrissy rolled her eyes. "You programmers are so exact. Okay, uh... 5 seconds. That's the rule. If you check them out for more than 5 seconds, it's creepy and it's cheating."

"5 seconds? That's longer than you think. Here, watch." Kevin took 5 long seconds staring at her tits, counting them out.

She laughed, and hit him again playfully. "Fine, 2 seconds, Mr. Exact. That's the rule. Any more than that... it's wrong."

"Fair enough."

"And they absolutely cannot find out about this."

"Oh, yeah," Kevin agreed. "For sure."

"So that's the rule. 2 seconds and it stays a secret. I don't really want them to know what perverts we are..."

So they stuck to The Rule- both feeling freer to look at their roommates and being honest about their attraction without the guilt of feeling like they were cheating.

That's what was on Kevin's mind in the kitchen where he sat- how nice it was to have a girlfriend who was so cool with this kind of rule. And it was a good thing at this very moment, because Beth was wearing her Yoga shorts which showed off her long legs and perfect ass.

"Morning," he said to Beth, cheerfully.

"Morning," she said back. Her voice was as emotionless as ever. Not cold per se, just lacking any warmth.

Beth leaned over the kitchen counter, holding her tablet, reading the morning news- the WSJ- as she did every day. She faced away from him, but her long legs put her ass at Kevin's eye level.

Okay, he thought. Time for my 2 seconds.

It was, without a doubt, the most insanely perfect ass he had ever seen. Big but not too big, curvy and led to perfectly thick thighs on her long legs. Her waist was thick, as well, which made those curves even more pronounced. It was the sort of as you would not believe was real unless it was in front of you.

"Kevin?"

"Hmm?" he said, snapping out of his trance.

Her voice, for once, held emotion: disgust. "Are you staring at my ass?"

Kevin dropped his spoon, which hit the bowl with a clatter. Oh, god. Fuck. The new mirror they hung last week.

He slowly turned his head until he saw them both in the new mirror. Once glance at it would have made it completely obvious where he was looking.

She hadn't moved, but he could see in the reflection her eyes held a frosty fury.

Fuck. Caught.


The Rule Ch. 02

There was an incredibly awkward, palpable silence as Kevin thought hard about what he wanted to say next.

Beth, after calling him out, turned quickly around and now was leaning against the counter she had been bent over just moments before. While the shocked fury was gone from her eyes, they still held an obvious amount of disgust. Her intense gaze was locked on Kevin, waiting for his answer.

Kevin felt his eyes awkwardly dart between each of her piercing blue eyes. His heart pounded in his chest- Beth was an intensely intimidating person in the best of situations, and this was probably the worst of situations.

Okay, thought Kevin. Here goes nothing. "...I wasn't."

It wasn't the worst defense, was it? Could she really be 100% sure, from the angle in the mirror, that he was looking at her ass?

A single one her eyebrows lifted gently. "Try again," she said dryly- insulted he thought the strategy would work. Kevin opened his mouth to debate this, but she shut him down before he could make a sound. "Not only was it completely obvious... you've been sitting there red faced for two minutes, Kevin. Not the best poker face."

Kevin sighed. He was really hoping to get out of admitting it, but he was clearly caught. He put elbows on the table and his head in his hands. "Okay. All right. ...I was."

She shook her head, disgusted.

"I mean, to be fair, you bent over right in front of me! It was right there! It was practically most of my sightline."

There was another pause before she replied. "So," she said slowly, "you think it's my fault? You think I was looking for it?"

"No," Kevin responded quickly, realizing how stupid his comment was. God, he thought, Beth always had the upper hand in conversations. "No, of course not. Look, I'm... I'm really sorry. I don't know what came over me there, but it won't happen again. I'm sorry if that made you feel uncomfortable."

Beth looked offended. "Uncomfortable? If I couldn't handle someone staring at my ass, I'd never be able to go anywhere in this city."

"Oh...?" responded Kevin, confused.

"I'm thinking about Chrissy, your girlfriend, Kevin," she spelled out for him, surprised he didn't think of it. "She's one of my best friends- you think she'd appreciate you checking out other women? Her roommate?"

Kevin blinked. Given their Rule, he completely forgot this would be a concern. "Oh!" he exclaimed, eager to clear up that it wasn't a worry. "Oh, no she wouldn't-" Wait. Wait, fuck. Chrissy specifically asked for The Rule to be a secret. Kevin paused, his eyes again flickering back and forth between her still ones. Could he explain why Chrissy wouldn't mind without explaining The Rule? "Uh..." was all he could manage.

A sudden curiosity showed on Beth's face. "She wouldn't? She wouldn't... what?"

"Uh, nothing."

"She wouldn't...care you were checking me out?"

"Well... no?"

"So, you won't care if I tell her?" said Beth, thinking she was calling a bluff.

"Go ahead," replied Kevin without worry.

Beth suddenly looked bewildered. "What? She really wouldn't care?" The disgust was gone, totally replaced with curiosity.

Kevin knew he was in a tight spot now. "Maybe?" God, he thought, I am the worst liar on earth.

"Why not?" said Beth, pushing herself off the counter to stand in front of him.

He looked up at her doing everything in his power to retain eye contact. There was something about her being above him, in this tight yoga outfit, making demands of him... could there be anyone hotter on earth?

He decided Beth was too smart and read him too well to lie. "Look, Chrissy... she asked me not to say."

Beth crossed her arms, her fingers slowly drumming on one arm with impatience. After a second of waiting, she spoke carefully. "Look, you have two options, here. Either I walk out of this room and think you're an asshole, or you tell me your little secret. Your call."

Kevin knew this tone- it was the same she used when closing deals on the phone. It felt like she had all the power here, and Kevin had to just go with it. It was pretty intimidating to be on the receiving end of it.

Kevin sighed once more, giving in. "Okay, okay. Alright. You win. I hate to break my word with Chrissy, but since I was... looking at... well, I think you've earned the truth."

Beth nodded. There was a slight glint in her eye- Kevin could tell she liked to win.

He took a moment to collect his thoughts. "Okay, so... you know how you and Mark are like... the most attractive people on planet earth?"

Beth's eyes widened, and Kevin even noted a slight flush in her ears. It was a very rare moment- Kevin had never seen Beth blush. It was clearly not what she expected him to say. "What?" she asked.

"You and Mark. You're like... statues come to life, or something. You both ooze pure, raw sexuality. It's insane."

Beth blinked at him.

"Oh, come on, you must realize it to some degree! Look, I mean- let's talk about Mark. I'm comfortable enough with my sexuality to say that Mark is a pretty perfect specimen of a man. I've seen him with his shirt off. If I bought a comic book for some super hero, and an exact depiction of Mark was on the cover, I'd complain to the editor that they were perpetuating unrealistic body types for men. Do you know what I mean?"

Beth stared at him. "What does this have to do with you staring at my ass?" She was genuine in her question.

Kevin worried he was sounding crazy here. "I just need you to understand what it's like for two average people to be around you guys, otherwise, this will make no sense."

She paused before nodding.

"So, we have Mark, who's built like some bodybuilder demigod, put on earth to tease women. And you. I remember the other day, I was walking past a big billboard for Victoria's Secret, with all the new models, and I remember thinking, 'Wow, they're hot! I mean, not Beth hot, but hot!' Like, I think if you were on the billboard across the street, I think most people would be looking at you, not them. You know?"

"These analogies," said Beth with dry humor, still staring down at him, "are really awful."

Kevin smiled, relieved her disgust with him seemed to have slipped away. He continued. "I know, I know. But here's the problem: Mark's not in a comic book, and you're not on a billboard. You're here, every day, with us. Plain old Kevin and Chrissy, average couple, have to look at you, eat dinner with you... see you both in towels. We have to be around it every day. So one day we just... we just had to admit it to each other." Kevin carefully avoided the story of why this happened. "We said we loved each other, and we were happy with each other, and we found the other very attractive... but we live with absurdly attractive people and it's OK to admit that. Rather than burying these thoughts, we're more... honest about it."

"Honest?"

"Well... we came up with what we call The Rule. If we're ever in a situation where we feel like we want to check you out, we can. But for no more than two seconds. That's it. So, in that instance... instead of just looking at the ceiling or staring into my cereal bowl while thinking what an awful boyfriend I am for having these thoughts, I just take two seconds, think, 'Yes, that's the greatest ass I have ever seen', and then, I move on."

Beth's lips pursed thoughtfully.

"So," Kevin added, "I'm sorry I was staring... and I'll stop if it's weird. But don't think for a second I was betraying Chrissy or anything, because she has a special two seconds of her own right when Mark gets back from the Gym."

Beth looked at Kevin in thoughtful silence, her face unreadable. Kevin simply sweated it out as she seemed to analyze him.

Finally, her gaze broke. She picked up her yoga bag from the corner of the Kitchen, and headed towards the door. "Well," she said without looking at him, "I don't think you're an asshole." And left through the door.

Kevin sat in silence, the only one left in the apartment. He took a bite of soggy cereal, feeling nervous that he wasn't out of the woods yet.

***

Since the whole incident with Beth in the morning, Kevin decided to dive into his work and try not to focus on it. He had to tell Chrissy soon that he had spilled the beans- would that impact her relationship with Mark? He hoped she wouldn't be mad, anyway.

He was in his and Chrissy's bedroom. He would work at his desk until around dinner time- usually Chrissy would hang out in the common room until he was done. Her teaching schedule meant she was off the clock way earlier than he could be.

He was deep in some code, fixing bugs, when his phone went off with a text message notification.

Chrissy: Did something happen today?

Kevin felt his heart pound. He completely lost his train of thought with the bugfix. "Ah, shit," he said under his breath for so many reasons.

Kevin: What do you mean?

It took a few minutes for her to reply.

Chrissy: Lol it's just Mark has been sitting in the common room with me shirtless for like an hour. Hard for me to pick my two seconds...

Chrissy: Thought maybe you gave him 5 bucks to do it :P

Mark was also on an early schedule. This was very common- Beth and Kevin would have their mornings together, while Mark and Chrissy would have the late afternoons.

Kevin looked at his phone, bewildered. It wasn't like Mark to do that. Could Beth have told him about their conversation this morning? Kevin sighed. Maybe now that Mark knew Chrissy found him irresistible, he was trying to flaunt it. Classic Mark.

Kevin: Er, yeah, actually there's something I needed to talk to you about.

Chrissy: Oh... what's up?

Kevin: Can you come in here?

Chrissy: Even though you're still working? You sure?

Kevin smiled. She was so respectful of his space while working, even though it was their bedroom. He loved that.

Kevin: Yeah, come in here, just a minute.

He heard her footsteps before the door swung open, revealing her smiling face. "Hey!"

"Hey," he replied, softer.

She shut the door behind her. She wore one of her classic baggy sweatshirts, and her hair was pulled into two ponytails. "What's up? Better make this quick, I'm missing quite a show outside," she teased with a cheeky smile.

"So, yeah... that's what I wanted to talk to you about."

She cocked her head, now serious. "What?"

"I told Beth about The Rule."

Chrissy looked surprised for a moment, then completely mortified. "What?! Why?!"

"She caught me! She caught me looking at her butt, and it just seemed like she thought I was the worst person on earth for betraying you. So she was ripping into me and I just had to tell her."

Chrissy groaned and sat on the bed. "Ohh, Kevin, no. No!"

"I'm sorry."

She groaned again, louder. "Now they know what perverts we are!"

"Well, I didn't tell them...obviously not that we... fantasize about them."

"Thank god."

"I just told them we found them attractive, and we were okay admitting that!" Kevin shook his head. "They must know how hot they are... do they really not know?" he mused quietly.

"Well, Mark definitely knows it," she said, looking at the bedroom door. The realization struck. "Oh, god, that's why he's out there without a shirt on? Because he knows I...?"

Kevin nodded. "I think so."

"Oh my god. This is mortifying."

"I'm really... really sorry."

She groaned a third time then sighed. "Okay. Well, fine. I guess it's not so bad if all he wants to do is flaunt his body at me. I'll let you get back to work, but you... you are in trouble for this one."

Kevin smiled. She didn't really sound too angry. "Oh yeah? What's my punishment?"

She stood up and headed for the door. "He's out there without a shirt on! I get waaay more than two seconds."

Kevin laughed, knowing he was getting off easy. "Deal."

***

The rest of the evening was uneventful- after his work, they all saw each other, but everything seemed normal. Kevin was relieved- he was worried this might have impacted their friendship. Chrissy teased Kevin endlessly in bed that night for giving up their secret, but it all was lighthearted.

The next morning, however, things began to change.

He sat at the breakfast table again, eating the same brand of cereal he ate the previous day. Mark and Chrissy had left the apartment hours ago, so the only other person home was Beth. He knew she would be in the common room any minute now- he wanted to clear the air and make sure they were okay.

He heard the door to Beth and Mark's room swing open.

"Morning," he said cheerily, though this morning he was forcing it a bit more.

"Morning," said Beth in her usual monotone.

Kevin stared into her cereal as she got her tablet, getting ready to read her morning news, as she always did. "Ah, Beth, I just wanted to say sorry again- I know I put us in a bit of a weird situation yesterday, but I'm hoping we can put this beh-" As Kevn's eyes looked up, the words suddenly caught in his throat.

Beth had bent over the same counter she had the morning before, reading on her tablet. Her ass was, again, right at his eye level.

But she wasn't wearing any pants. She wore a loose tank top... and lace panties. That's it.

There it was. The perfect ass. The one he had fantasized about countless times. Except all those other times, he only had yoga pants to work with. Now all that covered it was a purple, lace thong. She was arching her back ever so slightly, which really accented the heart shape of her ass. He noted the little freckles on one cheek that he hadn't expected. And they lead down to those thighs, thick yet toned from hard work at yoga.

For a moment, Kevin felt his brain turn off, totally in awe of the sight before him.

"What you were saying?" she asked casually, not taking her eyes off her tablet. "You were sorry about... something?"

Kevin's brain turned back on and felt his adrenaline spike. He realized his jaw was hanging open- he snapped it shut. His head and eyes snapped down to his cereal in an absurd attempt to stop staring at her.

He felt his heart pounding again. What was this? Was this a test of some kind?

"That," she said dryly, "was a long two seconds."

He looked over at the mirror and caught her eyes- she had watched his reaction. Her expression was unreadable. The mirror provided a new angle of Beth- a side profile of her bending over the counter. It took every ounce of willpower Kevin had to keep his eyes locked on hers.

If this was a test, he was no doubt failing.

"So... what were you trying to say?" she asked again.

"I was... trying to apologize for... making things weird. If I did that."

"I think we're fine. Don't you?"

Kevin blinked. "Um..."

She stretched casually, arching her back a bit more. "Why, do you feel weird?"

Kevin thought about it before answering. "...I don't know how I feel."

She studied him carefully in the mirror, before turning back towards her tablet, tapping it casually. "So," she said, "there's something I don't understand. About your Rule."

"What's that?" he asked, failing to match her casual tone. His throat felt dry.

"What happens if you fail?"

"What do you... mean?"

Beth began to slowly, rhythmically and very gently shift her weight back and forth from one foot to another. As she did so, her ass gently tilted back and forth, changing its angle from one side to the other in a hypnotic swing. Back and forth. Back and forth. She did it very casually, as if it was a type of pre-yoga stretch. The movement was small, subtle- she wasn't putting on a show for him. Or at least that's how she wanted it to appear.

Kevin felt his cock growing in his pants. He could only appreciate this new movement from his peripheral vision, of course. He didn't dare look again. Half of his brain was demanding he stare at the insanely erotic site before him, but the other half didn't dare risk pissing Beth off. Not to mention, he had already used up his two seconds.

"I mean," she spoke slowly, still looking at the tablet, "What if..." Back and forth. "You looked..." Back and forth. "For more than two seconds?" Even though she spoke slowly, her tone stayed completely casual, as if she was asking him what he wanted for lunch. Her eyes never left the tablet.

Kevin decided it was best to stare at his cereal again, though most of his brain power was focused on the subtle tilting motion of the perfect ass in his peripheral vision. "I don't know. That's just the... the boundary we set for ourselves."

"But what happens if you cross that boundary?"

"I don't... I don't know."

"Well, let's say for example, I told you I'm about to take one hand..." The shifting stopped. She took one hand off her tablet and placed it gently on her ass. "And spank my ass. Would you want to look, even though you've already used your two seconds? Would you want to see how it jiggles?" Kevin couldn't believe how casual her tone stayed while speaking about this.

Kevin wasn't sure if this was a trick, so he stayed quiet.

"Answer me," she said. It wasn't a demand, exactly- it wasn't impolite. It just had the authoritative air of someone who knew she would be obeyed.

Kevin was still unsure. If he looked, would she call him an asshole for crossing the boundary? What was she up to? "Maybe?"

"Answer me truthfully." Her voice had a hint of annoyance that she was having to ask twice. "In fact, to make this easier for both of us, why don't you just tell me the truth about everything from now on."

"Okay."

"Good boy." Oh, god. Kevin melted a bit as she said that. "So?"

The more power she took in this conversation, the harder his cock got. "Yes. Obviously, yes, I'd want to."

"But you couldn't. Because of The Rule."

"Right."

"Do you think you'd resist?"

Kevin was quiet.

"Well, let's see, shall we?" She lifted her hand above her ass, though her eyes were still reading the morning news. "I'm going to spank my ass on the count of three. And let's see what you do."

Kevin focused hard on his cereal bowl.

"One."

Was she really about to do this? Right in front of him? Seeing Beth, in her lace panties, spank her own ass right in front of him was a fantasy come to life. Would he really not look?

"Two."

But there was no telling if she'd actually spank herself. Maybe this was all a trick! In fact, it probably was. Was it worth it to look up, when it was more than likely just a trick she was playing on him? He'd just look up and she'd be flipping him off or something.

"And. Three."

Oh, who was he kidding. Kevin knew there was no way he'd be able to resist.

He looked up.

She was still reading the tablet, almost looking bored. It was as if she didn't need to look in the mirror to see if he was looking- as if she knew he wouldn't be able to resist.

The spank wasn't rough, but deliberate and firm. Her hand landed on one cheek, and it filled the room with a loud smack which caught Kevin off guard. Her ass, though firm from yoga, was thick enough that it jiggled back and forth erotically for a moment before settling back into place.

Okay, thought Kevin. That was worth it.

"Oops," said Beth without a hint of emotion in her voice. "I think you broke your Rule."

She finally stood up, turned around and walked towards her room. She stopped next to him, without turning her body towards him.

Kevin was too embarrassed to turn his head towards hers, but he couldn't believe how good she smelled. Did she have any flaws?

"What's that?" she asked. He looked up at her and saw she was looking at his crotch, face neutral and one eyebrow raised. There was an obvious tent from one of the biggest erections of his life.

Kevin's face flushed. "Um..."

Beth tsked as if disappointed, then walked to her room. She put on her yoga pants, and without saying another word, left to go to yoga.



Kevin, now totally alone in the apartment, rushed to his room, grabbed a tissue from the box next to bed, pulled down his pants and frantically jerked his cock.

He had a massive orgasm in mere seconds.

***

He told Chrissy to come into his room as soon as she got home. Work be damned- he needed to tell her what had happened.

He relayed the whole story from his computer chair as she sat on their bed. Her face was one of complete shock.

"No pants? Really?"

"Just a thong and a tank top."

She shook her head thoughtfully "Mark I expected this from. But Beth? Never in a million years. What is she up to?"

"You aren't mad or anything?" Kevin asked, wanting to be sure.

"What, that you broke past two seconds? Of course not. I think I broke that rule first, anyway, when Mark was stretching in the common room without his shirt on." She smiled her cheeky smile. "Besides, I can hardly blame you. It sounds like Beth was the one in the driver's seat."

Kevin breathed a sigh of relief, glad to be sure she was OK. "That she was."

Chrissy tapped her chin thoughtfully. "So, obviously, The Rule needs to change." Kevin cocked his head at this. "Well, look, we obviously did the two second rule to set a boundary that... doesn't seem realistic right now. I mean, if Beth and Mark are both going to be prancing around in their underwear to torment us into looking at them for more than two seconds, we're not going to be able to resist. So let's beat them to the punch. If you're comfortable with it."

Kevin nodded. "Yeah, of course. That makes sense. What do you think The Rule should be?"

"No touching," she said. "You can look as much as feels natural, but... hands to yourself. That's where it feels like the boundary is now. Fair?"

"Fair."

She laughed thoughtfully. "This is so wild. Do you think we need to... I mean, should we just confront them about this? Ask them what they're up to?"

They both looked at each other in silence.

"I kind of... don't want to," admitted Kevin. "I mean, I think we do if this continues any further, but... I kind of think maybe all this was a one time thing."

"You do?" asked Chrissy uncertainty.

"Well, I don't know. I think they're both just having some fun at our expense, right? I mean, what are they really going to do beyond teasing us?"

***

The next day, Kevin decided to actually head into the office for once. He didn't see Beth in the morning- something he was relieved and disappointed about. But it was an odd couple of days, and he thought a change of scenery would do him good.

It was in the late afternoon when Kevin felt his phone buzz in his pocket. It was that time of day when Chrissy and Mark were alone in the apartment together, so he checked it immediately.

Chrissy: How's work?

Kevin: It was good to see everyone. It's been a while since I actually came in!

Chrissy: You slacker :P

Kevin: And I needed to check in with Dave about my raise.

Chrissy: What did he say?

Kevin: Not until next quarter, he says, which is what he said last quarter... ughh.

Chrissy: You'll get it soon! Everyone loves you there.

There was a long pause while the typing dots appeared, disappeared and reappeared on his phone over and over. Chrissy was clearly retyping her next message a few times.

Chrissy: So about the new Rule... some touching is OK, right?

Kevin felt his cock twitch in his pants. Would they be breaking the new Rule already?

Kevin: Why do you ask?

Chrissy: Well... Mark really hurt his muscle at the gym today and was asking if I could massage it for him.

Kevin cheeks flushed. Now, he knew Chrissy wasn't stupid- she must know that Mark was just trying to get her to touch him. Now the question was: should he play along?

Kevin: He can't get a professional to do it?

Chrissy: No, he says he wants someone he trusts. And Beth would never do it for him, lol.

Kevin shook his head. While it was true Beth wasn't the type of girlfriend to give massages out, why would you need to trust a masseuse?

Kevin: What muscle did he hurt?

Chrissy: His pecs.

Kevin felt his breath getting shorter. An image of Chrissy running her hands across Mark's chest flashed in his mind. His cock got harder in his pants.

Chrissy: I mean, professionals give massages! I've given massages to friends before, it's not a big deal. Right? That's not really what we meant by no touching, is it?

There was another pause while she carefully typed out the next message. This one had a more serious tone.

Chrissy: You can say no to this, obviously. Only what you're comfortable with. I can tell him no.

Kevin thought for a few seconds before typing his reply. Fuck, this was making him horny.

Kevin: No, I... want you to say yes.

Chrissy: You sure?

Kevin: Yes, I want you to

Chrissy: TY baby! I know he'll appreciate having someone to help him out!

Chrissy: So what's the new Rule? No touching didn't seem to work out...

Kevin thought about it.

Kevin: Well, since touching is on the table... How about underwear stays on? Like, so long as everyone has underwear on, we're OK.

Chrissy: Perfect! See you home! <3

Kevin shut his phone off and looked at his screen, glad his desk was hiding his erection. He knew he wouldn't get anything productive done for the rest of the day.

***

When Kevin got home that evening, he found Chrissy and Mark on the couch. They were far from each other, almost awkwardly so. Mark looked very casual, playing on his phone. Chrissy, on the other hand, was red faced and out of breath.

"Hey, Kev," said Mark, standing up, towering over Kevin. He flashed a cocky grin as he gave Kevin a friendly, but slightly painful, slap on the shoulder. "I gotta meet Beth for a drink- so..." Mark's smile got mischievous for a moment, "... Chrissy's all yours."

With that, he left toward the door, leaving just Chrissy and Kevin in the common room. There was silence as they studied each other.

"Um," she said, looking up at Kevin awkwardly. "Let's go to our room."

"Sure," said Kevin, a little confused. What had happened?

They walked in and she shut the door behind them. "Lie down." Kevin looked at her blankly. "Please," she begged with a hint of desperation.

Kevin, still confused, lay down on the bed. Chrissy stripped off her pants and her panties, climbed up next to him on the bed, and, without warning, straddled his face.

Oh god, he thought, she is absolutely soaked. Her whole inner thigh was practically glistening with it.

She began rocking on his face and Kevin eagerly began to lick along with her. She was moaning so loudly already.

Kevin loved eating her out like this- looking up at her huge tits, even though they were still in her baggy sweater, and feeling her buck against him with pleasure.

"Oh, my god," she moaned. "Oh, my god, Kevin, yes. That is sooo good. Keep going."

He was hard as a rock, trapped in his jeans. What had happened while he was out? Mark did something, obviously. The thought made Kevin even hornier.

He noticed her eyes were closed, tight. He gently lifted her off him so he could talk. "What are you thinking about, baby?" he said, before he dived back into eating her.

There was a beat while she thought about her answer. "Um, you, baby... how good you're eating me out..."

He lifted her again. "What are you really thinking about?"

"Um... are you sure... are you sure I should say?"

"Yes, baby," he replied between licks, surprised by how desperate he was. "I want to hear it. I like hearing it."

Her whole body shook as she answered. "I'm... I'm thinking about... Oh god, Kevin, I'm thinking about Mark."

His erection was painful in his pants. "Talk dirty, baby," he said. "Talk dirty to me... like you're talking to him." He dove back in, licking her desperately.

"Oh, god, babe... are you... are you sure?"

Kevin just squeezed her ass in encouragement.

"Oh god, oh god... oh Mark, fuck me. Fuck me, please, I want you to fuck me so bad." She was really grinding on his tongue now. "I want to be your slut, Mark. Let me choke on your dick, come fuck my tits, do whatever you want to me just... use me. Whatever you want!"

Holy shit, thought Kevin, she was being filthy. His cock pulsed, painfully hard in his jeans.

"Use me like a dirty little whore while my... My boyfriend is in the next room. Use me, let me feel that cock inside me, choke me, whatever you want. I want to be your little slut, please, please, oh god... I want to be your little bitch."

She grabbed the headboard and really grinded into Kevin. Kevin did everything in his power to keep up, pleasuring her all he could. She was close to a massive orgasm, he could tell.

"I want to suck on your cock on the couch while you watch sports on TV. I want to lick your balls in the shower. I want you to fuck my big tits when Beth's not in the mood. I want you to use me, use me, use me, oh God. I want you to fuck me, not just... not just because you want to, but just because you can. You can take me. You can take me wherever. Oh, god.

"Oh god, please, fuck me. Please use me. Oh god, please, please, please fuck me, fuck me, fuck me MARK!" she screamed. Her orgasm took over, causing her to clench down, squeezing his head between her thighs. Kevin could hardly breathe as she rode it out, shaking.

It has to be the biggest orgasm he'd ever seen her have.

Finally she came down from it. Her hands slowly explored her own body, squeezing and feeling and enjoying the sensations. With a few deep breaths, it was over, and she released her thighs, freeing Kevin from the world's best prison.

She climbed down next to him, out of breath. She immediately began kissing him all over his face. "Thank you, thank you, thank you," she said between each kiss. She held him tight. "That was sooo filthy. So, so good. Thank you. I am the luckiest girl in the world."

Kevin smiled at her, letting her enjoy this post-orgasm euphoria.

"Chrissy," asked Kevin. "What happened today?"

She turned towards him, snuggled against him as he lay on his back. Her huge tits were pressed against one side of his chest. Her smile was mischievous. "Whatever do you mean?"

"Please."

Her hand found his belt, masterfully taking it off with one hand and reaching the button. "Ohh, you mean between Mark and I?" The button popped open, and she zipped down his zipper. "Are you sure you want to know?"

Kevin nodded desperately.

"Well, okay. I can tell you about our little massage." She reached into his underwear and pulled out his cock. "Wow," she said with genuine shock, "you are already so hard!"

"Chrissy."

"Okay, you get your story." She began to stroke him, gently, slowly- almost absentmindedly. "So I was there, reading my book on the couch when Mark came back. He went to his room and changed, and came back, and his shirt was off. So he was just in his gray sweatpants. Now... I'm trying to read my book, right? I want to be good, but he begins massaging his own muscles, and... He was just looking really sexy, right? So I was looking at him a little bit. I noticed how his stomach has that... V shape. Like around his hips. I don't think I've ever seen someone with that in real life.

"He looks at me quizzically- he asks me, directly, if I'm checking him out. I blushed and apologized. He said he didn't mind, but asked me if I was breaking that rule. I told him that The Rule had changed, and I was okay so long as I kept my hands to myself."

"He asked directly about The Rule?" asked Kevin, his curiosity getting the better of him.

Chrissy nodded. "So, we're in there, a few more minutes, just hanging out. He put something on TV while I was reading, he was playing on his phone. Then, out of nowhere, he asks me if I would do him a huge favor. He was in a great deal of pain, he said, and was wondering if I wouldn't mind massaging him. I told him, no, at first- obviously that would be breaking the rule- but he came over next to me and showed me exactly where it was sore, and- I don't know, his smell kind of enveloped me, and he was so close, I just... I feel like I wasn't even thinking straight. That's when I said I'd check with you... and I did.

"So, when you gave me the OK, I told him I'd do it. He thanked me, and I told him to lay down on the couch. I kneeled right next to him and started massaging. And... wow. Those muscles. They're... insane."

"Yeah?" asked Kevin, his insides twisting with humiliation, jealousy and arousal.

"Oh, yeah. It felt like trying to massage iron, or something. But he told me I was making him feel good. His smell was... it was even stronger now. I was above him, rubbing all over his chest, near his arms. Across his biceps. He kept telling me how good I was making him feel, and the more I did, the more I kind of... lost myself. I couldn't believe how defined each muscle was. Sometimes I found myself running my fingers along them, rather than just massaging, you know? ... Wow, your cock is like... pulsing. I've never felt it like this."

Kevin nodded. "Yeah, I have no idea why I like this so much."

Chrissy cocked her head. "You sure you sure you want me to keep talking about this?"

"Please don't stop."

Chrissy smiled. "So he asked me if this broke the new Rule, and I said no, we decided to change it again- so long as everyone has their underwear on, we're OK. No worries about shirts or pants, but underwear stays on. He nodded after that and let me massage him for a while. I think, at this point, I was kind of enjoying it more than he was."

"He complained that the angle was a bit weird- me kneeling next to him- and that it looked uncomfortable, which it kind of was. So he asked if I could straddle him on the couch."

Kevin felt like he saw stars for a second so much blood was rushing to his cock.

Chrissy smiled, noticing his reaction. "I thought about resisting, you know, all the things I could have said, but... I don't know, I was just kind of lost in it and I... I wanted to. And it wasn't against the rules. Everyone would have their underwear on. It would just be little me straddling Mark. So... I said OK, and I got on top of him."

Kevin couldn't believe it.

"So, I got on top of him- I straddled him around his stomach. He's so much bigger than me, you know, so that was the best place to massage his chest. We tried that, at first, but he told me that my jeans were digging into him. And he asked if I wouldn't mind taking them off. With that cocky smile of his."

She began to stroke Kevin faster now, getting into her own story.

"I wanted to say no to that cocky smile, so he knew he couldn't get everything he wanted, but... there's something about obeying him, doing what he says, especially when I know it's wrong... it was just so hot. And it still wasn't against the rules. You said underwear, after all. So there was another layer to go.

"I almost did say no, but he cupped my cheek in his big hand, and said, 'Please? Don't you want to make me feel good?' And, I don't know, I just... I just did. I wanted to make him feel good, so... I gave in again. I stood up, peeled off my pants, and got back on top of him with just my panties.

But I'm soaked, of course. Like... dripping. As soon as I straddle him, he pushes me down so I'm pressed against his stomach. And he can feel it. ...you're sure you want to hear this?"

Kevin nodded his head, never so sure of anything in his life.

"So he got his hands behind his head, now, I'm straddling him, practically soaking his stomach, and all the while he's getting this chest massage. He's looking pretty kingly. He asked me, totally knowing the answer, if I was so wet because of him. I told him yes. Then he... he asked me if you ever get me so wet."

"Me?" asked Kevin.

"Yeah. You. He said, 'Does Kevin ever get you like this?'"

"What did you say?" Kevin was almost begging for the answer.

"I said 'Not like this, no.'" She looked at Kevin carefully, making sure he was OK with that, but Kevin was completely lost in his own arousal. "You like that? You like it when you're compared with him?"

Kevin nodded. "Yeah, I... I do."

She jerked even faster now. Kevin knew he would not last much longer if this story got any dirtier. "So he suddenly reaches around with one hand, and takes the back of my sweatshirt, and bundles it up in his hand so it's really tight on me." She sits up. "Here, reach around me with your hand, let me show you what I mean." Kevin did so, grabbing a handful of her sweater, pulling it in so it was tight around her. "No, more than that. Use both hands so you can see what it would be like if you had big hands like Mark."

His cock pulsed at the offhand comment, which Chrissy may not have even meant as humiliating. Why did it turn him on to be compared to Mark like that?

Kevin did reach around with both hands, and made her baggy sweatshirt tight fitting by bunching it in the back. You could basically see everything like that- her tight waist, the curves up to her huge boobs.

"Like that, yeah," she said. "He did that and said, 'Damn, you really know how to hide these things.' And there was something about that one hand at my back, tightening my clothes around me in his grip- like it felt like with one hand he would be able to pick me up like that- I felt myself get even wetter.

"Mark smiled at me, and asked me to start massaging him lower. And I did. Then he asked to go lower again. Which I did. Then he asked again, and I had to slide down on him. He said lower even more, and now I was massaging his abs. Until finally..."

Kevin was so close to cumming.

"I was on top of... him. Of his crotch. Of his... cock." Kevin could see she was getting aroused again at the thought, but he was way ahead of her, reaching new heights. He could not believe allowing them to have a massage had led to all this, but he was not complaining. "There was just my lace panties and a pair of gray sweatpants separating his cock from my soaking wet pussy."

She paused, mischievously letting this moment linger. "Please," begged Kevin. "I am so close."

"You want me to keep going?"

Kevin nodded.

"You want to hear what it was like when your girlfriend was straddling Mark's hard, fat cock?"

It took all his willpower not to cum right then, but somehow he managed, and nodded again.

"Well... okay. I landed right on top of it. I don't know how big it was, but it felt like I was straddling a baseball bat. Just as hard, too. I felt it, right on my pussy. He asked me, 'Do you feel that?' And I nodded. And he said, 'You like the way that feels?' And his hand started to explore me. They felt so big..."

"Bigger than my hands?"

Chrissy smiled, realizing how much Kevin loved the comparisons. "Yes, way bigger. He was exploring my body, and I was... I couldn't help it... starting to rock back and forth. Sliding my wet pussy on that hard cock of his. I kept going up and down but there didn't seem to be an end to it, it was... huge, and that was making me even wetter."

"Oh, god," said Kevin, losing control.

"You like hearing about that, huh? You like hearing about what a dirty slut I was for Mark, don't you? You want to hear all about how easy it was for him to get me all soaked, to get me on top of him just by asking, don't you? You had to take me on so many dates till I did that for you, but not Mark. Mark gets what he wants."

"Oh, god!" said Kevin, dangerously close.

"He felt me all over... he felt all over your girlfriend. He was groping my big tits while I slid up and down his cock. Well, I bet my tits didn't seem so huge in his big hands. Here, why don't you grab me like he was..."

She grabbed one of his hands and placed it roughly on her breast.

"... no, see, that doesn't feel right. He doesn't have little boy hands like yours, he has big hands. He was getting more of a handful of my big tits than this. It felt so good, baby, I've never been touched like that. Does that turn you on, hmm? Knowing I like his big hands over your little ones?"



Kevin nodded frantically.

"But his big hands weren't the star of the show, were they? No, all I could think about was the big cock between my legs. How hard it felt. How thick it was. How good it felt to slide up and down, feeling as much as I could of him. Dry humping him on the couch, it felt so naughty, so filthy, it felt even better than you and I fuck. Can you believe that, baby? Just dry humping his big cock was a good as you fucking me with your..." she hesitated before taking a risk "... small dick."

"I'm cumming!"

Kevin shot rope after rope as Chrissy kept jerking him. They all landed on his chest and stomach, covering himself in another massive orgasm.

Kevin took a few deep breaths and came down from his high, pleased, but full of confusing emotions.

"How was that?" asked Chrissy, handing him some tissues for cleanup.

"That was... that was amazing," said Kevin genuinely. "This shit is so hot."

"You're not mad?" she asked, genuinely.

His eyes shot over to hers. She seemed worried. "Why, because you straddled him?" He had a sudden realization. "Wait, I couldn't even make it through the story without cumming. Did you guys go any further than that?"

She blushed. "Just straddling! And the dry humping, I guess. But he reached a hand under my sweatshirt, and I just... realized that while it didn't break The Rule... it wasn't very much in the spirit of it, so... I told him to stop after that."

"He wasn't mad you stopped it?"

She shook her head. "No. He's a cocky asshole, but he's respectful. He took his hands off immediately and threw on a shirt."

Kevin thought about this.

"You're okay with it?" she asked. "I mean, I can tell it's turning you on. It's turning us both on. But... are we OK with where this is going?"

Kevin thought about it. "I am. This is crazy, but... I don't know. It just feels so good, and... I know I love you and nothing you do with Mark is going to change that."

Chrissy snuggled close to him. "Good," she said with a content smile. "I feel a little mean with all the comparisons..."

"No, it's... I don't know why. That's the best part. The more humiliation, the more I seem to like it."

He was about to turn and say something loving to his girlfriend, when suddenly, there was a sound through the bedroom door.

"Okay, guys! I'm leaving. Keep having fun in there!" said Mark. You could hear his smile in his tone. There was a sudden slam of the apartment's main door, and then, a harsh silence.

Chrissy and Kevin looked at each other, faces suddenly beat red. Mark had been here the whole time? He hadn't left earlier?

Chrissy turned on her back and covered her face in her hands. What could he hear from the common room? These walls were paper thin. Did he hear Chrissy screaming Mark's name, begging to be fucked? What about her telling Kevin the story? They weren't sure what he heard, but they both had the same thought: things were about to get much worse.

And better.


The Rule Ch. 03

Mark and Beth left the next weekend to visit some out of town friends, giving Kevin and Chrissy some time alone in the apartment.

They were together in the common room. Chrissy was drawing in her sketchbook, while Kevin tried to read a book on the couch. It was some new science fiction his friend had recommended, which usually was his thing, but it really wasn't capturing his attention with so much on his mind.

He looked over at Chrissy, who was curled up in the chair in a way that seemed like it couldn't possibly be comfortable. Her eyes were serious and focused, carefully studying her drawing. She twisted the sketchbook every now and then, changing the angle to suit the next line. The gentle scratching of the pencil was hypnotically calming. Kevin knew he could stare at her for an hour and she wouldn't notice- when she was like this, lost in her art, very little would distract her.

He watched her work for a while, relaxing to the sounds of the pencil, before his curiosity got the better of him. "What are you drawing?"

Her eyes popped up, and she seemed almost surprised he was there. "Oh, um..."

"Can I see?" Kevin asked, gently. Sometimes she didn't want to show him, sometimes she did. He never pushed if she said no, though he always wanted to see.

"It's not done yet."

"That's OK," he said. Her face flushed slightly. "You don't have to show me if you don't want to, of course."

"No, it's... well, look." She turned the sketchbook around so he could see.

It was a beautiful pencil sketch of Beth- still unfinished in some places, but mostly done. It depicted Beth staring directly at the viewer, her full lips open slightly. The eyes had an almost unusual amount of detail compared to the rest of the work. Kevin felt his heart rate spike, as if Beth was in the room, actually staring at him.

"It's beautiful," said Kevin genuinely. It was unusual for Chrissy to draw people realistically. While she taught it to her students, her personal art tended to be more abstract.

"Well... she's beautiful," replied Chrissy, deflecting the compliment.

"I meant the art, not the subject."

"Thanks," she said, though her face showed frustration. She turned the drawing back to herself. "But it's not quite... I can't get the eyes quite right."

"The eyes are the best part, I thought."

"It's just... when she's been looking at me. Lately. There's something in them, some characteristic that's hard to nail down. Just a little twinkle of some emotion hidden behind the eyes. It's like she's... she's..."

"Like she's the cat looking at the canary," Kevin finished, knowing what Chrissy meant immediately.

Chrissy looked over at him. "Yes! Yes, exactly. Like... a little mischievous, like she's plotting something for you..."

"I noticed she's looking down at the viewer. Or the artist, maybe."

Chrissy took a pause before snapping the sketchbook to her chest dramatically. "Hey!" she said, with humor, "Don't psychoanalyze my art!"

"Sorry, sorry!" said Kevin, with a smile.

"I am the shortest one around here, you know! Everyone's always looking down at me. Doesn't mean anything."

"That's true." They both paused, studying each other. Kevin gestured at the sketchbook. "So, uh... is... is something on your mind?"

Chrissy nodded and closed the book. "I suppose it's obvious now. Though don't pretend like you were actually reading your book over there."

Kevin chuckled. "No... no I was not."

"So... should we talk about... them?"

Kevin nodded.

"So, I've been thinking about it," she said softly, leaning towards him as if she was sharing a secret. "And I think they don't see our Rule as a Rule. I think they see our Rule as a challenge."

"A challenge?"

"Right. Think about it. They found out we only allowed ourselves two seconds to check them out, and what happened? Beth takes off her pants and spanks herself in front of you. A situation, I think, no living straight human male could limit themselves to two seconds of.

"So, then we changed the rule. Looking is okay, but touching is off limits. As soon as I tell Mark that, a few minutes later, suddenly he needs a massage, and he gets me flustered to the point where I'm practically begging you to change The Rule again. So, then, as long as underwear stays on, we're OK. So what does he do next?"

"He asked you to strip," finished Kevin with realization.

"Exactly! Now, he didn't get my underwear off, but... come on. I think that's where he was heading. And they don't want to trick us or force us. Mark doesn't rip off his own underwear to win. They want the two of us to choose to break The Rule. That's the game. Like, they realize we're so attracted to them, they want to prove whatever line we choose to draw, we'll choose to break it if they push just a little bit."

There was a pause as Kevin thought about this. "Oh my god. They're... they're sirens, or something!"

"Right? It makes sense, right?"

"The timeline certainly matches up, but it leaves a question. ...Why? I mean, you're beautiful, obviously, and my grandma tells me I'm very handsome."

She threw a pencil at him. "Hey, I think so, too!"

"But why torment us, when they have each other?"

They both looked at each other silently, neither certain of the answer.

"I just want to make sure," said Chrissy, hesitant, but serious, "Are you okay with... where this is going?"

Kevin looked at her thoughtfully, understanding what she meant.

She continued. "Because I think we're at a bit of a crossroads right now. I think either we put our foot down, ask them what the hell is going on, and tell them that while this was fun, we don't want anything to impact our friendship..."

There was a pause. "Or?" asked Kevin, already knowing the other option.

"Or... we keep pushing the Rule as far as they'll take it. Because I think if we keep letting them put the pressure on without saying anything... Kevin, we're going to give in to whatever they want."

He nodded and swallowed.

"Which is a pretty big change to a relationship," she added. She was looking at him carefully. "I mean, we were monogamous, like, a week ago! And now, we're kind of... not? Or something?"

Kevin thought for a moment. "Well, let me ask you something: is there anything that Mark could do that would change the way you feel about me?"

"No," she said without hesitation. "Nothing, never, not in a million years. And you with Beth?"

"There's nothing Beth, or anyone, could do to make me change the way I feel about you."

She smiled. "That's a very good answer."

"Which is, of course, that I hate you."

Chrissy groaned, throwing yet another pencil at him. "You ruined it! That was so sweet, and you ruined it! Why did you do that?!"

"Sorry, sorry!"

She huffed dramatically, but with a smile on her face, before turning back to him seriously. "So... I just want to be sure of what you're saying here."

Kevin scratched the back of his head. "I'm saying... Let's see what happens. We're both enjoying this, right? I mean, realistically. How much further will they actually take it?"

***

They started to call these moments- when Beth or Mark would go on the attack- "Challenging The Rule." The next one came a few days after they returned from their weekend trip.

Kevin was working in their common room, sitting on the couch. He usually preferred to work at his desk, but every now and then he liked a change of scenery, so long as the apartment was quiet. And, if he was being honest with himself, he wanted to increase the chance of Beth dropping by without wearing pants or something.

He was writing and rewriting an email on his laptop when he heard footsteps approach. He looked up to see Beth.

Beth may have been fully clothed, but she was, as always, stunning. She wore her office attire, with a crisp white button down tucked into tight pants. It seemed the perfect mix of respectable office fashion while still showing off her beauty.

She held a cup of tea in one hand- she always drank out of the same white mug. Beth was not the type to have a silly mug like everyone else on earth that Kevin knew.

She leaned against the door frame, studying him.

"Working from home today?" he asked, smiling at her. This was a first for her, as far as Kevin knew.

She did not smile back. "I have conference calls all day, so. I decided to take a page from your book."

"And what do you think?"

She sat down in the chair next to the couch, carefully putting her mug on a coaster on the coffee table. "It feels lazy, staying at the apartment all day."

"Well, I'm lazy, so it suits me. I usually don't even bother with pants."

"... But I could get used to it." She picked up and sipped her tea. She never slurped or made any sound at all when she sipped it, Kevin noted, even though it seemed boiling hot. She pulled out her phone, seeming to check on work.

Kevin got back to his email- it seemed that today wasn't a day to challenge the Rule. Today they were just roommates. While he couldn't help but be a little disappointed, it did make him less nervous. He re-read the last paragraph he wrote, and deleted it with frustration.

Beth looked at him quizzically. "What are you doing?"

"I'm writing an email asking for a raise. Well, another email."

She blinked at him, then turned back to her tea, sipping it again. She sighed, and leaned back in the chair. "If you're writing an email, you're already doing it wrong."

"I thought... someone told me to always get these things in writing."

"You get the details in writing, but you negotiate them in person. Or at least over the phone."

"You've negotiated a raise?"

She looked over at him, annoyed. "Yes." She said it as if he had asked her if she breathed air, or could walk on two feet.

"Well... what would you do?"

She sipped her tea, seeming to ignore him, before finally answering. "That information will cost you."

Kevin paused. Was this a challenge? "Cost me... what?"

"Five hundred an hour."

"Oh, hah! Right. Money." Kevin went back to his computer before doing a double take, looking back at her. "Do you really make five hundred an hour?"

She shot him a look that let him know how stupid she thought that question was, taking another sip of tea. This time she actually did ignore him.

"Come on, please? In my shoes, what would you do?"

She sat in silence, not looking at him for a moment. Finally she spoke, turning her head and locking eyes with him. "Well... I heard about the massage Chrissy gave Mark. It sounded... intense."

Kevin felt his heart rate increase. There it was- that look in her eyes. The one Chrissy was trying to draw. A twinkle of something mischievous that was hungry to dominate. "Yeah... I heard-" his voice cracked, so he coughed. "I heard about that too."

"And I'm pretty sore from yoga this morning. So, instead of an hourly rate, how about you give me a massage and I'll tell you what to do. Deal?"

Kevin couldn't help but be excited. A massage? Would she get down to her underwear? He tried to play it cool. "Yeah, deal. So... where are you sore?"

She put on an obvious act of looking thoughtful. "Well, this new yoga instructor... he had us holding all these positions in deep squats..."

Oh my god, thought Kevin, is she going to ask him to massage her legs?

"I mean really, really deep stuff, you could really feel it in your glutes..."

Oh my god, thought Kevin, not believing his luck, is she going to ask him to massage her butt?!

"So, in short, I'd say... yeah... my feet." She took a sip of tea, watching his reaction.

This woman... is... evil, thought Kevin, obvious disappointment flashing across his face.

"Something wrong?" asked Beth with a hint of innocence.

"No, no of course not. Why don't you come sit on the couch next to me? You can put your feet in my lap."

Beth feigned as if she was thoughtful. "No... no, I don't think so."

"No? I thought..."

"Yeah, I want a massage. But I'm quite comfortable where I am. So."

There was a pause here as Kevin realized what she meant.

"You want me to... kneel on the floor?" His cock twitched in his jeans as he said it out loud. "Kneel in front of you... on the floor... and massage your feet?"

"Oh, do you want to? That's an idea. Are you sure?" she said with false sweetness, pretending as if it was his idea all along.

Kevin felt his throat get dry. "Yes, I'm... happy to."

"Are you happy to? Or do you want to?"

"I... want to." he said with a surprising amount of genuineness. His cock was growing in his jeans.

"You really, really want to?" she asked, analyzing him. Or at least pretending to.

"Yes," he said confidently.

"Okay, well, I don't know. It seems a little weird, you kneeling in front of me. Kind of a strange idea of yours. Maybe if you begged me?"

"Begged...?"

"Yeah, kneeling in front of your roommate and giving her a foot massage? A roommate who lives with you and your girlfriend? I'm not sure I'd be comfortable with that unless you really begged me. If I knew you really, really wanted it. Do you? If you do, just a little begging would help me out. Here, I'll help. Say, 'Beth, please let me kneel in front of you and massage your feet.'"

Kevin swallowed. "Beth, please let me kneel in front of you and massage your feet."

She gave him a very false smile. "And? Go on."

"And- and- what do you want me to say?"

She dropped the false sweetness for a moment and her emotionless voice was back. "I told you before. Tell me the truth."

"Okay..."

"Good boy," she said with the faintest hint of a smile. "Go on."

"I want... I want to kneel in front of you and massage your feet. Please, Beth. Even if it's just your feet... I want to make you feel good."

"Wow!" she said, the obviously false sweetness back in her voice. "Okay, if you want to do it badly, then, sure, go ahead. I'll do this for you. Go ahead and kneel."

Kevin slipped off the couch, slowly kneeling in front of her. Her smell enveloped him again from this close.

Beth always looked beautiful, but from this position below her, she looked especially powerful. She looked down, her face almost bored, as she presented a foot. He gently grabbed it, and began massaging.

She closed her eyes, relaxing. "Mmm. You're good at that."

"Thank you."

He was getting harder, his cock tenting in his jeans. He couldn't help it. The way she made him beg and so easily convinced him to kneel. She felt like an empress, so at ease with him massaging her feet below him.

"What's that?" she said. Kevin looked up to check, but he already knew: she was looking at the tent in his pants.

"I'm sorry..." He had no idea why he was apologizing.

"Are you hard?"

"Yes."

She took her other foot and pressed it against his cock. "Wow, you are! That's as big as it gets?"

His breathing sped up, loving the humiliation. He nodded.

"Are you into feet or something?"

"No."

"Then why is your little cock so hard?"

Kevin didn't have an answer.

Beth laughed- not a genuine laugh, but an acted one. "You know, it's funny. I'm thinking about Chrissy and Mark's massage. I bet it looked pretty different from this one, huh? Chrissy grinding on top of him. Mark didn't have to work very hard to get her to get her to straddle him. Did she tell you how long they were going at it? Those two were practically fucking by the end of it. Mark said she was about to have the biggest orgasm of her life, just grinding his cock, when you interrupted them."

Kevin blinked, surprised by the implication. "She... she stopped it before I got home."

Beth looked confused. "Oh? That's not what I heard. I heard he had to push her off when he heard you coming up the stairs."

Kevin's emotions swirled- he felt intense jealousy towards Mark, who might have been the one in control. But also complete and total arousal at the thought. He moaned, humping gently into Beth's foot.

"If they would have had five more minutes... well. Who knows what would have happened. One thing's for sure- we practically had to throw out his pants. They were soaked! But look at us: I couldn't be less wet, and you're kneeling before me, practically fucking my foot just to get a taste of what they had. Quite a different sight, don't you think?"

Kevin squirmed, loving the humiliation.

"Man," she said, shaking her head. "I knew you were a total bottom when I met you. But when Chrissy told me you were into this humiliation stuff... I had no idea."

Kevin turned red. "What... what did she tell you?"

She laughed, and gently rubbed her foot up and down his shaft. "Oh, Kevin. Everything." Her phone sounded with an alert. She checked it and sighed. "I need to jump on a call." She removed her foot from his crotch, standing up.

Kevin pathetically dry humped at nothing a few more times, humiliated that he wouldn't even be getting off from this insane situation.

She took a few steps towards the door, before looking at Kevin quizzically. "What are you doing?"

Kevin still kneeled on the floor in front of the empty chair. He looked at her blankly. "Um..."

"We're not done, are we?"

"I thought you had a call..."

"Does me being on a call stop you from being able to touch my feet or something?" she asked, as if he were an idiot.

He blinked at her. "You want me to come into your room?"

She raised an eyebrow. "I'm allowing you to, after you begged me so nicely. So far this massage hasn't done anything for me. But I'll let you come if you want."

He nodded, stood up, and followed her into the room.

Kevin had rarely been in Mark and Beth's room, but it was much less chaotic than his and Chrissy's room. Everything had its place, the bed perfectly made. It was the sort of room you'd see staged for an open house.

Beth sat at the desk across from the bed.

She looked at him blankly. "Well?" she questioned.

"What... what do you want me to..."

"I've got a call, so..." she gestured under the desk.

Kevin got even harder and melted a bit at this idea. She wanted him under the desk?

"Where else would you go? Can't have you on my webcam, obviously." Her face suddenly softened as she spoke. "I'll tell you what- if you ask real nicely, though, I can sweeten the deal a little bit. If you ask really nicely, I'll let us both take off our pants while you're down there. That way you're comfortable, and you have something nice to look at." She cocked her head. "Would you like that? Hmm? Would you like to be under my desk and see my long legs while you rub my feet?" Her voice, smooth as silk, was washing over him. "Maybe you can even rub my legs, too. Would you like that? And the whole time, you can see me in my panties. I've been being a little mean to you, which I know you like, but now I want to treat you right. You're my good boy, after all. All you have to do is ask. Ask me real nicely, and we can both take off these pants."

Kevin wouldn't have been able to resist even if there was a gun to his head. "Please, Beth, please... please take off your pants while I'm under there."

"Good answer." She stood up and stripped, as Kevin undid his belt and did the same. He caught a glimpse of that perfect ass again as she peeled off the tight pants. Her panties were lace again, but this time, blue.

Without his jeans covering him, the tent his hard cock made in his boxer briefs was even more obvious. She smiled at it. "Well? Get in."

Humiliated, he crawled under the desk. She sat back in her desk chair and slid in. Once she did that, it was... uncomfortably tight, which only turned Kevin on more.

But the best thing of all was the view before him. Mere inches away were both of her long legs, both of which lead up to those thick thighs and finally ending at those dark blue lace panties. Though he couldn't see her spectacular heart shaped ass from this position, he found himself loving it even more than when she bent over for him. It was so close. So, so close. Her smell was so, so good.



He decided at that moment he could live under that desk, if she asked.

One foot presented itself, close to his face, for a massage. The other, again, found its way to his crotch. Without the layer of denim from his jeans, the sensation of contact was much stronger. She even wiggled it slightly. Kevin felt himself shiver, nearly cumming right there.

Even though he was drunk with lust, he still couldn't believe Beth was about to do this. Was she really, actually, going to take a work call while he rubbed her feet under the desk? While she might make him cum with her foot?

He gripped the foot in front of him and began to massage, working his way up her calf. Even the way her legs moved as he slowly massaged them seemed erotic.

"Mm, that's nice," she moaned, pressing the other foot gently against his cock.

There was a sudden sound from her laptop's speakers- the sound of a video call being started. Kevin couldn't believe it- part of him believed the call would be a complete fabrication, but here she was, dialing in to some meeting.

"Beth!" came a male voice out of the speakers above his head. "Long time no see."

"Jacob," returned Beth's voice. "Good to see you." Kevin was shocked at her friendly tone- to anyone else, he was sure it sounded natural, but to Kevin, who knew her natural, neutral tone, it sounded bizarre.

"So, how are things? Still going steady with that boyfriend of yours?"

"Yeah, things are going well with Mark. How's your wife doing?"

"She's fine, she's fine! Well, she spends most of her time on the tennis court, so I feel like I hardly see her. She..."

Kevin decided it was safe to tune out the bland, corporate small talk, and focus on massaging Beth's legs. He was still on the calves, slowly working his way up. But the real prize here was her thighs. Would they be soft, as they looked? Or firm from all her exercise? Crammed into this small space with them, her thighs were suddenly all he could think about.

He felt a very strong urge to bury his face there, though he knew that would be the last thing he ever did.

Feeling brave, he reached up and started massaging her left thigh. She had basically given him permission to do that, right? All of the legs felt like they were fair game.

Kevin loved watching her entire thighs slowly move as he made tiny circles with his thumbs, digging into her muscles. The sight was intoxicating to Kevin. God bless his new desk home.

There was a sudden pause in their bland conversation. "... What's going on over there, Beth? You keep looking down."

"Oh, sorry!" she said. "I'm dog sitting for a friend." With this, her foot pressed down on his cock.

"Oh, lovely! What kind of dog?"

"A mutt of some kind. Unfortunately his current owner doesn't do much to keep him well behaved, so I apologize if I seem distracted."

Jacob laughed. "It's no problem. I bet you'll have him well behaved in no time, won't you!"

"I bet I will," she said. On the surface it sounded like more small talk, but Kevin could hear the dangerous undertones meant just for him.

"So," she started, "What can I do for you?"

"It's Dynotech," said Jacob. "We're at the last mile here, and I need someone to close them."

"Why can't you do it? Are you getting too old for this?" asked Beth, with a good natured tease to her voice.

"We keep handing them the contract, and as soon as we're ready to sign, they add one more thing, change one more number. Of course that means the lawyers have to take another look. Every time they say it's the last thing, but I know they're just trying to squeeze every dollar out of this thing at the last mile."

"So why call me?" she said. As she said this, she placed both of her feet on Kevin's thighs under the desk, and slowly moved her knees apart until she was completely spread eagle. Kevin had thought things were erotic before, but this brought it to insane new heights. The clear view of her panties mixed with the way her thighs spilled out on either side of the chair made it one of the sexiest views he could imagine.

One of Beth's hands made its way under the desk, searching out until it found Kevin's face. The contact was shocking- Kevin couldn't believe how much it impacted him. Her fingers slowly traced their way along his jawline until they found his mouth.

Once she found his mouth, she roughly stuffed her pointer and middle finger in. Though Kevin was caught off guard by this, he had to suppress a moan at how completely filthy it felt. She moved them in and out of his mouth, essentially fucking his face with her fingers. He reacted by sucking on them and getting them wet.

This was insanely erotic to him, and he was tempted to just reach down and jerk himself off, but he somehow managed to resist.

Once her fingers were nice and wet, she pulled them out... and brought them up and stuffed them inside her panties, starting to play with herself. Just casually.

Kevin was stunned. She was actually playing with herself on a work call. His cock could not be harder.

"You know why! You're the best closer we have- and you have the second best track record at the company. We're getting close to the end of the quarter, and I want this done."

"Well," she asked, starting to rub her clit more seriously. "What's in it for me?" Kevin could not believe how her voice did not change as she did this.

"The thanks of a grateful old man?"

She laughed. "Try again."

"Okay, okay. One percent."

"I'm hanging up."

"Okay, fine! You tell me, what's fair here?"

"Hmm," she pretended to think. But really she was rubbing herself more. "Five percent."

"Half of my commission? Come on. I've been working on this opp for half a year."

"And right now it sounds like they're buying time to explore other options. You tell me, Jacob, what's better: half of something or all of nothing?"

"You think they're considering other options...?" She rubbed herself harder as she started to get more power in the conversation.

"Well, hold on, let me look at the notes here. Give me two minutes." She clicked something and the line went quiet. She moaned, reaching in deeper to start fingering herself. Her doing this right in front of his eyes was killing him. "How are you doing down there, hmm? How's my good boy?" Kevin guessed the line was muted and the camera was off.

"I'm so, so, so good."

She slid the chair back so she could see him.

"You like the show you're getting down there?"

Kevin looked up at her, nodding. "Yes, Beth. I love it."

"Don't look in my eyes, baby boy, look down. Look down at my panties. Look at my panties between those thighs I know you love. Look at my hand stuffed down them. Do you see me playing with myself?"

Kevin felt light headed- he could hear how wet she was from the sound she made fingering herself. "Yes, yes, I love it."

"You hear the phone call I'm on? This moron is about to give me almost half his commission for a day's work," she said, her voice quavering with arousal. Dominating this other salesperson was clearly turning her on. "You hear it?

"Yes, I do."

"You hear how wet it's making me?"

His heart was pounding. "Yes," he almost hissed.

"Here's what I want. Here's what I need, baby boy. Are you listening?"

"Yes, yes, Beth."

"I want you to eat me out while that idiot gives into me. Okay? I want you to be licking my perfect pussy, I want you to taste me and lick my clit when that idiot gives me everything I want. Okay? And you can reach into your underwear and jerk off like I know you want to, you can grab your hard little dick and get the release you've wanted since you saw me bend over in the kitchen. And we can cum together like that. You cum and fill up your boxer briefs while eating me out. Do you want to? Do you want to cum with me?"

Kevin hesitated. "Y... yes..."

"All you need to do is ask me to take off my panties. That's it. Once you do that, you can dive right into my pussy and eat it all you want. You love eating pussy, don't you? I know you do. It's all yours, baby, you just need to ask me to take off these panties."

Kevin's breathing was very shallow. Here it was. Here was the challenge to the rule. The moment that was all on him- he had to be the one to decide to break the next step.

"I just need... let me just text Chrissy..."

He felt a foot press into his thigh. "No, Kevin, there's no time. No time to check or make sure. No time to shift the rules around. You have to decide now, what you want. Do you want to obey The Rule you set with your girlfriend? The one who loves you, and I know you love her. Do you want to respect that boundary you set?

"Or is this too hot? Are you too attracted to me? Do you want to see my perfect pink little pussy so bad that you'd be willing to break your Rule for me? Do you want to see what it feels like when you make your girlfriend's roommate- the one you've been lusting after all this time- cum with your tongue? I want it, you know I want it. You can hear I want it. But you've got to ask. You've got to ask for it."

Fuck, thought Kevin. Some part of his brain wanted to resist. But he couldn't. "Please. Please, take off your panties."

She sounded pleased for once. "Oh, that's so good, you're so good, such a good boy," she said, standing up off the chair. She slid the panties to the floor and then sat back down on her chair, sliding back into the desk, resuming her spread eagle position.

He hardly had any time to appreciate the gorgeous sight before him- and it was, as she promised, a perfect pussy- before she reached down and grabbed him roughly by the hair. She pulled him in, pressing him into her. As he desperately began pleasing her every way he knew how, he felt her hips gently shift up and down to help him along.

From this close, he could look up and see her face- which, despite all of this, looked completely neutral. If you couldn't see under the desk, you'd have no idea it was happening at all. Her head stayed perfectly still as her hips gently fucked his face.

Kevin had gone down on Chrissy countless times, but he had never felt like this. The absolute imbalance of power between them made Kevin feel totally under her control. He loved it.

He reached down and, as requested, started jerking off inside of his underwear. He started very slowly, knowing he wouldn't be able to handle it otherwise.

There was the sound of the call reconnecting above him. "Jacob, I'm back." Kevin was absolutely shocked- her perfected casual business tone was completely unchanged, despite the ludicrous display that was happening just below her webcam's view.

"All right, what did you find out?"

Beth shook her head. "I don't know, Jacob. You think they're nickel and dining you at the last minute, but did you see the new CFO is ex-Techscape?"

"... What? No, I... let me look..." Jacob sounded shocked and worried. This caused Beth to shove Kevin's face harder into her pussy. Kevin was in heaven, totally devoted to Beth, doing everything in his power to make her feel good. He squeezed his cock in an attempt to stop himself from cumming. "Jesus, you don't think...?"

"They're considering other options. Wouldn't be the first time Techscape grabbed an opp right before we could get it done. This isn't about closing this for the quarter, this is about getting it done or losing it." Beth was grabbing Kevin's hair very roughly now. Kevin could feel his eyes practically rolling up into his head as he began to jerk faster.

"All right, you've made your point. Three percent."

"Four. Four and I get it done before Friday."

"Well..."

"Jacob, you've got your mansion, your kids are out of college, you've got your boat. What the hell do you need the extra four percent for? I'm in a dump on the upper east side. No, what you want is the respect." Despite her casual tone, Kevin could tell she was getting very close. Her hips were moving faster, she was pulling his hair harder, guiding him up and down. "You want to be able to go to the CEO and tell them you closed another massive deal. Give me the four percent and I'll close them but I'll never tell a soul. You get all the credit, you're just giving me a little side action to get it done. It'll be your pipeline that looks good, not mine."

"I don't know..." said Jacob, hesitant. He was close to giving in and Beth was close to cumming- not that her voice gave that away.

"Either you can keep stressing about this thing, pacing in your office all day," she continued, voice almost imperceptibly shaky from her imminent orgasm, "Or you can call the CEO from that boat and tell him you've hit your quota six months early. Which sounds better to you?"

Kevin heard Jacob sigh. "All right. Done. Four percent."

He heard Beth slam something on the keyboard- the call went silent again.

Suddenly, without warning, Beth put both her legs behind Kevin's back, pulling him in and locking his head between her thighs. It was similar to what Chrissy had done on the bed last week, but it was at a completely different level between Beth's thicker and stronger thighs. Screaming, Beth's body shivered with an orgasm as Kevin frantically licked her clit. Her ability to go from casual conversation to full on orgasm was mild blowing. Kevin also let himself jerk off at a normal speed, and came immediately, filling his boxer briefs with what felt like the most cum he had ever produced in his life.

After a few moments, Beth came down from her highs, releasing his head. She tapped the keyboard again.

"Hey, what happened?" asked Jacob.

"Sorry, Jacob." Beth reached down, tenderly touching Kevin's face. "The dog made a bit of a mess on the floor. I've gotta go- we're good at four."

"Excellent. Talk soon!"

The line went dead.

Beth slid her chair back, getting a better look at Kevin. She gently rubbed her palm on his cheek. "That was very good, Kevin. Very good. I'm very happy. You're a good, good boy. You did a great job." She was breathing deep in recovery.

Kevin felt himself lean into her palm. He felt a bit like a dog at the moment, actually.

"Come on out."

Kevin crawled out of his desk, a little sad it was over. He stood in front of her, looking at her.

She smiled at him- a bright, genuine smile. "That has always been a fantasy of mine. So, thanks."

Kevin blinked at her, shocked.

"...What? Don't pretend like it's odder than what you're into. I can't tell you how many male execs brag about getting a BJ on calls..."

"No, I just, uh. I've never seen... your real smile. It's beautiful."

Her ears flushed red, and she looked away from him, back to the computer. "You probably need to go back to work."

Kevin felt a little worried that crossed a line. "Oh. Right, yeah, I'll get out of your... your hair." He grabbed his jeans on the floor, and headed towards the door.

"Kevin?" called Beth, as his hand touched the handle of the door.

"Yeah?" He looked back at her. She didn't look at him, now- she was still facing the computer. With her pants off, and looking relaxed with a post-orgasm glow, she looked more casually beautiful than he had ever seen her. It was nice to see this side of her.

"How did I close Jacob?"

"... what?"

"Just then. I got him to agree to give me what I wanted. How?" She still wasn't looking at him, opening up emails on her laptop.

"Um, I don't... I was pretty distracted at the time of the call..."

"Think about it."

He thought. What had she said to the guy on the phone? "You were saying something about... credit, or... what he was going to get, or something..."

"I made him understand the problem, but then, I didn't make it about the money. I made it about him getting what he really wanted. Right?"

"...Yeah, I guess so?"

"So. That's how you ask for a raise. Figure out what your boss really wants. Then, make it about that. Everybody just lists their accomplishments and then asks for more money. Which may work for a slight cost of living raise, but that's about it. For a real raise, make them focus on how you're going to get them what they want. Then they know what they're paying for."

Kevin paused. He had actually forgotten that's how all this started. "Oh! Oh, yeah... yeah, that makes sense." He thought about it more for a second. "Hey, you guys were talking about percentages there- percentages of what?"

"Of the average annual recurring revenue of the contract."

"Like, that's what you, personally, make?"

"The commission, yes."

"So... how much is the contract for?"

Beth finally spun in the desk chair, facing Kevin. She was still naked from the waist down, so Kevin could not help but glance. He noted her long legs again, but this time he could more clearly see her wide hips and the sides of her ass pressed against the desk chair. She sat, however, totally comfortably, not ashamed of her nudity in the slightest. Sex was her power.

She raised an eyebrow. "You really want to know?"

"I do."

She looked like she was thinking about it, then gave a teasing smile. "A lot."

"Beth, do you actually make five hundred dollars an hour?"

"Get out of my room."

"One last thing: you said I have to find out what my boss wants. How do I do that? How do I figure out what he wants?"

The twinkle of mischief and hunger was back in her eyes. "That," she said seductively, "will cost you another meeting under the desk."

***

"Wow!" exclaimed Chrissy in bed that evening. "All under her desk?" She was shocked.

They lay next to each other, Chrissy gently stroking his cock, snuggled close to him. Kevin lay on his back, having retold the morning's story.

"Yeah. Yeah, it was really wild." They both spoke in hushed tones, worried about letting any more secrets spill, should their roommates be just outside the door.

Chrissy studied him. "But did you like it?"

"I... I did, yeah. I don't know, this bit of humiliation...? It really seems to get me going." Kevin looked at her seriously. "What about you? How are you feeling about this?"

"You mean, about you breaking the rule?" she asked him. Kevin nodded. "Well... my first thought is, like, 'Go Beth!' She's getting her pussy licked while closing deals. There's something about that, as a woman, I sort of have to cheer, you know? Like that there is a powerful woman."

Kevin laughed, glad Chrissy was joking around about it. "Yeah, totally. I mean she was wearing the pants the whole time."

"...until she wasn't," Chrissy added mischievously.

"That's true."

"And my second thought is- well, it's a little bit of jealousy. I mean... them sort of tempting us is one thing, but now we're entering into new territory. Like, the mental image of you going down on Beth... makes me a little jealous."

Kevin looked at her, concerned.

"But don't worry- because by far my biggest thought is... thank god."

"Thank god?"

"Yeah. I think I would have felt pretty guilty if I was the only one who broke The Rule today."

There was a beat as Kevin realized what she meant. "You mean you and Mark...?!"

She nodded, her face suddenly looking mischievous. "He asked for a massage of his own. But I was feeling a little guilty! I mean, I know it turns you on and everything, but... now that I know you've been breaking The Rule too, I feel a little relieved, if that makes sense."

"Sure, of course. So? What happened?"

Her voice was suddenly very seductive. "I was really naughty, Kevin. I was a real bad girlfriend. Are you sure you want to hear it?"

He felt his cock throbbing in her hand. "Yes, please, baby. I want to hear it."

"You sure you want to hear what a naughty girlfriend I was?"

"Yes... please baby, tell me!"

"All right, all right." She bit her lip as if thoughtful. "Where to begin..."

Kevin was quiet but his eyes were still pleading.

"Well, let's see. I was home, on the couch in the common room, reading. And he comes home from the gym. He comes in and he's wearing his baggy sweatpants, but no shirt, again. He sits down on the couch next to me, flashes me that smile, and turns on ESPN. Were both talking, just hanging out, the usual stuff. That's when he mentions how sore he was again today. So, I start thinking: oh, he wants to fool around. He wants me to get on top of him again. And of course I feel myself getting pretty excited at the idea.



"I asked him if it was his pecs again, and he told me no, today was leg day. His legs were feeling sore. He asked if I wouldn't mind rubbing them. And at first, I'm a little disappointed, you know? Legs are fine and all, but I was going to miss rubbing my hands all over his chest."

Kevin swallowed, feeling his heart start to race. He noted how much more open and specific Chrissy was about her attraction to Mark.

"So I shrug and say... okay, I can do that. I figured he'd come and lay down on the couch but he didn't. He says he'd prefer to stay standing so he can really stretch his legs as I do it. Now, I feel the heat in my face- I can kind of see where he's going with this. He wants me to be sitting in front of him, hands on his legs... so his dick would be right in my face.

"I said if he wanted to stay standing for a massage, that was fine by me, and I gestured for him to come over in front of me on the couch. He thanked me, got up and walked over. He stood right in front of me, and I slid forward on the couch so I could easily touch him. I reached out and gently started massaging one of his legs. Which, by the way, are insanely strong, of course. I hardly feel like I'm massaging him since they're so solid, but I try my best.

"Now, I can't help it- I'm looking up at him, and kind of just drinking him in. I was on top of him before, but now, I've got a front row seat to every one of those crazy defined ab muscles, that v shape he has around his stomach. And if his smell was strong last time, it was overpowering now.

"But most of all I couldn't help thinking about this was the exact view I would have if I was sucking his cock. As I rubbed one solid thigh and then the other, I kept looking up at him, at that view of his body, and all I could think about was how this is exactly the spot I'd be in. If his cock was in my mouth. If he was fucking my face."

Kevin shivered at the thought.

"I felt myself get soaked as I imagined it," she continued. "I couldn't help it, I looked up at him and asked, 'Does that feel good?' You know, real sweetly, In the exact same tone I'd use if I actually was sucking his cock.

"He nods, and reaches down, and strokes my hair. He tells me, 'You're making me feel so good, baby girl'. I kind of melt a bit at that. And I start to see- in his pants- just the start of a shape, his cock getting just a little harder. Not erect or anything, but just the start of something. And that makes me feel good, too, that I'm making Mark a little hard, that's getting super wet.

"Now, he keeps turning his head to see the TV, whatever game he was watching, but you know, he's facing me, on the couch. He's kind of making a big deal of it. So he looks down at me and says, 'I'd really love to keep watching this. Would you mind kneeling in front of me so I can face the TV?'

She paused and shared a significant look with Kevin.

He couldn't help but laugh despite his incredible arousal. "They're playing from the same playbook!"

"Right?" said Chrissy, dropping her seductive tone, excited Kevin saw it too. "It's like they're using the same moves on us!" Her seductive tone came back. "But, just like you, I couldn't say no at that point, you know? It's like, maybe if he had asked me to kneel in front of him as his first request, I would have had the self control. But now that he's slowly worked his way into this position, and I'm drinking in his smells, looking up at him...? Nothing would make me say no. I wanted nothing more than to be kneeling in front of him.

"So, of course, I said yes. Yes, I'd be happy to. He turns around, and I get up off the couch, and I move in front of him. I'm standing inches from him, looking up at him. I don't remember ever standing so close to him before, and it is such a reminder of how much bigger he is than me. I really have to crane my neck to look him in the eyes. I don't break eye contact as I slowly get on my knees. And this feels... well, it feels even more like a blowjob. I'm kind of getting lust drunk thinking about it, thinking about the imaginary blowjob. As if I can almost feel my mouth water for him, just as I rub his legs.

"Then he asked me the all important question: did I feel like his pants were getting in the way? He was happy to take them off if they did, of course. I just had to ask."

She paused for effect. "Did you?" asked Kevin, almost a whimper.

"Yeah, he didn't have to ask me to beg, I was basically begging for it then. His thumbs reached around his waistband, and slowly, carefully, right in front of my eyes, pulled them down and tossed them aside. He stood tall in front of me and I got to see... well. Everything."

Kevin's cocked pulsed. Chrissy jerked him faster.

"He was wearing black boxer briefs, so, pretty tight- it didn't leave too much to the imagination. Now, he wasn't hard yet, but it was this... this massive bulge. It was crazy. Like he had stuffed socks down the front of his pants, but of course, since I've been on top of it, I knew it was very real. It was right in front of my face- in fact, it seemed like it was the size of my face. My mind was going wild, like... imagining how big his balls must be in there. How thick that cock must be to make a bulge like this. I mean, you wear boxer briefs too, but I never see much of a bulge. So how fucking big is this thing?"

Kevin squirmed, humiliated, but loving the comparison.

"I really wanted to finger myself right there in front of him, kneeling before him. I wanted to play with my clit with my face in that bulge, totally giving into being a slut for him. Somehow I resisted, though, but I was... panting. I must have been pretty flushed. And the way he was looking at me... he knew. He knew he had me.

"He asked me if I liked what I saw. I nodded. At this point, you know, I'd have told him the truth about anything. I'm still rubbing my hands over his legs, but... the massage is over. We both know it. It's become something else.

"He started talking about what a shame it was we had to keep our underwear on. But why didn't I just... put my mouth on it? He'd keep his underwear on- so we'd still be following The Rule- but since we could touch each other, why not try that?"

"Holy shit," said Kevin.

"I know. And I'm a little hesitant to cross this line without talking to you- but he keeps talking to me, saying stuff like. 'Don't you want to make me feel good?' and 'Don't you think it would be so nice, to see what it's like to touch it with your lips?' And I just couldn't resist. It wasn't against the rules, so I... opened my mouth, ever so slightly..." She mimed this for Kevin before continuing. "And just pressed it against his bulge. Rubbing my lips against him, rubbing my face in it. Feeling his shaft against my nose, letting the smell invade every part of me. Just giving in and... well, acting like a complete slut."

"Oh my god," said Kevin, feeling like he would cum.

Chrissy squeezed his cock to slow him down. "Hold on there, Tiger," she said with a smile. "You're going to want to wait till the end of this one. I have a surprise."

Kevin nodded, trying to hold on as she resumed jerking him off.

"So of course he started to get hard. But it's not like when you start to get hard... you know how yours just sticks straight out, and makes a little tent in our underwear? As his cock is growing, it's like, growing down his thigh. It's too big to just stick out, so it has to go, like, down his leg.

"As I'm watching it grow, he's saying stuff like, 'Look at how good you're making me feel,' and 'You see me getting hard for you?' and 'Are you getting wet for me?' And of course I'm going, yes, yes, yes to everything he's saying, just kind of lost in it. And he says, that doesn't sound quite right- why don't you try calling me Daddy?"

Kevin thought he might pass out.

"So then I started saying... 'Yes, Daddy.' to all his questions, and it just felt so hot. I don't know why the fuck that is, because I never thought I'd be the type to love calling someone Daddy, but I'm melting at this point, calling him Daddy, rubbing my lips on this huge, growing cock.

"That's when he starts asking me questions about you. 'Is your boyfriend's cock this big?' And I say, 'No, Daddy.' And he says, 'Does your boyfriend make you wet like this?' and I say, 'No, Daddy.' And he says 'Who you want to fuck more- your little boyfriend, or me?' And of course I said, 'You, Daddy, of course you.'"

"Oh god, I'm-"

Chrissy squeezed his cock, hard. "I said not yet!" Her voice was a little bolder, a little more demanding and slightly annoyed- a hint of the way Beth would talk to him.

Kevn groaned in pain, so close to the edge.

"So I'm moving my whole head left to right, up and down, moving along his massive shaft, which is getting harder and harder. It's still growing down his leg, and I can't believe how much bigger it's gotten. But my lips are still just barely touching him, and we still have his underwear between us. He takes a hand, grabs my head, and slowly guides me to the tip at the end, on his thigh. He asks me if I like that, and I nod. And he asks if I want it in my mouth, and I nod even more eagerly. 'Yes, Daddy, I want that in my mouth' I said, like a complete slut.

"So he put his hand on my cheek and pressed my whole face against his thigh. My face is... sandwiched between his big hand and his rock-solid thigh. I'm looking up, and just millimeters away is the tip of his big dick, still contained by his underwear. It feels so good to be handled like that, to be so firmly put in my place. I stick out my tongue so I can start licking the tip, desperate to make him feel good. He groaned, he was loving it, he was calling me his good girl.

"And the more I did it, the bigger his cock got. And the bigger his cock got, the more it was pushing into my mouth. He was anchoring my face against his leg, you know? So the harder it got, the bigger it got, the more it would push into my mouth. The wider I would have to open my mouth to contain it. But there was only so much I could get since it was still against his leg, trapped by that stupid underwear I was beginning to hate.

"He pushes me off, and reaches down to readjust himself. He grabs his cock, his big hand still outside of his underwear, and pulls down on the shaft so his cock is completely wrapped in the material. You know what I mean? Like he's holding his cock at the base and the material of the underwear is completely stretched over his fat cock. So I can see the whole shape, even though it's still technically contained in the underwear. I can't believe his underwear didn't tear when he did this, honestly.

"When he does this, he's finally able to actually stick the tip of his cock in my mouth. It's still in his underwear mind you. No Rule broken here. But his first inch or two is in my mouth. And I'm slobbering over the tip, filling my mouth with his cock, slobbering all over his boxer briefs. Tasting him and loving it. Feeling him get bigger, harder. I couldn't believe how much I had to open my mouth for him. I loved it.

"Then he says, 'You look like such a dirty slut,' and I say, 'I'm a dirty slut for you, Daddy' He says, 'Not for your boyfriend?' And I say, 'No, I'm a good girl for Kevin, but I'm a slut for you, Daddy.' And he says 'Poor guy- lets give him something so he can see what he's missing out on.' And then he says: 'Give me your phone.'

Oh, god, Kevin thought. Please, please tell me they took a picture.

She pulled up her phone out of her pocket, and opened the photos app. She looked at Kevin seriously, turning the phone away from him. "Don't cum yet. Okay?"

Kevin nodded. She turned the phone and there it was- an actual picture of what she was describing. Proof it was all real. A massive cock being stuffed into her mouth while it was still in underwear. Somehow the fact that they were being so completely naughty without actually breaking The Rule turned Kevin on even more.

But far and away the most erotic thing was Chrissy's expression. It was not the face he knew when they fooled around, all teasing and erotic. It was the face of someone completely out of control, drunk with lust. Her eyes were slightly rolled into the back of her head, and drool was coming out the side of her mouth as she desperately slobbered on the tip.

It was just as Mark said: this was what Kevin was missing out on. He'd never seen her like this. He felt himself shiver, so close to cumming.

"There's three more pictures you have to see, okay, sweetie? You have to hold on for me so you can see them all. Okay? I promise it's worth it."

Kevin groaned, seriously unsure if he would make it. But he nodded. Chrissy was not helping- she was jerking him off even faster now as she spoke.

"So Daddy- I mean..." she said, mischievous eyes saying she made that mistake on purpose,

"So Mark took one look at the picture, and said it wasn't quite right. Sluts don't wear baggy sweatshirts, he said, do they? Sluts should at least be in their slutty underwear, shouldn't they? And he was right, of course. I knew it immediately. I took off my sweatshirt and pants immediately, throwing them on the floor so I was in my underwear, showing off my body for him. And he took another picture..."

She swiped with her thumb, revealing a second picture. Much like the first, she was clearly overwhelmingly obsessed with the massive cock in her mouth, but now you could see her big tits spilling out of the bra trying to contain them just below. Even further below, Kevin saw her own hand stuffed into her panties, pleasuring herself uncontrollably.

Kevin forced himself to try to breathe evenly.

"Two more, baby," said Chrissy, loving how much this was torturing him. "Two more."

He kissed her deeply for a second, wanting to let her know how much he loved this. When he broke the kiss, she was smiling.

"So, you know what's coming next. He asks me if I really want to make Daddy feel good and all that, and of course at this point I'd do anything for him. And he told me to take off his underwear. He says he can't, he doesn't want to break The Rule, but if I really want it, I can take off his underwear and be his good girl forever. All I have to do is reach up and then I can have his cock for real.

"I thought this moment- when he asked me to break The Rule again- I'd be more conflicted. That I'd want to check in with you, or at least that I'd resist more. But if I'm being honest..." she bit her lip, carefully studying him as she spoke. "You weren't really on my mind."

Kevin squirmed with arousal at the thought of Mark's total takeover of his girlfriend. Chrissy was relieved Kevin seemed pleased she said that.

"Why not?" asked Kevin, barely able to get the words out. He knew the answer, of course, but he was begging to be teased more.

Her smile was wicked. "Oh, there were just... bigger things on my mind. So," she continued the story, "of course I reach up and pull them off, and this absolutely massive cock comes springing free. He's rock hard now, and of course it hits me in the face as I slip the band down. I have no idea if Mark did that on purpose, but I don't care. It's so heavy, so manly. I loved it, I loved feeling it slap against my cheek.

"I'm reaching into my underwear, I'm fingering myself, I'm losing control of myself to the massive cock... which of course I am kissing all up and down and licking and doing whatever to make him feel good. He enjoys this for a while, he's looking down at me, really enjoying the sight of his roommate's girlfriend on his cock. I can tell he really likes this because he's taking me from you- you know how competitive he is. He loves the sight of me finally giving into him. Then, he takes his balls- those huge, heavy fucking balls- and puts them on my lips so his whole heavy cock is sitting on my face..."

Her thumb moves again. There's the picture- finally the massive cock is revealed. It's huge, of course- several times his own size, noted Kevin. It completely covered the length of her face as he rested it on her. Kevin wondered, if he did the same, where his dick would reach. Her nose maybe?

"So I'm, like, determined. Determined to make him feel amazing. I'm gagging myself on this thing, I'm licking him all over. All the while he's talking dirty to me, calling me a good girl, making me call him Daddy. He's not being rough, but he is being firm with me, guiding me around. I'm fingering myself and I have my first orgasm right there, sucking him off."

"First...?" She came more than once with him? Just from sucking his dick?

"Mhmm. So I'm being such a slut, I'm doing whatever it takes. Slowly I try to take more and more of it in my mouth and then my throat. It's hard, but the more I do it, the better I get, and the more he praises me. But it's hard, of course. I've never had a cock half this big. He tells me if I really want him to feel good, I'll take off my bra. He wants to see my big titties, he tells me my big tits match his big cock. So of course, if it'll make Daddy happy- I reach behind my back and pop off my bra. I release them. He loves them, of course, he tells me how beautiful they are. I love showing them off to him, I love making him feel good with them.

"Finally, he pulls his dick out of my mouth, and starts jerking it above me. He looks so powerful, so hot. He asks me where he should cum. He says, 'You've been so good, baby girl, where do you want my cum? Tell me where?' So I tell him to shoot it all over my slutty face, and I stick out my tongue. I'm fingering myself again. Seeing him so close got me so fucking wet, looking at him jerk that big cock right in my face. It was insane.

"Then he says, 'Here it comes,' so I take my hands and lift up my tits to really give him a good view. It was hard to stop touching my pussy, because I was so close to cumming myself, but I wanted to be perfect for Daddy. So finally, he cums... and he cums hard. Rope after rope, totally covering me, plastering my face in hot cum. Nothing like your little squirts, he absolutely covered me. And it made me feel sooo good, it was sooo hot being Mark's little slut that I reached back down to my soaking pussy and rubbed myself and finger myself and of course I started cumming too, cumming under his big cock."

Her thumb slid again, revealing the final picture. There she was, as promised, her face absolutely covered with cum. Both her hands were down in her own panties, obviously pleasuring herself. Her big tits were pressed together by her arms. Kevin could see some of the cum had slid off her face and was dripping down her cleavage.

But what stood out to Kevin most of all was expression. The few times Kevin had given her a facial, she obliged, but was mostly annoyed with it. Completely drenched in Mark's cum, she appeared to be in complete bliss. She may even have been in mid orgasm for the picture.

She held the phone right in front of Kevin's face as her other hand jerked him off with much greater speed. "Look at your girlfriend being such a slut for Daddy. Look at how he covered me in his cum, covered your girlfriend in cum... he marked me, he made me his. Look at my face, baby, have you ever seen it like that? Cumming so hard? Cumming so hard just from sucking cock? Look at the cum on my big tits, Baby. Look at it on my face! Have you ever seen this much cum?"

"I'm cumming!"

"Cum for me, baby. Cum for your naughty girlfriend!"

And he did, shooting cum all over himself. He was extra humiliated that his roommate got to cum all over his girlfriend's face, and yet here he was, cumming onto his stomach.

He loved it. It was his biggest orgasm so far.

The both came down from those highs, and snuggled together, breathing hard.

"Wow," said Kevin, finally.

"'Wow' is right," said Chrissy. "Enjoy yourself?"

Kevin laughed. "I did. Jesus."



They looked at each other closely, then kissed, gently and slowly. Kevin could not help but think about the massive cock that was in her mouth just hours ago and the cum that was just on her face. It added a dash of humiliation to a sweet moment that he had to admit turned him on.

Chrissy broke the kiss, and they settled back into bed, both staring at the ceiling thoughtfully.

Kevin shook his head in disbelief. "I can't believe both of our roommates came on each of our faces." They both smiled and laughed at the thought.

She turned and inspected him closely. "Now that you have some post-orgasm clear headedness- how are you feeling? Are you mad or anything?"

"Let me answer your questions with another question. Can you send me those pictures?"

She laughed, confident he was happy. She turned back to her phone. "Sure, baby. You like them?"

"I will be jerking off to them basically whenever you aren't looking at me."

"Wow! Well, if you ask Mark nicely, I'm sure there can be more."

Kevin felt his dick twitch at the comment, but he had an important question to ask. "What about you?" asked Kevin. "You said you were jealous about Beth earlier. Are you feeling okay about all this?"

Chrissy shook her head, still sending the photos on her phone. "No, it's not like that. I mean, I don't have the same reaction that you do hearing about Mark, but... there's something hot about them both kind of... taking over the relationship. The details of you hooking up with Beth don't turn me on, but the whole concept... it's kind of filthy. You know? So I guess I'm a little jealous at times but it's kind of... part of what makes it hot."

He nodded. He knew.

"So, um... What's The Rule now?" she asked.

Kevin sighed. "I think... Well, I think there's only one left that makes sense. No... sex. Like... no penetration."

They looked at each other seriously. Every rule so far had been overcome, conquered by Mark and Beth's sex appeal. Would this one- what would probably be the final one- be as well?

"Yeah, that... makes sense," said Chrissy slowly. "But... this one is like a super rule. We can't break this one without talking and agreeing on it, okay? We have to be sure about it."

"Yeah, agreed."

"So no matter what Mark and Beth do. We have to resist until we give each other the OK. OK?"

"Ok."

They kissed gently, sealing the promise. Chrissy broke this kiss, giving Kevin a funny look. "Be honest. Are you thinking about how I just had a dick in my mouth when we kiss?"

"Yes! And cum on your face, yeah."

"And that doesn't bother you?"

He grabbed her hand, leading it down to his crotch, letting her feel his hardening cock. "Does it feel that way?"

Her face was shocked. "You're hard again?"

"You acting so slutty... It just drives me crazy."

"Wow," she said with a smile. Her voice got seductive again. "You mean thinking about my lips..." she leaned in, kissing him, "rubbing on his..." she kissed him again, "big bulge..." she kissed him once more, really lingering her lips on hers. "That turns you on?" She spoke this last question without removing her lips from his, letting the whispered words naturally rub their lips together. This was almost too arousing for Kevin, who barely kissed back, stunned by how filthy it was. "Or maybe how his big balls were resting on lips, hmm?" She really puckered up and slid her lips back and forth on his. "Or what about what my tongue was up to?" With that, she stuck out her tongue, and gently ran them around Kevin's lips. She worked very slowly, torturing him.

"Fuck, baby. Fuck, this is so hot."

She suddenly looked excited, as if she had a new idea. "You feel like you might be able to cum again, baby?"

"You're making me so hot," he answered genuinely. "I can, baby. I can cum again."

"I have any idea, baby," she said, a wicked smile on her face. She sat up in bed, and peeled off her sweatshirt. "Why don't you jerk off on my face? You can jerk off your cock and give me a facial. And I'll tell you what's different from Mark's... from Daddy's facial."

Kevin nodded excitedly, grabbing his cock and and starting to jerk himself off. She knelt beside the bed, gesturing for him to stand in front of her. He slid over the bed towards her.

"I'm so excited," she said, her tone suddenly full of pretend innocence. "I never realized until today how much I love getting covered in cum. I can't wait for my boyfriend to do it to me, just like when Daddy did it to me."

Kevin positioned himself over her, jerking his cock.

Chrissy pouted. "What's this, though? Oh, baby, something's not right." Through her acted innocence, Kevin could see a wicked twinkle in her eye.

"What's not right?" Kevin had to ask through nearly gritted teeth, playing into her game. He felt himself starting to build up to a climax.

"Oh, baby, it's just when Daddy was jerking above me, he did it with his big cock. I loved that. I felt like when he was above me, his cock was all I could see. But yours, baby, it's not quite that way, is it? It seems like maybe it's average, or... maybe a little below average. That's not as fun for me, is it, baby? I was soaked when he pulled it out and slapped me in the face with it, but I'm not sure I feel very wet now. See my big tits, baby?" With this, she pushed out her chest, showing off her massive pair. When she did this, even the custom made bra looked like it was having trouble keeping everything from spilling out.

"Yes, baby, I see your perfect tits."

"But see how big they are?" She cupped both of them, squeezing them together.

"I do, baby, I do."

"Daddy was the one who was telling me that big tits like these should be matched with a big cock. Don't you think that's true? Don't you think these tits should be paired with a big dick?"

Kevin swallowed. He decided to play into this act of hers. "Mine isn't big enough?" he asked, knowing he would get more humiliation for the question.

Chrissy pretended to suppress a giggle. "Oh, baby, no. No! But you're my sweet little guy, I'm sure there's some other way we can make this hot like it was with Daddy." She acted like she got an idea. "I know what we need to do! What really got me going was sucking his cock. Let me suck your cock, baby, I bet that will get me soaked, I loved doing that for Daddy."

Kevin took his hand off, and Chrissy leaned in, expertly taking him into her mouth. She slurped on it masterfully, with greater ease than she ever had in their relationship before. She took it all the way to his hilt without a problem, making Kevin shake with pleasure. But the whole time she looked up with him, her face was full of pretend confusion.

"Hmm, it's still not right, baby!" she said, taking her lips off of him. He resumed jerking as she spoke. "See, when I suck on your cock, my lips are like this..." She made an O with her lips. "But that's not what got me wet. With Daddy, it was like..." Now her mouth opened to a large Ah. "I was really gagging on his cock, you know? It took everything I had to pleasure it. With you, it's like sucking a little straw. I mean... a straw. Here, let me show you..."

She reached down, picked up her phone and swiped over to her photos. She opened the second picture she had shown him- the one where she was sucking on the tip of Mark's dick while it was still in his underwear. She turned the phone towards him, showing him the picture.

"See, baby? Now look at the difference." As she held the phone next to her face, she sucked on the tip of Kevin's dick. Side by side, of course there was an obvious difference.

Kevin felt his climax getting close.

She reached into her panties with a hand, playing with herself for a moment, before huffing a pretend sigh. "Well, see, now, this is the point where I'm supposed to make myself cum. Remember how Daddy made me cum, just by me playing with my clit while I sucked on his cock? But I'm not wet at all. How about you, baby?"

"I'm... I'm so close..." he said genuinely, extra turned on by this new kind of humiliation.

"Well at least someone is. But you know what, that's OK! You know why? Because my favorite part was getting covered in cum. That's what I liked best." She looked at her phone, swiping twice until the final picture was revealed- the one where she was covered in Mark's cum. "So as long as I get this, I'll be happy."

Kevin knew this was the play- she was setting him up for his own humiliating failure. He doubted he could produce that amount of cum if he had 5 tries.

She held the phone next to her face, and immediately Kevin noted the difference between the two facial expressions. On the phone, Chrissy was slutty, totally aroused and lost her own lust. In reality, right next to the phone, she looked more like a teacher waiting for you to hand in your late homework.

She dropped the overly innocent act, and her voice suddenly became purely seductive. "Jerk that hard cock for me, Baby. I want to be covered in cum. I want you to cover me in cum just like how your roommate did a few hours ago when he made me his. When he marked me, marked my face, marked my mouth, marked my tits. I got my tits out from him, didn't I? I pulled them out for him, but not for you. Does that make you jealous? It should. Him getting all the things that should be yours, but he just took it. You can make it all better by cumming on my face and giving me more cum that he did, just mark me back, take me back, cover my face where he did and I think it'll feel like I'm totally yours again..."

Kevin couldn't take it, the humiliation of this new game she was playing mixed with the ludicrous dirty talk pushed him over the edge. But this was Kevin's third big orgasm of the day- the second one only minutes ago. And though the orgasm was massive, the cumshot was not.

The first shot tried its best, pathetically landing on her cheek. The rest, though, dribbled more out more than anything, landing on her chin. The humiliation of failing to even come close to the picture just inches away brought his orgasm to insane new heights- but sadly, he was spent.

"Well," she said with the wicked glint in her eye, her tone teasing, "I guess my face is still Mark's."

Kevin knelt down, exhausted, kissing her neck and falling into her. He felt a great deal of love for her at that moment.

She laughed. "Hold on, let me get something to clean up with!"

She grabbed a tissue, cleaned up and they both got into bed, immediately snuggling.

"Was that OK?" she asked.

Kevin laughed. "That was amazing. That whole innocent routine? Perfect."

"I didn't go too far?"

"I'll tell you if that happens. I'm sure all the comparisons feel mean, but... man. I think I like mean."

She snuggled into him. "Good! I'm glad you liked it."

"I loved it. I love you."

She beamed at him. "I love you too."

They snuggled close, enjoying each other for a quiet moment.

After a few seconds of this, Kevin studied her before giving into something that was bothering him. "Hey, this... doesn't matter at all, but I'm just curious. Beth told me, when I was massaging her... she said Mark was the one who stopped it when you guys were, you know... dry humping on the couch the other day. She said he had to stop it when he heard me coming home. Is that true, or did you stop it like you said?"

She looked quizzically at him. "I stopped it. Remember, when you came back, he had his shirt on? That whole thing started because he had his shirt off. He wouldn't have had time to put it back on if we just had a couple seconds of hearing you by the front door."

Kevin almost slapped his own forehead. Of course.

Chrissy poked his side with a smile. "Ooh, Kevin, were you worried?"

Kevin laughed. "No, no! I just wanted you to know you could always tell me the truth. But obviously Beth was messing with me. She said that, and then told me you had told her all about the humiliation I like. Just to screw with me, I guess."

Chrissy's smile vanished, and was suddenly blushing.

Kevin had the realization. "You... did tell her?"

"She cornered me and was asking me all about it! And she told me not to tell you she asked! Beth is scary when she gets like that, so... I told her."

Kevin smiled, squeezing her close. "It's okay. I think it ended up working out, don't you?"

She looked relieved. "I do," she said with a cheeky smile. She paused before continuing. "So... I've been thinking... um... what do you think's going to happen Saturday?" Her voice sounded slightly concerned.

"Saturday?" Kevin had to think: what was special about Saturday?

"Well, so far, it's been... You and Beth in the mornings, and Mark and me in the afternoons. We've hardly been all together. But this weekend, um. Nobody has any plans. It's going to be all four of us, together, in the apartment."

Kevin blinked at the ceiling before saying the only words that came to mind.

"Uh oh."


The Rule Ch. 04

Kevin woke up Saturday morning full of nervous energy.

The previous week was uneventful- neither Beth nor Mark made any more challenges to The Rule. Kevin had hardly seen Beth since she stuffed him under her desk. And while Chrissy admitted she and Mark had done some light flirting as they passed each other in the apartment, that was all that happened.

But now it was Saturday morning. There was no longer any more work to get in their way, and as far as Kevin and Chrissy knew, Beth and Mark didn't have any plans.

Chrissy woke up a few minutes after Kevin did. He watched her gently squirm and stretch, slowly waking up. Her eyes gently opened and were immediately surprised that he was looking at her.

"Hey," she said with a smile, her voice a little groggy.

"Hey," he said, smiling back gently.

She slid over under the covers, snuggling close to him and kissing him tenderly. He kissed back, and they held each other gently, enjoying each other for a few moments. The bed was endlessly comfortable in the sort of way a bed can only be on a Saturday morning when you don't have any plans.

She broke the kiss, looking deep into his eyes. "Mmm," she moaned gently, practically purring with comfort. "What are you thinking about?"

Kevin looked deep into her eyes before answering. "I'm thinking about... how cold your feet are."

She smiled mischievously, and Kevin felt her feet immediately move up his body, trying to find more warm places to be.

"No, don't!" he said, as she managed to shove a foot between his thighs.

"Sorry, baby. When you agreed to date me you agreed to give me all of your body heat in perpetuity."

Kevin laughed. "But I just don't understand how they're still cold! We've been in bed all night."

She snuggled back into him, her foot moving back down and finding his feet. "It's a gift."

"Maybe you should start wearing socks to bed."

She pretended to look shocked. "Never! They could never warm me like you do." They kissed again, both lips curled up in a smile.

They took a moment to look into each other's eyes, before Chrissy glanced at their bedroom door. "Today's the day, huh."

"Yep," said Kevin, simply. He looked at the door as well.

"What do you think they're up to? You think they're awake?"

Kevin checked his watch. 9:07. They tended to get up first on the weekends. "Yeah, more than likely."

Chrissy studied the door as if it would give her answers. "What do you think's going to happen when we go out there?"

Kevin looked thoughtful for a moment. "Well... I think one of two things are going to happen. One, they'll not be home, and this whole conversation will have been for nothing."

Chrissy nodded.

"Or, two, we'll get out there and, like... Mark will have installed a sex swing above the kitchen table, and they'll both be wearing leather body suits."

Chrissy snorted at the mental image. "Leather? I hope not. A little dated, I think."

"Tsk, you artists, always worrying about the visual aesthetics."

"You just want to see Beth in leather pants."

Kevin opened his mouth, trying to think of something witty to say, but the visual image derailed his train of thought.

Chrissy laughed at him. "Boy, this is good to know. Anytime I want you to shut up, I just need to casually mention Beth's ass."

"You could have the same impact by finally telling me your cup size."

She rolled her eyes. "Guys and their cup sizes. It's a custom bra! They're huge, okay?" She grabbed them through the old T shirt she wore to bed. "See? They are what they are. Doesn't matter what letter I say, does it?"

Kevin blinked, watching her grab them. "I'm sorry, were you saying something?"

She hit him playfully.

"Ouch! Fine, fine. It'll forever be a mystery."

She laughed at him before they got quiet for a moment, looking at each other. "Um, so. Ready to get up?"

Kevin felt his heartbeat quicken. "Let's do it."

They both got dressed in their usual attire- Kevin in his t-shirt and jeans, Chrissy with her baggy sweatshirt and pants. They looked at eachother, sharing a smile.

Kevin put his hand on the door handle. "Ready?"

"Ready."

Kevin opened his door, revealing a sight that neither of them could have foreseen.

The kitchen table was set in an almost extravagant fashion. The apartment's nicest plates and silverware (not that they were that nice) were out at each of the four chairs. A tablecloth that Kevin and Chrissy had never seen before was draped over it. In the middle of the table, there was fresh fruit, pastries, a silver bucket holding a bottle of champagne on ice, and a jug of orange juice. Even more unexpectedly, Beth sat at the table, looking at them both with a warm smile.

But far and away the most unexpected thing was the sight of Mark, shirtless but in an apron, cooking.

"Good morning, sleepyheads," said Beth, a hint of happiness shining through her usual monotone.

"You're awake!" exclaimed Mark. He flashed them his cocky smile, but it somehow was warm, too.

Chrissy and Kevin stepped further into the kitchen to get a better look. "What...?" began Chrissy, totally caught off guard. Neither Kevin nor Chrissy had ever seen the kitchen like this. And they certainly had never seen Mark cook before.

"Now I can start with the pancakes," said Mark.

Beth rolled her eyes. "Oh, god. You guys, he's been talking about these pancakes for three days now."

"You're going to love them!" he shouted over the clicking of the stovetop burners starting up. "The key is to make them thin, like a crepe. Not too thick like how the average diner makes it. Watch, you'll see."

Beth reached over, grabbing the neck of the Champagne bottle and pulling it out of the bucket. She twisted off the cork's cover as she spoke. "If he's going to keep talking about the thinness of pancakes, I'm going to need a drink." She expertly popped it open, before grabbing one of the champagne flutes off the table. "Mimosa?" she asked them both.

Kevin and Chrissy were still a bit shocked, but Chrissy spoke first. "Um... yes, please."

Beth poured in the champagne, expertly tipping the glass for the perfect pour. "Good girl. Saturday, no plans- the perfect time for a mimosa." She poured in the OJ. "Kevin?"

Kevin couldn't help but take a second to inspect her. Did they step through the doorway to another dimension? He decided he was going to go with the flow. "I'd love one."

"Right answer," she said, making another and then finally a third for herself. She handed it over before lifting her glass. "Cheers."

All three of them shared a significant look as they touched glasses. It was hard to tell if Beth was messing with them, somehow.

"Go on, sit," said Beth, pushing Chrissy over to the table.

"Hey, what about the chef?" asked Mark. "Where's my drink?"

Beth spoke back as the three of them sat down. "You get yours once these so-called world class pancakes are done, honey."

"Fair," he said, his smile back. "Tough, but fair!"

"I'm sorry... Um, what is happening?" Chrissy asked, complete confusion still stuck on her face.

"We're making you an early brunch."

"Isn't that just breakfast?" asked Kevin, with humor in his voice. He was glad he decided to give into the absurd situation.

"Well, then it would feel weird drinking this Mimosa," replied Beth, dry humor in her voice. "But an early brunch? No problem."

"Salesmen are all boozehounds, you see," said Mark, pouring batter into the pan. "Kev, you want bacon?"

"Don't be sexist, Mark," said Beth.

"Ah, right- I mean salespeople."

Beth rolled her eyes again. "Mark, I mean, ask Chrissy if she wants bacon, too."

"I was going to! Bacon, Chrissy?"

"... sure." Chrissy did not yet have the power to wrap her head around this situation.

Kevin couldn't help but smile. Seeing the perfect Beth and Mark gently quibble back and forth made them seem so... human. It was easy to forget that fact when just looking at their perfect features. The bacon sizzled, filing the apartment with that amazing smell.

"Chrissy, I'm making yours first. Do you want anything in or on your pancake? Maybe fruit? Or..." Mark shot her a significant look. "Chocolate?"

Chrissy's eyes lit up. Her love of chocolate was legendary. "Chocolate?"

Mark smiled at her before turning back towards the pan. "I'll take that as a yes to chocolate."

In what seemed like no time at all, Mark put a short stack of pancakes in front of Chrissy. They contained a generous amount of chocolate chips, both in and on the pancakes. He stood just over her shoulder, pouring on the syrup himself. She looked up at him, clearly drinking him in, enjoying how close he was above her, looking at his muscular arms

"Enjoy," he said to her with that crooked smile.

She watched him walk back to the kitchen, very obviously enjoying that the apron did not cover his muscular back.

She cut and took a bite of the pancake. She looked genuinely surprised before saying, "This is amazing."

"See?! Told you. Thin!" yelled Mark from the stove.

Kevin smiled as she ate with sudden vigor. "Be honest with me," he said, quietly so only Chrissy and Beth could hear, "How much hotter is he now that you know he can cook?"

Chrissy froze mid bite, her face flush at how clearly Kevin could read her thoughts.

Kevin and Chrissy heard an unexpected chortle from Beth, a sound they had never heard before. She covered her mouth with her hand, but you could tell from her eyes she was stifling a bigger laugh. "Chrissy, you have chocolate on your nose."

Chrissy, overwhelmed by the amount of things she was embarrassed by at this moment, simply took her napkin and buried her face in it. Kevin and Beth both laughed, but Kevin quickly leaned in to kiss the top of Chrissy's head.

The morning continued like this- full of warm conversation, laughter, teasing and fun. This was a new dynamic they were discovering- before this, they were simply roommates. They lived with each other out of convenience. But they rarely had a meal together, let alone a homemade one.

It seemed like, thought Kevin, this part of their relationship was changing as well.

After they all ate their fill, a natural and comfortable silence filled the room. Kevin knew he had to take this moment to ask- to talk about the elephant in the room.

"So," he said carefully, "What was all this? Not that we don't appreciate it, but... you know. Why?"

Mark looked at Beth, who sipped the last of her Mimosa before responding. "I don't think we should talk too much about the... details. Of what's happening between us and why. Of the game we're playing. We don't want to ruin the... Well, we want things to unfold naturally. Don't you agree?"

Kevin and Chrissy nodded.

"Six days a week, the game is on. We get to play with you however we like." Both Kevin and Chrissy secretly shivered at the implied power over them they had. "But one day a week, we want to show you our... appreciation. We'll take this time to show you our gratitude for being..." The twinkle of hunger was back in her eyes. "... good. For being a good boy for me, and for being his good girl."

Kevin noted the look Mark was giving Chrissy- intense eye contact with that slight smile. Beth also seemed to be devouring Kevin with her eyes.

"Well, needless to say, we appreciate it," said Kevin. His voice lost a bit of its confidence under Beth's gaze. "And it makes sense."

"But it's not all out of the goodness of our hearts," Beth continued. The warmer, friendlier tones she had adopted during the meal were slipping away. She was back to her intimidating self. "It's important to me that you understand that you can walk away from this at any time. We'll still be friends- we can even make brunch a weekly thing, even if you decide you don't want to play the game anymore. It doesn't turn me on if you feel like you're forced to play, forced to do what I say. That doesn't make me feel powerful."

Beth stared at Kevin, but he knew the words were meant for them both. He asked the obvious follow up. "So what does?"

"Knowing that you don't have to, you can walk away anytime, and you still choose to... obey. We're not forcing you to do anything. No gun to your head. We're letting you choose, without consequences... and every time, you choose us. Because that's how bad you want it. It's how bad you both want it."

There was obvious and intense sexual chemistry in the air, between Chrissy and Mark, as well as Kevin and Beth.

Chrissy looked flush, unable to break eye contact with Mark. "I thought today... the game was off."

"Yes, the game is off. We won't try to break your Rule today. But there's plenty of fun we can have without breaking it, can't we?" Beth reached across towards Mark, until her hand slowly disappeared under the table. She took a finger and gently moved his leg until his lap was turned towards Chrissy.

Kevin couldn't see what Chrissy saw since Mark was across the table from him. But her eyes were immediately drawn down and she bit her lip. Mark, very obviously, must have had an erection that was having an effect on Chrissy.

Beth's arm moved back and forth, rubbing what Kevin could only assume was Mark's cock above his jeans. Beth and Mark both locked their eyes on Chrissy, though she continued to stare at Mark's lap.

Kevin felt his own erection press against his jeans, slightly humiliated he wasn't able to see this display, and of course, humiliated that his girlfriend was so aroused at his roommate.

"What do you think of it?" asked Beth, seductively, still rubbing up and down.

"I think I..." The trance that held Chrissy suddenly broke, and she glanced over at Kevin, eyes worried.

"Don't look at him," said Beth, voice smooth and silky. "Look over here. Look down. Look at what Mark has for you. Look at what you did to him."

Chrissy couldn't resist, looking down again. "Oh, god."

"So what do you think of it?" Beth repeated.

"It... it drives me crazy. I love it."

"Does it make you wet?"

"It does."

"My boyfriend's cock makes you wet?"

"Yes, Beth." Chrissy was beginning to sound like she was in a trance.

There was a slight pause here. The only sound was Beth's hand rubbing on Mark's pants. Chrissy could not take her eyes away. Kevin felt a bit like a fly on the wall for this, but he didn't mind.

Beth continued, glancing over at Kevin. "Did your boyfriend tell you about how he pleased me under my desk?"

"Yeah, he... told me the story."

"Did you think it sounded hot?"

"It did sound hot," said Chrissy, genuinely.

"Were you jealous?"

"A little bit. Partially." Chrissy thought about it. "I mean, it was the first time my boyfriend fooled around with someone else, so..."

"No, Chrissy. Don't be silly. That's not what I mean." She leaned towards her. "I'm not asking if you were jealous of me. I don't care about that. I'm asking if you were jealous of Kevin."

Chrissy blushed.

"Did you think about how lucky he was to be shoved under a desk and face fucked? Did you fantasize about that situation, except it was you under the desk and Mark on the phone? Did you imagine Mark on an important call, practically ignoring you, while you are slobbering on his cock like a good slut? I want to know- after you heard that story- were you jealous of Kevin?"

Kevin felt his cock jump in his jeans.

"I was," said Chrissy quietly.

Beth smiled at her. "I thought you would be. Now look over at your boyfriend." Chrissy did, making eye contact with Kevin. They both noted the other's heavier breathing and obvious state of arousal. "Not there. Look down." Chrissy looked down at the tent in his pants. Undoubtedly when she looked at Mark like this, it made Mark feel powerful. But the way she looked down at Kevin made him feel embarrassed. "Is he hard?"

"Yes," answered Chrissy.

"And what do you think of it?"

"I love it."

Beth smiled. "That's very sweet. But does it make you wet?"

Chrissy hesitated. "It... has done things that make me..."

Beth shook her head. "Does his cock make you wet, Chrissy? Like Mark's? Come on, tell the truth. You know he loves it."

Chrissy shook her head. "No," she said, genuinely. Kevin felt his cock pulse.

"Well, Mark did such a good job with brunch, didn't he? Look back at him." Chrissy looked back, but knew immediately to look down to his cock. "I think he deserves a reward, don't you? Don't you think he should get something?"

"Yes," hissed Chrissy.

"I think I should stack up the last of the pancakes in front of him so he can eat his fill. And I think while he's doing that, you should be under the table, sucking his big dick. Just how Kevin was pleasuring me. You'll be stuffed under the table, like his slut, slobbering all over his cock while he eats like a king."

Chrissy looked flush, totally lost in lust. She nodded. She wanted it, bad, Kevin could tell.

"But you could always walk away," suggested Beth. "Go back into your room with your boyfriend, who I'm sure would go down on you for the rest of the day. Go back to being a good, wholesome girl. No hard feelings from us, it's totally up to you. It's totally under your control.

"Or... do you want Mark that bad? So bad you'd actually turn to your boyfriend, right now, at the kitchen table, and tell him that you want to suck his roommate's dick? Tell him... I'm sorry, but I need a big cock to make me feel like a slut, and you don't measure up. Do you want it that bad? Show me. Show me what you really want."

Chrissy looked at Beth before turning to face Kevin again. "Kevin, I want... I want to suck Mark's dick. Now. Here. Under the kitchen table."

Kevin felt his cock pulse again.

Beth turned towards him. "What do you want, Kevin?"

Kevin forced himself to breathe in and out a few times. "I want that to happen, too."

Beth shivered, quietly overjoyed at all the power she had. "Well," she said to Chrissy, "Take off your pants and get the fuck under my table." Kevin heard the sound of a zipper, as Beth reached into Mark's pants to pull his cock out.

Chrissy slid off her pants and slowly got to her knees. With one last glance at Kevin, she crawled under the table.

"Don't play with yourself yet, Chrissy," added Beth. "Just focus on Mark."

Mark had simply been enjoying the show from the sidelines, but now he was happy, of course, to be involved. His mouth opened slightly as Chrissy made it to him under the table. Beth took her fork, jammed it into the stack of pancakes in the middle of the table, and put it on the plate in front of him.

That's when the sounds started.

Kevin knew what a blowjob sounded like. Chrissy had always been generous to him, giving them out frequently. This sounded like something else entirely. This seemed to be for two reasons: The first, because Chrissy was clearly dealing with something much larger than she was used to. The sound of her choking, slobbering and jerking his cock was simply much louder than anything Kevin had heard in real life. It certainly didn't match what it sounded like when Chrissy gave Kevin his blowjobs. But the second reason was purely that Chrissy was enjoying herself far more doing this than anytime she had done it with Kevin. She was constantly moaning as she sucked, licked and choked, and every now and then you could hear a faint "God, yes," or "Fuck, yes" under the table.

Kevin wanted to look badly, but he knew he'd be in trouble for doing so.

During all this, Mark began eating his pancakes. Beth was still at his side, her hand still under the table as well. They shared a kiss- far less dirty than Kevin would have imagined. It was almost a sweet, tender, kiss, totally juxtaposed by the pornographic sounds coming from under the table. He moaned into Beth's mouth as you could hear Chrissy really choke on him.

Kevin felt pure jealousy and arousal at this. His girlfriend, under the table, sucking Mark's dick while the modelesque Beth kissed him tenderly. Kevin felt so hard, he worried he might cum right there.



Beth finally turned her attention towards Kevin. "Now, what about you?"

Kevin waited patiently. Beth had all the power and she knew it.

"How hard are you right now?"

"So fucking hard."

Beth leaned towards Kevin, away from Mark, though her hand remained under the table, presumably still holding Mark's cock as Chrissy sucked it. She glanced down at Kevin's cock.

"Wow, you are hard. Why don't you take off your pants? I want to see your little underwear tent again."

Kevin obeyed nearly immediately, undoing his belt and lifting his hips to pull down his jeans, all without getting up off his chair.

Beth looked down at the boxer briefs, playing up a disappointed reaction. Then, without warning, she reached out and grabbed his shaft, still contained by the underwear.

Kevin gently sucked in air through his teeth. He felt his cock twitch.

She smiled at him. "Wow, feel that pulsing." She held his cock as if she was going to give him a handjob, but her fist did not move. She simply held it, squeezing it gently. Kevin squeezed the table with his hand, trying to steady himself.

"Mmm. I wonder who will cum first?" said Beth wickedly. She squeezed his shaft again, her hand still on top of his boxer briefs. "I bet you're curious about what's going on under the table, so let me paint you a picture. My hand is at the base of Mark's cock, jerking him. Above my hand, I can feel Chrissy's hands jerking him off too. And above that, of course, as you can hear... she's trying to choke down as much of it as she can." Beth paused for effect, and of course, the sound of Chrissy slobbering on Mark's cock filled the room. "And over here, I'm holding- not jerking- your cock, which is still in your underwear. I'm not even technically touching you... yet.

"It doesn't even seem fair, does it? Mark has two girls- three hands and a mouth- working on his dick, while you have one hand holding it. Seems like it'll be no contest. Mark will be the one to cum first, I'm sure."

She gently, almost imperceptibly, moved her hand up and down, still squeezing Kevin's shaft through his underwear. "Oh, god," he said.

"Uh oh. Maybe not?" She squeezed gently again. "Wow, did you almost cum there? Can you imagine? Mark has your girlfriend working so hard down there to please him, I've got my hand on his cock too. But he hasn't cum yet. You, though, you almost just came from one pump of my hand. Over the underwear, no less. Can you imagine if you came? How pathetic that would feel?" She started moving her hand again.

Kevin shut his eyes and squeezed his own leg in an attempt to get control.

"Look at me, look in my eyes," she said. He obeyed. "What feature of my face do you find the sexiest?"

Kevin thought about trying to dodge the question, but he was getting lost in her eyes, totally under her control. "Lips. Your lips."

"Stare at my lips. I want you to stare at them."

He did. They were full, ruby red lips, naturally a little plump. They could be on a billboard for lipstick.

"Good boy." It was hypnotic watching them move as she spoke. "Now, listen. Listen to your girlfriend." They did- you could hear Chrissy moan on Mark's big dick. "Hear her work so hard? She's not doing it for you. She's not doing it for Mark, even, or me. She's down there sucking that cock because she loves it. Because she needs it. Because trying to please Mark makes her feel like a slut, and she's discovered that she likes being a slut. Is she like that with you?"

God, he couldn't believe how hot her lips looked as she slowly spoke. He couldn't look away. "No."

"Of course not. It turns you on, doesn't it? Losing control like this? Giving in? Giving in to me?"

"Yes."

She stopped moving her hand, but held onto his shaft tight. "Okay, baby boy. Listen to me. It's time to see who's going to last longer. Keep staring at my lips, keep looking at me with that pained look I love. Keep listening to your girlfriend choking on that big dick. And keep imagining what it looks like down there, with all those hands on Mark's big dick, and how different it must look to your little dick still in your underwear. You got all that?"

Kevin nodded.

"Look at my lips, listen to your girl, think about her on that dick. Got it?"

He nodded again.

"Now fuck my fist."

Kevin realized he wasn't even going to be given the courtesy of a handjob: Beth was holding her hand firmly in place, and Kevin would have the chance to fuck her hand as all this was going on. But as he stared at her lips, and listened to his girlfriend, and thought about the filthy situation under the table, he realized: he didn't care.

His hips began to slowly buck, his cock going in and out of her fist. His eyes stayed glued to her lips.

She smiled. "Yes, baby boy, yes. Fuck my hand."

He really began rocking his hips now, in and out, back and forth. His eyes traced around her lips, drinking in every detail as she talked. He listened to those sounds coming from under the table, filling the room with pornographic sounds. And he thought about how filthy his girlfriend had to look with that big cock under the table.

Kevin knew resisting was hopeless. He gave in, cumming in his underwear after only a dozen pumps. His body shook and tensed up with pleasure as every cumshot filled his underwear.

Finally, as he came down from that wonderful high, he met Beth's eyes. She was happy, wickedly amused. "You couldn't even last half a minute. Just fucking my hand."

Kevin didn't answer. What could he say? The comparison between Mark- who had two girls working on him- and him- cumming into a steady hand- was humiliating. But he loved it.

"Now what about me, hmm?" she asked. "Everyone else seems to be having fun. What about me?"

Kevin was out of breath. "Do you want me to go down... do you want me to get under the table, too?"

Beth shook her head. "I know you just want to go down there to see your pretty girlfriend choke on my boyfriend's cock."

He did. He knew that was the reason his erection hadn't gone down. "No, I don't. I want to go down there to please you."

"Liar." She crossed her arms and huffed. "I told you not to lie to me. I don't think I should let you down there at all."

"Okay, I want to see it," he admitted, remembering how useless it was to lie to her. "But I also want to pleasure you, Beth, I want to make you feel good."

"You think I care what you want?"

There was a brief pause as Kevin was unsure where to go next.

Beth looked at him more softly. "Convince me."

"What?"

"Like I'm Jacob. Or your boss. I have something you want. Close me."

For a brief moment, Kevin felt his curiosity overpower his arousal. What the hell was Beth doing? Did this make her feel powerful? Was this part of her game? Or was this something else?

She leaned in a bit more. "Come on, Kev. Everything you want is down there. Now make me want it too."

Kevin studied her for a few moments. What had she said? Making it about what the other person wants. But how could he know what Beth wants? It seemed like Beth got whatever she wanted. It seemed like we were all in the positions they were in right now because Beth had willed it so.

Was that it? Well, it was worth a shot, anyway.

"You don't care about me going down on you, Beth. Not really. Anyone in a five mile radius would eat you out, given the chance. I'm sure Mark would fuck you all day if you asked him. So why involve us? I think..." Kevin swallowed. It seemed as though Beth didn't blink as she locked eyes with him, listening. "I think what gets you going is winning. And power. Knowing that everyone here is exactly where you want them to be, doing exactly what you want them to do. We can set up all the rules we want, but you knock them down just by being you."

There was the slightest glint in her eye that let Kevin know he was on the right track.

"But is this the end of your brunch, here? I get to cum, Mark and Chrissy are having fun. You get nothing but a Mimosa? That doesn't feel like winning, does it? What's your reward for making all this happen? Well, let me tell you." He grabbed the champagne, refilling her glass. "I'll paint you the picture. Chrissy's down under the table sucking your boyfriend's dick, not because she wants it, but because you're allowing it. And that dick may be attached to Mark, but since he's your boyfriend, that's your dick, isn't it? And right next to them is you, Mimosa in hand, getting eaten out by your roommate's boyfriend under the table. Everyone where you want them to be. You could take a picture of it, and put it in the dictionary next to the word 'powerful.' How does that sound? How would that feel?"

Beth pretended to look thoughtful. "I don't know..."

"And don't worry about Chrissy and Mark distracting me. I thought about you sitting on my face every day for two seconds. If you think I'll be focused on anything but you when I'm between your thighs, you're crazy."

Beth smiled. She took a sip of her drink. Then said the magic words. "Get under my table."

Kevin, relieved to have passed the test, mentally jumped for joy, bending down under the table.

He finally saw Chrissy after all that time, knelt in front of Mark's lap. She was sucking- no, she was worshiping- Mark's cock, which was covered in her drool. Kevin could finally see it in person- the cock was massive, as big if not bigger than any he had seen in porn. It towered out of his pants. His balls were out too, a big sack that Chrissy was slobbering on at the moment. Her hands and Beth's one hand still jerked the shaft.

Chrissy noticed Kevin. "Hey!" she whispered, excited to see him. She took her mouth off his balls, but kept her cheek pressed against his cock as if she was afraid to lose contact with it. It looked even bigger as it practically overshadowed her whole face. She looked down and noticed the tent and mess in Kevin's underwear. "Oh, um, wow..."

"I know. This shit is too hot."

"You're telling me." She reached out a hand and he grabbed it, squeezing it. It was romantic for a single moment before the both realized how covered in her own salvia it was from jerking Mark's cock. "Oh, uh, sorry..."

"No, don't worry. I like it." He leaned in, kissing her, not caring- or maybe actually liking- that she just was worshiping Mark.

She kissed him back, but her hands returned to jerking the monster cock above them, almost as if it was an unconscious action.

As they broke the kiss, Beth's other hand suddenly appeared. It grabbed Chrissy's hair, and with the hand still on Mark's shaft, Beth tilted his cock down. Once it was aligned with Chrissy's mouth, she roughly shoved Chrissy on it. Chrissy's eyes rolled back, lost in being dominated, almost as if she had forgotten Kevin was there.

Kevin's cock twitched at the sight.

"You promised me focus, Kevin..." came the voice from above. "Chrissy, why don't you start fingering yourself so you really forget about your boyfriend?"

Chrissy immediately stuffed a hand down her panties. Kevin crawled over to Beth, reaching up to pull down her pants. She lifted her hips slightly to help, allowing him to tear off both pants and underwear. She slid her butt forward on the chair and spread her legs, giving Kevin easy access.

He began pleasing her in every way he knew how, kissing her, worshiping her, licking her, fingering her.

Behind his head, she crossed one leg over the other's knee. She slowly pulled this leg towards her until her calf was at the back of Kevin's head- but kept going, squeezing his head into her pussy. She rocked her hips against him as he pleasured her.

Kevin felt like she was squeezing all the blood from his head to his cock.

Above them, the sounds of gentle kissing could be heard, as Mark and Beth resumed focusing on each other. It wasn't sloppy or aggressive sounding- it was more tender, gentle kisses. As if they were thanking each other for this situation.

This continued for a while, everyone where they should be. Chrissy and Kevin, lost in lust below the table, as Mark and Beth were treated like royalty above them.

"I wonder who's going to cum next?" asked Beth from above them. "Or again?" she added wickedly. Her voice was casual, totally in control, despite Kevin's intense efforts to make her feel good.

Kevin gently reached down to grab his own cock, which never went down after his orgasm. He squeezed it gently and was embarrassed at how close he felt to cumming again. But between these thick thighs, as he was being squeezed into her perfect pussy... he started to feel his cock twitch again.

Kevin could also hear the wet sounds of Chrissy pleasuring herself as she worshiped Mark's cock. She was moaning more and more on it and Kevin could tell she was getting close to her first orgasm.

It was almost funny: Mark and Beth, who were receiving oral, didn't appear to be getting half the pleasure that the ones under the table were getting. It may be Chrissy or Kevin to cum next, but it almost certainly wouldn't be Mark or Beth. It made them feel so powerful- just by allowing Kevin and Chrissy to pleasure them, they were ones giving out the pleasure.

Chrissy's moans intensified.

"I think I know who's next," said Mark. His tone wasn't as cool and casual as Beth's, but it was close.

"You think it'll be her?" asked Beth.

"Listen to her moan on me." He started speaking to Chrissy. "Are you close to cumming, hmm, baby girl? Are you close to cumming, sucking my cock?"

"Yes... yes, Daddy," answered Chrissy to the table above, her voice shaking with pleasure.

"How about a little wager?" said Beth to Mark. "Whoever gives an orgasm first wins."

"You mean, whoever's... person..." You could hear Mark's hesitation, uncertain what to call Kevin and Chrissy. Their sluts? Their bottoms? "...cums first, wins?"

"Yep. Chrissy cums sucking your cock, you win. But if Kevin cums... again, mind you... licking me, I win."

"Wins what?"

"Loser buys coffee."

Kevin and Chrissy both melted a bit under the table. They were going to get the most intense pleasure of their lives, all to fight over a cup of coffee.

"Deal," said Mark. You could hear his smile in their tone. "Rules?"

"You can't touch them or anything. They have to do it themselves while they're pleasuring us."

"You mean I can't just bend her over this table?"

Beth tsk'd. "No rule breaking today, dear. You think Kevin would last more than five seconds if I had him in my mouth?"

Kevin and Chrissy melted at each mental image.

"Okay," said Mark, cockiness in his voice. "Game on."

Simultaneously, Mark and Beth focused their attention on the person pleasuring them. They both slid their chairs out so they could see below the table. They began to talk dirty to Chrissy and Kevin at the same time, filling the kitchen full of intense, hushed whispers.

"You feel my cock pulse in your mouth, baby girl?" whispered Mark to Chrissy as she shoved as much of his cock down her throat as she could. "Can you feel how hard it is for you? I know you love it. I know you love how hard you make me, how big you make me. When you were grinding on top of me, I felt how wet you got from my big cock. Just think about how good it would feel inside you. You've never felt anything like it, I promise. Just think, Chrissy, all those times you were checking me out after I came back from the gym... all those times you used your two seconds to look at the outline in my sweatpants... and now you get to suck it, now you get to choke on it, now it's all for you, it's all yours."

At the same time, Beth whispered to Kevin. "Isn't this filthy, Kevin? Isn't this just what you always wanted? Here you are, under my table, between those thighs I know you think about every day, licking my perfect pussy, and at the same time you get to hear your cute little girlfriend choke on a big cock. Hear how much she loves and worships that big cock. How could life be any better for you, hmm? Worshiping me, like you've always wanted. Feeling your face pressed against me. Feeling me thrusting my hips against your tongue. Squeezed between these thighs."

Mark was pressing Chrissy further. "I want you to pleasure yourself, baby girl. I want you to pleasure yourself for me. Think about me pressing just my cockhead into you, how good it would feel, how right and how wrong, how bad you want it even though you have a boyfriend... think about me on top of you, I'm so much bigger than you, so think about all the ways we could fuck, all the ways I could make you feel so good... so, so good with my big cock..."

Beth also pushed Kevin further. "Jerk that cock, Kevin. Remember how I just mentioned sucking your cock? I want you to imagine that as you're trapped between my legs. Think about how good it would look, my big lips wrapped around your cock, taking you all the way to the base. I bet it would be so easy to take all of you after Mark's cock. I bet Chrissy's blowjobs will be amazing once she gets used to Mark. She'll be able to take you down no problem. If she's even interested in that after Mark. You think she will be? You think a BJ with such an inferior cock will interest her? Jerk that cock and think about it. Jerk and keep listening to her moan on his dick as you think about my big lips wrapped around you, kissing you, licking you..."

This was too much for both Kevin and Chrissy. The combination of the mental images they were putting into both of their heads, as well as the intense pleasure they were getting from giving oral made them both lose control.

"I'm going to..." started Chrissy, moaning it on Mark's cock.

"Oh god, Beth, I'm going to..." said Kevin, feeling his eyes roll back.

"Cum!" They both said. Chrissy had to take her mouth off of his cock, pressing her face into it as she came uncontrollably. Kevin felt his whole body spasm as he filled his underwear with even more cum.

They both rode down from the amazing high, breathing heavily. They heard laughter above them. "Sounds like a tie," said Mark.

"Feels like it should be my win since he already came..." said Beth to Mark.

"You should've added that to the rules. I think it's a tie, and..." Mark's voice got mischievous. "We can go for a tiebreaker later."

"Deal," replied Beth.

Kevin and Chrissy shivered at the idea of doing another round of that.

"But now," continued Beth, standing up. Kevin was a little sad to be out of her thighs. "Now I think it's time we took care of you," she said to Mark. She walked over, standing next to him. The sounds of kissing resumed, but this time it was not tender or loving- now it was the wet smacking of kisses charged entirely by sexual prowess.

One of Mark's big hands found its way over to Chrissy, gently guiding her back to his cock. She did not hesitate in the slightest, taking Mark into her mouth with new vigor. With her hands no longer pleasuring herself, she also jerked his shaft. It was a ludicrously filthy sight.

Kevin could not see above the table to see Mark and Beth kissing, but he could see Mark's other hand reach around Beth and fondle her naked ass. He could see each finger press into her perfect flesh as he gently squeezed that ass Kevin had fantasized so many times before. All the while, Kevin's girlfriend worshiped his big cock.

It was, without a doubt, the most jealous Kevin had felt so far. And he loved it, for whatever reason. He could actually feel himself getting hard once again. His erection was almost painful at this point.

There was a few minutes of this- the sounds of the filthy kissing mixed with Chrissy choking on his cock- before it was too much for even Mark's impressive stamina.

"Oh god," said Mark. "I'm getting close."

"Cum for me, please, Daddy!" said Chrissy below him.

"Where do you want it, baby girl?"

Before Chrissy could answer, Beth's voice came in. "Let Kevin decide. Let him decide and I'll jerk you off on whatever body part he picks."



Under the table, Chrissy looked over at Kevin, her eyes eager and her face flush. She did not stop jerking the monster cock above her.

Kevin thought for a single second before answering. "Her tits. Please."

"Fuck yes," said Mark. Chrissy took off her sweater and unhooked her bra. Mark slid the chair even further out so he could see better. "Oh, god, they are perfect, baby girl. You look so good..."

Chrissy kneeled beneath him, squeezing them together. Beth still stood next to him, expertly jerking his cock which she aimed at the massive tits.

"They are huge," said Beth, legitimately impressed. 'You think you can cover them, big boy?"

"Please, Daddy," chimed Chrissy. "Please cover them, please, I want your cum. I want your cum on my big tits, just like my boyfriend picked out for you. Please, please Daddy, these big tits were made for you!"

"Oh, god," he said. Kevin saw Mark's hand dig deeper into the flesh of Beth's ass. Mark having Beth's ass and Chrissy's tits at the same time made Kevin insanely jealous. "Oh god, here it comes."

Chrissy stuck out her tongue, just in case, but Beth's aim was perfect. She kept jerking that huge cock as Mark came shot after shot, rope after rope of cum. Chrissy's tits were huge, but even they were no match for the amount of cum Mark produced. They were plastered, with a pool of cum forming in the cleavage.

Mark and Beth began to kiss tenderly again as the final ropes of cum shot out. Chrissy looked like she was in a state of euphoria. Without looking, Beth reached down to grab her head, pulling her in to clean Mark's tip. Chrissy happily obliged.

Kevin simply watched, a third erection tenting his pants.

Beth broke this kiss. "Now, just me left, huh."

"You need anything from me, hun?" asked Mark.

"Nope," said Beth, sitting back in her chair. "I just want to watch you get cleaned up by that slut, covered in your cum, while her boyfriend eats me out." Her legs spread and Kevin knew what his job was.

He pleasured her best he could, in every way he knew how, but Beth was close anyway. Clearly watching Mark dominate Chrissy was enough- probably because Beth was the one who made it happen. That power over everyone was turning her on. She grabbed Kevin's hair and fucked herself against his tongue until she had her own powerful orgasm.

Then there was silence- a moment when everyone took a breath and had a moment of post-orgasm bliss.

Suddenly there was movement. Beth stood up, sliding her pants back on. "Coffee?" she asked Mark.

Mark was getting dressed as well. "Sure, let's pick up some and bring it back."

They began to head towards the door, leaving the mostly naked Kevin and Chrissy mostly under the table. From further away, they both could see Beth's face clearly.

"We'll be back in a few minutes with coffee," she said with a smile. "You guys can fuck, but if you do it... you have to stay under the table. Where you belong today. Okay? You don't have to fuck, but if you do, it has to be under the table. Okay?"

Kevin and Chrissy looked at her in shock. Slowly, Kevin nodded.

"Good boy," said Beth. Without warning, the door swung open and they both left. It slammed behind them and there was sudden silence.

Kevin and Chrissy, both out of breath, took a moment to look at one another. Chrissy noted Kevin's disheveled hair and the tent in his pants from his third erection. Kevin watched as her huge tits gently moved up and down with each breath, shining in Mark's cum. They each noted the other glistened with sweat from hard work pleasing the perfect couple they lived with.

Neither of them was certain who started it, but without warning, they were both on top of each other, desperately kissing each other and tearing off whatever items of clothing they still had on.

"Oh my god, Kevin, did you see...?" asked Chrissy between kisses as she pulled off her panties.

"I saw, and I heard," Kevin replied, pulling down his own cum soaked boxer briefs. "Jesus Christ, it was so hot."

"And Beth was squeezing you between her thighs the whole time..." Chrissy lay on her back on the floor. It was uncomfortable, but it made obeying Beth's order to stay under the table all the hotter.

"The way you were worshiping him, baby, it was... it was the filthiest thing I've ever seen."

"Did you like it?" she asked genuinely.

Kevin got between her legs, holding his hard cock. "I loved it."

"Oh, God, Kevin. Fuck me right now."

He positioned his cock at her entrance and shoved himself inside. No foreplay needed- they both knew they were ready. He leaned down and kissed her, deeply, which she desperately returned. As their tongues intertwined, they both considered how those tongues were being used just minutes ago.

Kevin began fucking her, hard, and she moaned, loving it. She reached up a hand, grabbing a leg of the table to steady herself. They both knew they were already close to cumming.

Kevin could not tear his eyes away from her massive tits, completely covered in Mark's cum and Chrissy's sweat. As he fucked her in this missionary position, they shook with each thrust, moving up and down in a completely mesmerizing way.

"You like the way they look, baby?" said Chrissy breathlessly. "You like the way they look covered in Mark's cum?"

Kevin felt himself get even harder in her. "I do, baby. I do."

"Does it make you jealous to see them like this? Your girlfriend's big tits covered in your roommate's cum?"

Kevin moaned. "Oh God, it does."

"You cum on my tits, but it's never like this, is it? It's a little dribble down my cleavage. Look how covered they are. Probably due to those big balls he has." She took her hands and cupped and rubbed both of her tits, rubbing her hands across the cum, rubbing it into her body like it was lotion. Kevin could hear how wet it sounded as she did so.

"Fuck, this is hot. You are so fucking hot."

Chrissy smiled at this, loving seeing her boyfriend like this. She took one hand, now covered in cum, and put a finger of it in her mouth. "Mmm, too bad you didn't ask for some in my mouth, too. He tastes so good, baby..."

"Oh god, Chrissy, I'm going to..."

She pushed against him suddenly, pushing him so he was on his back. She got on top of him, and began riding him desperately. "Hold on, baby," she said. "I'm so close, baby, I'm so close to cumming with you..." She reached out a hand and grabbed the table leg again to steady herself on top of him.

In this position, as she rode Kevin as hard as she could, her big tits swung back and forth in Kevin's face. Normally he'd bury his face in them, but he was... conflicted on what to do now. The fact that he was conflicted made him even hornier, but he was doing everything in his power not to cum for Chrissy.

"What are you thinking about, Baby?" he asked, noting her eyes were squeezed shut now.

Chrissy moaned, knowing where Kevin was going. "Oh, I'm thinking about you, baby..." she said, innocently, practically begging Kevin to challenge her.

"Are you sure?" he asked. "Are you sure you aren't wishing it was me you were riding right now, but Mark? Maybe Mark on our bed?"

She moaned louder, telling him he was on the right track.

"Maybe one day soon he'll tell you to send me to the office so you can have the room to yourself. Would you like that, baby? Would you like fucking him on our bed? The one we sleep in every night? You call in sick just to ride his big dick while I'm stuck in the office? Imagine how it would feel inside you, baby. I know you must have been thinking about it while he was in your mouth. Think about how good it would feel, if it was him... if it was him, instead of me, being so slutty for him..."

"Oh god..."

"But it sounds like he want to bend you over and fuck you. What if he bent you over our desk, hmm? What if you fucked on the spot I work every day? Mark got to claim you with his big cock in the room where we sleep, right where I work. He's so much bigger than you, baby, I bet he would be able to push you around like a rag-doll. I bet you'd love that, wouldn't you? Getting treated like a piece of meat..."

"Oh, god, I'm cumming!" she screamed. She leaned in to kiss Kevin, her big tits pressing against his chest. Her hips kept pumping nonstop, desperate to milk every ounce of pleasure out of this orgasm.

Seeing Chrissy cum on top of him, Kevin could finally stop holding back, pumping into Chrissy as he grabbed her ass. Their tongues intertwined outside of their mouth. Kevin could not help but think about how her cum covered tits were pressed into him, and this filthy thought pushed him over the edge, pumping her full of his cum.

The both squeezed each other tight as they rode out the pleasure, until finally, both satisfied, they relaxed into each other, breathing heavily.

"Oh my god," said Chrissy between breaths. "That was insane."

Kevin nodded. "I want to start every morning under this table."

Chrissy laughed and kissed him. "As hot as it is, I think it might kill my back to fuck under there too much."

"You're going to have back problems, anyway, with those tits of yours," joked Kevin, climbing out from under the table. "Should we... shower? Before they come back?"

She smiled, grabbing his hand and leading him towards the bathroom. Reaching the shower, she turned it on and they both held each other, kissing gently as they waited for the water to warm up.

She broke the kiss and looked at him with a funny face. "Um, did you notice... under the table?"

Kevin looked at her quizzically. "What?"

"How clean it was?"

Kevin blinked. He was so distracted he hadn't really thought about it.

"I mean we keep the apartment relatively clean," she continued. "But it was like... spotless. It looked new. It was the cleanest I've ever seen any of our floors.

Kevin thought about this. "You mean..."

"I mean I think they moved the table and cleaned it this morning before we got up."

Kevin shook his head, amazed. It was a clear sign that Beth knew exactly what was going to happen that morning. Before any of it unfolded. And yet, it was a funny sign of how secretly sweet they were. They could have left it a little dirty for them- it's not like that would have stopped Chrissy or Kevin from getting down there. But they did it for them.

"Wow," said Kevin, as they climbed into the now hot shower. "They have us pegged."

She giggled. "I know! They knew exactly what was going to happen."

They kissed again, and began to clean each other off. They showered together frequently- normally they cleaned their own bodies. This time, however, they took their time cleaning each other off. Gently scrubbing everywhere, exploring every inch and making sure it was spotless. It wasn't overly sexual, but sweet and intimate. They often kissed gently as they cleaned. They were both happy, content and confident in the other.

They got out of the shower, got dressed back in their room, and entered back into the common living space, just in time for Beth and Mark to get back. Bet held coffee for each of them.

"Cold brew for you," she said, handing Kevin a cup. "And mocha for you," she said, handing the other to Chrissy.

"Thank you," said Kevin, honestly a little surprised they had picked up coffee for them.

Beth's intense eyes focused on Chrissy. "So? Did you stay under the table?"

Chrissy's face flushed, but a small smile crept in. "Yes, Beth."

Beth smiled, knowing she was telling the truth. "Good girl. Now come and sit- we have something we want to run by you."

They sat again around the Kitchen table, which somehow now seemed different. It was no longer just a table, but a place they had gotten dominated. If Kevin wasn't so spent, he might have gotten hard right there.

"So," said Beth. "As you may or may not know, the week after this one I have a business trip coming up. I'll be in Vegas all week for a conference."

Kevin nodded. He had no idea- with the amount of trips Beth took, he could hardly keep track.

"There's no pressure to say yes to this. It doesn't have to impact our game at all, if you don't want it to. But, Kevin- you can work from anywhere, right?"

Kevin cocked his head. "Yeah, anywhere with an internet connection. Why?"

"I want you to come with me," said Beth.

There was a silence as Kevin and Chrissy considered the implications.

"I'd be in meetings all day, so you could work from the hotel room. In the evenings, sometimes we'd go out with clients. Other times we'd get to do whatever we wanted. And at night? Well. I'll let you guess."

Kevin felt a blush creep onto his face.

"I would pay for the flight, hotel and all the food," she continued. "You'd get your own room, though it would be connected to mine. It would be a chance for me to take another boring business trip, and turn it into something more... interesting. Vegas gets very dull after a while. And it would give Mark and Chrissy the apartment to themselves all week."

"I've got some ideas of things we could do while your boyfriend was away," said Mark. He said it in an obvious sexual way, but it also sounded like he actually had plans.

Chrissy's face flushed as he said this, joining Kevin.

"So," asked Beth. "What do you think? There's no pressure."

Kevin and Chrissy looked at each other. Beth was offering what was probably going to be, sexually, the most intense week of their lives. It was obviously tempting. But was this a step too far? A week spent totally focused on someone else?

"What do you think?" asked Kevin to Chrissy.

She glanced at Mark before turning back towards Kevin. "I think I... I mean I obviously want... um..."

Beth gestured to Mark. "We're going to go to our room for a few minutes. You two talk it out."

They left, leaving Kevin and Chrissy alone at the table.

"Do you want to do this?" Kevin asked Chrissy.

She sighed. "I mean, obviously, some part of me does. Right?"

"Right, me too."

"It's just I want to make sure we're both... okay with where we're going. With this."

Kevin reached out and squeezed her hand. "Look, I love you and I trust you. I know we're... opening things up a bit, but nothing is going to change that. You can put a stop to this thing anytime you want, and that's okay. But if you want to push this game further, I'm ready."

Chrissy nodded, looking relieved. "Yeah, I feel the same way." They kissed.

"So?" said Kevin.

Doubt gone, all that was left in Chrissy's eyes was mischief. "So... let's do it."

"Hey, guys?" shouted Kevin. Beth and Mark appeared in the common room again.

"Well? What do you think?" asked Beth. There was something about her tone- the slightest hint that she already knew the answer.

"We're in," said Kevin.

Beth and Mark both smiled. "Great," she said. "Now- do you own a suit?"

***

The next day, Kevin stood in front of the mirrors at the tailor's shop, watching as the tailor carefully took his measurements. When he had told Beth he did in fact have a suit, she demanded to see a picture of him in it. As soon as he showed the picture to Beth, she looked at him as if he was an idiot and immediately told him she would buy him a new suit. Kevin tried to protest- a suit was a big expense, after all- but he knew this was a requirement for the trip and gave in very quickly.

That's how he found himself in a tailor shop the next day. It was clearly high end, as there wasn't another patron in the shop. Beth sat in a chair nearby, typing on her phone.

The shop had all kinds of dresses and suits- Kevin glanced at a few price tags before deciding he was better off not knowing. It seemed to be the kind of place where, for the right price, any person could end up looking like the best and fanciest version of themselves.

The tailor and owner was an older woman, her face serious and focused as she measured.

"What's the occasion?" she asked Kevin. "Is it for a special event, or more along the lines of day-to-day work?"

"More day-to-day," answered Beth.

The tailor glanced back at her, her face holding a hint of mild amusement that Beth was answering for him.

"Color?"

"Navy blue," answered Beth again.

"Vest?"

"Two piece."

"Buttons?"

"Two."

The tailor sighed. "So boring."

Beth shrugged. "Agreed, but it's his first suit. We can be a little bolder for the next one."

"Hey, I own a suit!" said Kevin.

"An unfitted suit," said Beth. "Ten years out of style."

The tailor looked at Kevin as if he had three heads.

"Well... it's still a suit," protested Kevin quietly.

"The girl your boyfriend brought in this morning was much more of a fun project."

Kevin blinked at her. "They were here today?"

The tailor nodded, though she still focused on the measuring tape around Kevin's body. "I mean, I assume you're still dating him, since he put it on your account."

"We're still dating," Beth answered simply. You could tell the tailor was wondering why they came separately, but was too professional to ask.

"Why is her fitting more fun?" asked Kevin. "Did she pick out an interesting dress?"

The tailor shook her head. "Not the dress... her. Poor girl probably needs every piece of clothing custom made."

Kevin understood what she meant immediately: Chrissy's bust.

"You, however, seem to be completely average in measurements."

"That is he is," added Beth. Of course Beth's double meaning was lost on the tailor.

"Let me get something for you to try on." She said, walking to the back of the store.

Kevin and Beth looked at one another in the mirror.

"Thanks again. For the suit."

She waved a hand dismissively. "Trust me, it's more for me than you. We're going to be meeting plenty of people who would judge me for showing up with a date wearing jeans and a hoodie."

There was a beat. "Is that what I am? A date?"

Beth raised an eyebrow. "A friend date."

Kevin nodded. It was a complex line to draw now that they were going out in public together.

The Tailor returned with a suit, which he went to the changing room to put on. He returned and stood in front of the mirror.

He surprised himself- even unfitted, this suit seemed to look better than that old suit ever did. Beth stood up and walked over behind him, inspecting him in the suit. "Not bad," she said.

The tailor pursed her lips, not quite happy with it. "Let me get another..."

"Now be honest," said Kevin with humor as the tailor walked away. "Is this a Pygmalion situation?"

There was a smile in Beth's eyes. "Pygmalion?"

"You know. My Fair Lady. You have a bet with someone that you can turn a lowly programmer into a fine, upstanding executive."

She blew air out her nose in a quiet, short laugh. From anyone else it would have seemed like a minor reaction- but from Beth, it felt like a belly laugh. "I don't see that as an improvement. Besides, it feels more like a reverse Pretty Woman to me," she said.

Kevin pretended to look shocked. "Is that what you think of me?"

"Well... not that I'm paying you. But I am buying you some nice clothes."

Kevin could not help himself, glancing at the price tag. It was, of course, twice as expensive as his old suit.

He looked at Beth in the mirror, who still appeared to be judging the suit. "Beth?"

"Yeah?"

"Can I ask you a question?"

"Sure."

"I'm not going to ask if you make five hundred an hour, but... you clearly make a lot. Why the hell are you living with roommates on the upper east side? I mean, couldn't you be in a... penthouse in SOHO, or something?"

Her eyes met his in the mirror. "You think I should move out?"

"No, I- of course not." There was a smile in her eyes, which let Kevin know she was fucking with him.

"I think people spend money in all the wrong ways. Could I afford to live in a nicer place? Sure. I could spend ten times what I do in rent now somewhere else. But would I enjoy it ten times as much? I don't think so. Not right now, where we are in our lives. Maybe when we're older, settling down, sure. But right now I'd say I have more fun living as we do than I would all alone in a big apartment, and I spent less to get it."



Kevin blinked, then smirked, then laughed.

Beth looked confused. "What?"

"You know," he said, "You can just say, 'I have fun living with you guys.' You don't have to make it about the... per dollar value."

Her ears turned slightly red. It was a rare moment where Kevin had the upper hand over her in a conversation.

The tailor returned with a few more options. "I think I have some good choices for him here."

Beth checked her watch. "Excellent. Let's get this done- we need to get to your haircut."

Kevin looked at her. "Haircut?"

***

A week passed in a flash. In preparation for the week to come, Beth called the game off- she and Mark never made a move on either of them. It helped to build anticipation.

Kevin's haircut was a serious change- he wasn't sure he liked it, as it required a lot more effort in the morning to comb and style. The way Chrissy looked at him, though, made it worth it.

That Sunday, a day before the trip, Beth told them not to make any dinner plans. In the afternoon, Mark suddenly knocked on Kevin and Chrissy's door, asking for her. She kissed Kevin, and left with Mark, excited. Kevin only sat confused.

A little while later, Beth showed up, holding his new suit over her shoulder.

"Ready to try this thing on?" she said, handing it over to him. "Let's go. Strip."

He felt a little embarrassed stripping in front of her careful gaze, but got the suit on. He tied the tie as best he could and put on the new leather shoes she bought him. He moved in front of the mirror and looked at himself.

Wow.

He had to admit, he actually looked pretty... good. In a formal way. The suit fit perfectly, and with his hair cleaned up, he looked like a whole new person.

Beth walked over to him, enjoying his reaction. "You clean up nice," she said.

"I actually... kind of think I do," Kevin said with genuine surprise. "I mean, I'm not Mark, but..."

"You look very handsome," she said simply as she walked in front of him, buttoning the jacket's top button and adjusting his tie.

Kevin studied her as she carefully fixed the tie's knot. Her intense beauty was, as always, fairly stunning, and from this close he could see every perfect detail on her face. But there was something intimate about fixing his tie. It felt strange and different. This didn't feel like Beth who got off on controlling him. Rather, it felt like a moment that they would share if they were dating each other.

"There," she said, finishing. "Now I can be seen with you."

"You really think I look okay?"

Beth looked him up and down. "I am tempted to mess with you, but yes, you look good. Now come on. Let's meet your date."

She opened his bedroom door, gesturing for him to go out into the common room. He did so and saw...

Wow. Again.

Chrissy stood nervously in the kitchen, looking like a whole new person. She wore a silver cocktail dress, which was tight all over and was cut deep to really show off her spectacular cleavage. The custom fit made sure it really hugged her curves. She wore a matching pair of high heels, which she almost never did. She almost always wore her makeup very naturally, preferring a very light touch, but not now. It wasn't caked on or overdone by any means, but really made her eyes pop and her lips look full and red.

Chrissy also was studying Kevin's new suit and hair all together, and almost couldn't believe this was her boyfriend. He had worn suits before, but with a proper fitting one he looked so dashing, she couldn't believe he was hers.

"Just a little taste of how your significant other will be dressing for us this week," said Beth. With this, both Kevin and Chrissy felt a flare up of jealousy, realizing who the other really got dressed up for.

"You look... stunning," said Kevin, genuinely.

"You look so handsome," replied Chrissy. "So, so handsome."

"What are you guys... where are you going in that?"

"We're going dancing," said Mark from the kitchen table. "Some good clubs I wanted to take her to."

Beth snorted. "He fails to mention he wants to invite every guy he knows so they can see what he's getting on the side."

"No, I want to dance with my date!" said Mark. "But, if a few guys want to come with their girls, and they learn I'm hooking up with Chrissy here with my girlfriend's blessing, well... that's not my fault, is it?"

Beth rolled her eyes, but Kevin felt his cock twitch. Mark clearly loved making people jealous. What would make his friends more jealous than seeing him dancing with Chrissy, knowing he had Beth at home? And that they both were OK with it?

"You two have reservations at a good sushi spot across town," said Beth. "I'll text you the address. Enjoy yourselves, but regardless of what happens tonight, do not mess up your new clothes. No tearing it off or anything. If you do, I will kill you.

"But while you're having your romantic date, and looking into each other's eyes, and kissing each other, and fucking tonight. There's just one thing I want you to remember. One thought I want to make sure is always in the back of your minds."

"What's that?" asked Chrissy.

Beth smiled. "Next week. All week. You're ours."

******************
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The Rule Ch. 05

The trip to Vegas was the easiest and most comfortable travel experience Kevin had ever had.

Beth had upgraded them to first class. Though Kevin had protested- she had spent money already on his suit- she simply waved a hand at him, saying she had too many points as it was. Kevin wasn't really sure what kind of points she meant, but she implied the upgrade was free.

Kevin did his best to keep up with Beth in the airport, but she was an expert. While she knew exactly where to go the moment they arrived, he still wasn't sure he was checked in on his phone. She had her electronics and toiletries pulled out before the TSA agent even had to ask, while he had to fish around the bottom of his bag. He had noticed an odd, long box in her bag when she had opened it to pull out her toiletries, and had wondered what it could be.

Kevin had never flown anything above "extra legroom" economy before, and when he found his seat, he realized that this experience would forever ruin flying for him. It was just Kevin and Beth, side by side, with seats that could go all the way flat. It only took two minutes before a flight attendant came by to offer them champagne.

This, thought Kevin, is the only way to travel.

He and Beth toasted their drinks once it came.

"Cheers," he said. "And thanks, again."

A flicker of that hunger in her eyes appeared briefly, though she wore a gentle smile. "You'll pay for it. In time."

"Somehow I think I'll like paying."

"We'll see, won't we?" She looked at him seriously suddenly. "There's just one more thing I want to cover before we get to Vegas and start this week." She leaned in, her voice hushed so only he could hear her.

"Oh?"

"This week we'll be... pushing each other's boundaries. Mine and yours. We'll be playing games with each other. Maybe making bets, or negotiating for sexual favors. Pushing each other to break our rules. That's the fun of it, right?"

Kevin looked at her, confused. "Right."

"But I want you to know that if you ever cross a line or do something I'm uncomfortable with, I'll tell you immediately and clearly. And you, of course, have to do the same with me."

"Of course."

"Good."

Kevin cocked his head at her. "You wanted to make sure you had my... consent?"

"Well, more than that, I wanted you to know you had mine. As an example, the hostess is going to give us a hot towel. Let's say you and I agree on a bet: if she gives me my towel first, you have to go down on me. But if she gives you your towel first, I have to go down on you."

Kevin gave her a cheeky smile. "I believe you would call that one a win/win."

"If you won," she leaned way in now, her voice a whisper, "And I brought you into that airplane bathroom to suck your cock while we were in the air..."

He felt his heart skip a beat at the idea.

"I don't want you to think, 'Oh, I'm forcing Beth to do this against her will' just because you won the bet. You aren't. This all is just a game. If I'm ever doing something I don't want to do, I'll stop. You lack the ability to force me to do anything outside of exactly what I want. Okay?"

Kevin nodded, the hypothetical scenario giving him a small understanding of what Beth had planned for the week.

"Good," she said with a quick smile, sitting back up. "Now we can relax."

"I'm glad you covered it, though," said Kevin, genuinely. He saw the hostess come up the aisle. "Though, to be honest, it doesn't seem like a very good hypothetical bet for you. I'm in the aisle, after all."

Beth looked back at him but said nothing.

The hostess reached them, with two warm towels and small metal prongs to hand them out. "Hot towel?" she asked, speaking directly to Kevin.

"Thank you!" said Beth, with a cheeriness that sounded unnatural only if you knew her as well as Kevin did. "Do you mind if I get mine first?"

The hostess looked briefly baffled before her practiced smile returned. "Oh, um, sure! Ladies first, after all."

Beth took the first towel.

Kevin took his after, shaking her head at Beth. "That felt like it was cheating."

She looked pleased as she cleaned her hands. "Why? You thought I was going to leave it to chance?"

Kevin opened his mouth to protest, before shutting it with a smile. "You're right. I should have known you better."

The flight went smoothly, and a car was waiting for them at the airport to take them to the strip. They made their way up to their rooms- which really was one room, with two bedrooms attached by a suite. Beth clearly had a larger, master bedroom, while Kevin's room was smaller with two queens.

At Beth's suggestion, they both took a shower in their bedrooms to clean up from the day's travel, and they met back in the suite room once they were clean.

Kevin was back in jeans and a t-shirt, but Beth wore one of the hotel's robes. She lounged on a chaise near the window, typing on her phone. There was something about her in a robe with the fantastic views of Vegas behind her that was very alluring to him.

He sat across from her.

"All clean?" she asked, not looking at him.

"Squeaky," he replied. There was a pause as Kevin felt his heart rate rise. What exactly was going to happen, now that they were finally here? The only sound in the room was the nearly inaudible tapping of her thumbs tapping against the glass of the screen. "So," he said, breaking the silence, "What's the plan now?"

"I've got some time to kill before a dinner," she said, finally looking up from her phone. "With a client. No plus ones this time, so you'll have to make your own fun until I get back late."

"I can do that."

"Try not to lose your life savings down there."

"Oh, I'm not going to gamble," Kevin replied. "I wanted to check out the pinball hall of fame."

Beth shot him a look as if he was insane. "The... what?"

"It's a, um... museum dedicated to the best pinball games of all time. I've always wanted to see it."

Beth took a moment to really study him before rubbing her eyes with a finger and thumb. "You're in Vegas, and the first thing you want to do is play pinball?"

He smiled. He knew he was a dork. "What, you don't like pinball?"

"Remind me. Why did I invite you to come on this trip with me?"

"Generally? I think to bully me."

She raised an eyebrow, but there was humor in her eyes. "I only bully you because you like it."

Kevin's smile got sheepish. "That I do."

Kevin's phone rang. He checked it- Chrissy was calling.

"Speaking of bullying," said Beth, the hunger entering her eyes once more, "it's time for our first event."

Kevin cocked his head at Beth, confused.

"Pick up the phone," ordered Beth, sitting up. "And put it on speaker."

He did so with a few taps. He stood up and walked towards the window. "Hello?"

"Hey baby!" came Chrissy's excited voice. "How was the flight?"

"Great. Amazing, actually. I only fly first class now."

Chrissy laughed. "She's really spoiling you over there."

Kevin smiled at Beth. "Yeah, she is."

Beth put a finger on her lips, signaling Kevin not to mention she was there.

"How's the hotel?" continued Chrissy.

"Very nice! Great views, anyway. I feel like I'm in a heist movie."

"You could be the computer hacker!" said Chrissy. "I see it now."

"How are things back home?" Kevin asked.

"Nothing really to report yet. I'm just getting ready to go out dancing."

"Are you excited?"

"Kind of?" she said, sounding a mix of anxious and excited. "I mean, I'm not really a very good dancer..."

"You'll be great! Plus, in that dress, you could stand perfectly still and nobody would take their eyes off you."

She giggled. "Thanks, baby. We'll see. So, um..." Her voice got slightly awkward. There was a pause and a muffled sound. "So, uh- I was thinking before all this got started- before this week starts- it would be fun to mess around on the phone."

"Mess around?"

"I was wondering if you could... if you could tell me a dirty story about us. So I can, uhh... play with myself."

Kevin looked at Beth again. She put her finger back on her lips, reminding him not to mention her. Kevin was suddenly confused. Beth seemed to know the call was coming before it came. But Chrissy just wanted to have phone sex between the two of them. What was going on?

"Um... yeah," his voice wavered with uncertainty, his eyes locked to Beth's. "Yeah, of course."

"Just one little rule. If you cum, you have to hang up. So you've got to hold off on cumming, okay?"

Kevin studied Beth. What was this game? "Okay, baby, that sounds... fun. What do you want the dirty story to be about?"

"Hmm," she said, as if considering, though Kevin could tell she already knew. "Tell me about me going down on you."

"You want to suck my dick?" Kevin asked, his tone getting more seductive.

"I want to suck your cock." Chrissy was the one who spoke, but Beth nodded too, to Kevin's surprise. "Tell me a story, baby. What happens first?"

"Okay, well, first thing is that I see you... I see you in your new dress, and you look so good, baby. So I go over and I kiss you on the lips. I plant a kiss gently as I hold you t-"

The sounds of kissing suddenly came through the phone. Kevin froze. Nobody could make kissing noises that convincingly by themselves.

The smacking sound of a passionate kiss breaking up came through the phone. "What's wrong baby?" asked Chrissy, her voice breathless. "I want to hear more."

Kevin stared at the phone for a few moments. "What was that sound?" he said, almost certain of the answer. He could feel his heart beating hard.

"Oh, I'm just playing along with your story, baby. I'm pretending like... you're... right here. Tell me. What happens next?"

Could this really be happening? "Well, of course, baby, our kisses would start to get dirtier." The smacking sound of kisses came through the phone again, louder this time. Chrissy was moaning gently into what was obviously Mark's mouth.

Kevin felt his cock start to get hard. It was obvious Mark was there with her. Whatever story he told Chrissy on the phone now, they would act out together, all while Chrissy innocently acted as if it was just phone sex.

Beth suddenly stood up. Kevin hadn't realized until that moment that she was wearing heels. Normally she was just slightly shorter than Kevin, but now she stood just a hair taller than he was. She tugged off her robe, revealing what was underneath: a matching set of black panties and bra. The panties were a g-string, but the strings rested high on her hips, making her long legs look even longer. He suddenly realized that despite the fact he had gone down on Beth, he had never really seen her with her shirt off. Her bust was full, larger than he thought, and looked amazing in the black bra. While nothing could compare to Chrissy's enormous chest, there was no doubt Beth was stacked.

Kevin was fully hard now.

Beth slowly walked over to him, standing just in front of him. She was only a half inch or so taller, but she seemed to tower over him. She reached a hand behind Kevin, gently pulling him in, and leaning in and began to kiss him.

It was very different to kissing Chrissy. Beth was in charge- her tongue seemed to do as it pleased and he reacted to her. Her big, full lips pressed against him and almost seemed to smother his own lips. He felt himself gently moan as well. Beth kissing him in this filthy outfit was simply a dream come true.

The kissing on the phone stopped. "What's next, baby? Tell me what's next," asked Chrissy, desperately.

"Well," said Kevin, panting, "First, you'd take off my shirt..."

Kevin could hear the rustling of clothes on the phone. Beth also took the phone from his hand, pulling his shirt over his head with the other.

Kevin now understood the game. He told the story and it was acted out by both couples, even though everyone was acting innocent.

"You look so good without a shirt on. You look so fucking hot." It was unclearly who Chrissy was talking to, which made Kevin harder.

"And you'd start making your way down... and you'd start kissing my... my neck and then my... chest... "

Beth leaned down and kissed his neck. Kevin shivered. She began slowly, very slowly, making her way down his chest, kissing him all along the way. The phone also filled the room with kissing sounds as Chrissy made her way down Mark.

"Your body feels so good against my lips," said Chrissy.

"Your lips feel so good against me," said Kevin. Beth looked up, waiting for the story to continue. "Now you... reach towards my belt..." he said. Beth reached up. "And undo them so you can pull off my pants." The sounds of two belts being undone and two pants dropping to the floor filled the room as Beth did so, and presumably, Chrissy did as well. "Then you drop to the floor in front of me." Beth kneeled down, her face in his crotch. She still held the phone in one hand, holding it up so he could hear well.

"You're so big for me!" said Chrissy on the phone. "I see the outline of your cock in your underwear. And it's so big for me, baby."

Beth looked at the tent in Kevin's underwear, and then up at him, unimpressed. This is where the story starts to diverge, Kevin thought.

"You like it?"

"I love it!" said Chrissy with genuine enthusiasm, as Beth shook her head no.

"You want to suck my cock, right?"

"Please let me suck your cock, baby," said Chrissy on the phone. Beth nodded, though continued to look unimpressed.

"So you pull down my waistband and take off my underwear." Beth reached up, and did so, pulling it all the way down so he was totally naked in front of her.

"Oh, you're so hard for me, baby," said Chrissy on the phone. "You look so big and hard for me."

Beth inspected Kevin's cock, but appeared bored. It was amazing: even on the floor, kneeling in front of him, Beth held all the power.

"Can you do me a favor, d- baby?" asked Chrissy on the phone. "Can you slap me with that big cock of yours?"

Kevin heard the slip- she almost used the wrong pet name. "You want me to slap you with my cock?" Kevin was genuinely a bit surprised- Chrissy had never asked for this before. Of course, maybe he lacked the equipment to make it fun.

"Yes, please!"

Beth carefully took a finger and tapped her own cheek, giving Kevin a target. "That's so hot, baby. So I take my cock, and slap it against your cheek-"

Kevin had never done this before. He moved forward, holding his cock at the base, and moved it into Beth, but lacked the confidence to swing very hard. The tip pathetically pressed against her cheek, squishing it slightly. It didn't make a sound. She blinked up at him, unaffected.

A smacking sound came through the phone's speaker. "Oh, baby, that felt so good. It feels so heavy against me. It feels so solid."

Beth raised an eyebrow, Kevin's cock tip still making a small dent in her cheek.

"I'm rubbing my cheek against your shaft," said Chrissy. Beth gently moved her head back and forth, massaging his tip with her cheek. "Let me suck it, baby. Please?"

"You ready to suck my cock?"

"Yes!" said Chrissy. Beth also nodded.

"So I stand right in front of you with my cock right at your face," said Kevin. He pulled his cock away from Beth's cheek. A line of precum connected them for a few moments before it broke. Beth's face let him know she was unimpressed with how close to cumming he was already.

His cock was now pointed right at Beth's face, inches from her. "And you open your mouth for me..."

"Ahh," came the sound through the phone as Chrissy opened her mouth wide for Mark. Beth, too, opened her mouth wide. She leaned forward and arched her back, revealing for Kevin that perfect ass of hers behind her. He felt his cock pulsing at the sight. Never in his wildest dreams did he think he would get to see Beth like this.

"And you... suck on the tip of my dick," finished Kevin. His heart was racing. Was this really happening? By saying this sentence, was he really going to get a blowjob from Beth, and allowing Chrissy to suck Mark at the same time?

Beth leaned in and wrapped her big lips around his cockhead, sucking it expertly, though silently. The sounds through the phone were much sloppier and louder. Kevin felt his legs get weak.

"Holy shit," he said out loud.

"You like that?" said Chrissy.

"I do. Do you like... my cock?"

"I love this cock in my mouth, baby," Chrissy replied, wickedly sidestepping who she meant. The dirty sounds continued as she put Mark's cock back in her mouth.

Beth's cheeks pulled in as she pleasured Kevin's tip, but she continued to look unimpressed, which just turned Kevin on more. She still held all the power here.

"So... oh god... so you slowly take in more and more of my cock..."

Beth began to bob her head back and forth, moving in and out, slowly making her way down his cock shaft. With every bob she took in another little bit. There continued to be absolutely no sound, despite the fact that she was giving Kevin intense pleasure. He wasn't sure he'd be able to last much longer.

The sounds from the phone, however, just got louder. As Chrissy took in more and more of the cock, you could hear her moan and slobber and gag a bit on Mark. It filled the hotel room with pornographic sounds.

Kevin couldn't help it- he wanted Chrissy to tease him a bit. "That sounds so real, baby."

Chrissy moaned an 'mhmm' in agreement, though she clearly didn't take Mark's cock out of her mouth.

"You must really miss my cock."

"Oh yeah," she said. There was a sloppy sound of her probably licking Mark's shaft. "I don't know..." Lick. "... what I'm going to do..." Lick. "...all week without you..."

"You like my cock that much?"

"I dream of having this cock in my mouth," she said, again sidestepping who she was really talking to. "I love worshiping it. It makes me so wet, getting it all hard for me."

Beth suddenly moved her head forward much faster, taking all of Kevin in her mouth and stopping. With his shaft completely in her mouth, she looked up at him, still looking bored. "Oh, fuck," said Kevin.

"What?" said Chrissy.

"Um- so you, uhh, you got all of me in your mouth."

Chrissy sounded a little nervous and excited. "All of you? Well, I don't know if I can, but I can try..."

The sounds on the phone reached a whole new level as Chrissy began to gag herself on Mark's cock. Beth continued to suck and bob back and forth.

"Oh, fuck," said Kevin. "Baby, I think... I don't know how much longer I can last..."

"Oh no, baby! Please! Remember the rule? It all ends if you cum!"

There was a wicked glint in Beth's eyes as she began to bob her head back and forth much faster. Waves of pleasure rippled through Kevin's body. "Baby, I... you're making me feel so good, and I..."

"No, hold on for me baby! Don't cum yet!"

Beth's hands reached around and grabbed Kevin's ass, not allowing him any control here. She arched her back even more, really showing off the heart shape of her ass on the floor behind her.

"I... oh, fuck, FUCK," Kevin said, unable to control himself. He could feel his orgasm coming. "I'm so sorry, baby, I just can't..."

"Please, baby! Just a little longer, you can do it!"

Beth did not slow down, sliding her lips all the way from the tip to the base of his cock, taking in everything over and over again with ease.

"Ah... fuck!" He felt his orgasm hit, and he came in Beth's mouth. She bobbed her head back and forth a few more times, before pushing her head all the way forward and holding his whole shaft in her mouth.

Kevin felt like he was going to fall over from the intense orgasm.

Beth slowly slid her mouth off his shaft. She looked up at him and opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, showing Kevin she had swallowed it all.

She looked at the phone and, without saying a word, hung up on Chrissy. She stood back up, just a little taller than him again.



"That's too bad," said Beth, wickedly, her lips inches from his. "If you only could last a little longer. Just think of the fun you could have had with your girlfriend. Think of the things you could have listened to. But you couldn't control it, could you? Your little cock couldn't handle just a few minutes of one of my blowjobs."

He felt himself blush, but his cock remained hard.

"Did you enjoy it? Controlling the story?" she asked.

Kevin just nodded.

"It's nice having everyone do what you want, isn't it?"

He nodded again.

"Good. Now follow me," she ordered, heading towards her room. The implication here was clear: she was controlling him again after showing him how nice it was to have that power. "I need to start getting ready."

He followed, loyally, into her room, and continued to follow her when she went into the bathroom. She took off her heels and slid off her panties so she was just wearing the bra. She reached into a makeup bag next to the sink and began pulling out a few items.

"Why don't you sit on the floor behind me?" she suggested.

He sat down on the bathroom rug in front of the shower. She was just a few feet away- from here he could see every inch of her long legs, leading up to that thick and toned ass of hers. His cock was still rock solid.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked, still organizing her makeup.

"Yes."

"You love my ass that much?"

"I do."

She bent over at the waist as if she needed to get close to the mirror, but this had the effect of revealing her perfect pussy to Kevin behind her. He was tempted to touch himself, but knew better than to try. She pretended to inspect her skin closely in the mirror, but Kevin knew it was just an act to drive him insane.

It was working. He felt his cock pulse.

"Please," he said.

She stood up and reached into her makeup bag again, pulling out some mascara. "Please?" she questioned.

"Please let me eat you out."

"Right here? In the bathroom?" she asked, as if surprised.

"Please," he begged.

"From behind? Your face pressed into my ass? Is that what you want?"

His cock twitched. "Yes."

"Hmm," she pretended to be thoughtful. "I don't know. I'm doing you a lot of favors tonight. I sucked your cock. I'm letting you eat me out."

Kevin blinked. It's funny putting it that way, as if him getting to eat her out was for him, but surprisingly that's exactly how it felt. "Please," he begged again, "I'll do whatever you want."

Beth tsk'd, disappointed. "Don't give it all away in a negotiation, Kevin. You have to control the conversation. Define the terms you want."

Kevin thought for a second. "A massage. Before bed, when you get back. Twenty minutes."

Beth shook her head. "You'll probably cum again from rubbing my body."

"Just a massage. Nothing sexual. I mean, I can't help it if I get hard, but... just a massage."

There was a pause. "Forty minutes."

Kevin was tempted to agree, but something told him she wanted him to fight for it. "Thirty."

Kevin could see a slight smile from Beth in the mirror. She leaned forward and began to apply the mascara, revealing her pussy again. "Deal. But you better make me cum."

Kevin eagerly slid close to her, kneeling in front of her ass. He couldn't help it, cupping one big ass cheek, kissing it, and then the other. It really was the greatest ass he could imagine, and now he was getting to worship it.

Slowly he began kissing his way inward until he found her pussy, and began gently licking her all over, centering in on her clit. He had never eaten anyone out from behind before, but decided right then he loved it.

She quietly purred with delight. "You are good at that," she said genuinely, though Kevin could hear her still applying makeup.

The praise made him work harder at pleasing her. This continued for a few minutes- Kevin pleasing her best he could as she applied her makeup. Kevin remained rock hard as he did this.

"I wonder what they're doing?" said Beth nonchalantly.

Kevin knew she meant Mark and Chrissy.

"It's too bad you came so early," she said. Her tone was still casual even though Kevin was putting all his effort into pleasing her. "I wonder what would have happened next? I wonder what you could have had them do?"

Kevin had secretly been wondering the same thing.

"Now they're free to do whatever they want, and we don't get to hear a thing. She was worshiping his cock already. It sounded like she got a lot of it down. I bet she's going to get quite good at that this week."

Kevin moaned into Beth's pussy at the thought of all of Chrissy's practice.

"But I wonder what they're up to now? I mean, right now. You think they're in your bed? Mark's head resting on your pillow while she sucks his dick? Maybe she's sitting in your desk chair, and he's standing in front of her? What do you think? I wonder."

Kevin just moaned again in response.

"Or do you think they've moved on to other stuff? You know, I bet they have. But what could they be up to? Such a shame. Chrissy could be describing it to you if you could have only lasted."

Kevin felt his cock twitch again. This teasing was getting him so hot.

"You know, Mark's wanted to fuck your girlfriend's tits since he moved in. I don't blame him one bit. Those things... wow. And he wants to conquer them. He wants to make them his. By fucking them."

Kevin's breath got shorter.

"They also did some dry humping on the couch before. I wonder if they'll try it again? Naked, this time, of course. Can you imagine it? Think about it: my boyfriend laying down on the couch, and your girlfriend grinding up and down his big shaft. Big tits heaving and jumping as she works hard to please him with her soaking wet pussy. What do you think about that?"

He felt like his brain was melting. His face pressed against her perfect ass, all of these dirty hypotheticals. He felt like he was already ready to cum again.

"Maybe they're not ready to break The Rule yet, but I wonder how close they're going to get? You think maybe he's pleasing her pussy with that tip of his? The tip of his big dick, rubbing against her clit? I bet they'll take it right to the edge, won't they? They'll get as close as they can. As close as they can against breaking The Rule."

He was licking her desperately, doing everything he could to please her, letting her know how much he loved this dirty talk.

"Or might they be breaking The Rule right now? Those two horny fucks have been eyeing each other for years. Do you think they're going to go all week without fucking? Eventually she's going to want to feel him inside her. She's going to beg him for it. What if it's happening already? It's just too bad, Kevin. All you had to do was last a little longer. And you could have heard it all. But you had to cum early, just like always."

Kevin moaned again, cock rock solid. He was ready to cum again.

"But you... but you are willing to chance all that... just to eat me out." Beth's own orgasm was building finally- he could hear it. He redoubled his efforts to please her. "Just to have your face pressed against my ass. That's how hot you think I am, right? You're going to... to let my boyfriend have his way with your girlfriend just so... just so you get a chance of touching me... isn't that right?"

Kevin moaned an affirmative.

"That's how much you want to... you want to worship me. That's how much you love every inch of me. Isn't that right? Just imagine them fucking, you trading your whole girlfriend just for... just for a taste of... a taste of... me. Just to kneel... behind me and... press your face into my ass. That's how obsessed you are, that's how fucking... hot you... think I... Fuck!"

Her body tensed and suddenly she shuttered with an orgasm. Her hand found its way to his hair, pulling him firmly into her. She screamed out with pleasure as Kevin continued to focus on licking her clit.

He couldn't help it- his hand found his cock and stroked it quickly, and immediately he came on the floor between her feet as she rode out her own orgasm. He desperately squeezed her ass cheek with the other hand.

Finally she came down from the orgasm, collapsing against the sink, breathing hard. Kevin finally sat back, observing the beautiful sight of her bent over the sink, her pussy glistening with her own juices and his saliva.

"Fuck, that was good," she said genuinely. The bathroom was filled with the sound of heavy breathing for a few more moments. Finally, she stood all the way back up. Looking down, she saw the cum. "You came again?" She turned to look at him.

His face flushed and he nodded.

"Clean this up. I've got to get ready. For real, this time."

***

The Pinball Hall of Fame had very few frills. It really was just a big room, with pinball machines from corner to corner.

Beth had finished getting ready, looking the right mix of professional and strikingly beautiful, before heading out to her dinner. Kevin had picked up some quick, greasy food, and walked to the Pinball Hall of Fame.

They were sorted by era- some old pinball machines were entirely mechanical, down to the scoreboard. The more modern ones would post your high scores right to your phones. Kevin headed towards the middle, looking for those in the late-90s to early-2000s that had the right mix of both. To him, that was Pinball's greatest era.

He knew which one he wanted to play, but he didn't want to start with it. So he got some change, and with a pocket full of quarters, began to pick some at random. He picked some machines he had heard of, then tried some he didn't know existed. Each was interesting in its own way.

His phone began to vibrate in his pocket as he played one game- he checked it, and saw that it was Beth calling him. He timed a drop catch, where he had the flipper flip at just the right moment to catch the ball, stopping its momentum and holding it in place- effectively pausing his game.

He picked up. "Hello?"

"Hey- dinner's over, so I'm heading-" She paused, clearly listening to the sounds around Kevin. "Are you seriously playing pinball right now?"

"Yeah! This place is great." Kevin checked his watch- had so much time really passed? "You want me to meet you back at the hotel?"

"Well, I-" She paused for a moment in thought. "No, I'll come to you."

Kevin was surprised. "Really?"

"Yeah, what the hell. Text me the name of the place. I'll be there soon."

She hung up. Kevin stood there a moment, thinking about that reaction. He quickly texted her the name, put the phone back in his pocket, and let the ball drop back into play, skillfully shooting it up a ramp.

He went through a few more machines until he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned his head to see Beth. "Hey!" he said, genuinely excited to see her at a pinball arcade.

"Hey," she said back. She looked around, almost baffled. "This place is crazy."

"I know! It's awesome, isn't it?"

"I wouldn't go that far." She leaned against the cabinet next to his, watching him play. "I don't get it. Isn't pinball just... another game of chance?"

Kevin smiled, but didn't take his eyes off the playfield. "I thought that too, before I got into it. But it's more skill than you think."

Beth looked at him with a slight smile. "I didn't know you were into Pinball. That's so... random."

"You're saying 'Random', but I'm hearing 'Nerdy'."

"Well... both. How did you get into it?"

Kevin chuckled. "There's this bar with pinball around the corner from my office. I used to go there whenever I needed a break. Programming, it... it feels like it uses a very specific part of your brain. You're always working through problems, trying to architect a solution, and having to execute on that... it can be very tiring in a weird way. It's like... solving chess puzzles, over and over again. Pinball, on the other hand, is all about reaction. It's not so simple that you're turning your brain off, but... it's just using a completely different side of your brain. It just became my way of relaxing when my work was overwhelming. In fact, often I'd come back to a tricky problem after a game of pinball and have a whole new solution."

She studied him, then she watched him play for a moment. "Makes sense."

"Does it? Good, I was worried you'd call m-" Kevin suddenly stopped, letting the balls in play drop and drain out. "Ah! It's open!" He said, looking over at another machine.

"What-" was all Beth managed to get out, before Kevin grabbed her by the hand and dragged her along to another machine that had just opened up.

"Medieval Madness! You've got to try it, come on!"

They arrived at the open machine- it was a medieval themed pinball machine, with a big castle at the end.

"Here it is- the greatest pinball machine of all time." He gestured at the cabinet, releasing her hand. "Fun for beginners, interesting to master... It's the best. It's even got some famous- are you all right?"

Beth blinked at him. "What? Yeah, why?"

"Your ears are red. Are you hot?"

Her face was unreadable. "No, I'm fine. Go on."

"It's just a great game. Let's play it!"

She blinked "Us? Together?"

"Yeah, you can do two player mode."

"I don't think so," she said dryly.

"What! Why not?"

"I'm glad you like it, but this is not something that interests me."

Kevin had an idea. "Oh, I see," he said mischievously.

She squinted her eyes at him. "Hmm?"

"No, it's fine. If you're scared to play against me, that's fine."

She studied him. "I'm not scared."

"It's fine! If you think you can't win..."

She continued to study him carefully. "I know what you're doing."

"I know." He smiled at her. "But it's kind of working, right?"

She sighed. "Fine. What are the stakes? I want good odds, here."

"That's fair. You get all three balls, I only get one. High score wins."

She leaned against the cabinet. "Wins what?" she said, twinkle in her eye.

"You tell me."

She looked thoughtful. "If I win... you have to walk home with my panties stuffed in your mouth."

Kevin looked shocked. "Whoa. Beth. You thought of that really fast."

She shrugged. "I used to think about that back when you were nervous to be in the same room with me. I used to think, 'I bet I could slowly stuff my panties in his mouth and he would just let it happen.'"

He laughed nervously. "You're kind of scary, you know that?"

She gave a smile back. "I mean, sure. But I'd bet every quarter in your pocket that you're hard now. Right?"

He was. "No comment."

"Mhmm. So what happens if you win?"

"If I win... I want to take a shower together. Before your massage tonight. And we, like... really clean each other."

"Deal," she said. "Put your quarters in, Pinball Wizard."

He dropped the quarters in and pressed the start button. The ball fired and began to bounce its way down the playfield.

Suddenly, Beth was gently hugging him from behind. Her arms held him gently around his chest. Her lips gave a gentle, slow kiss to the back of his neck.

Kevin shivered, and mentally kicked himself. He felt like an idiot not to see she would do something like this.

"There are... people around..." protested Kevin weakley.

"It's Vegas," said Beth, between her gentle kisses. "They're going to see worse things right outside the door."

He tried his best to focus on the game, but it was becoming impossible. Every shot he fired at every ramp bounced wide, dangerously ricocheting around. He got lucky in that he was always able to get the ball back in control, but that luck wouldn't last.

Her hands began to move down towards his stomach. "Oh god," he said. She could feel her mischievous smile against the back of his neck.

One of her hands disappeared. He suddenly heard the sound of a phone ringing, though he kept his eyes on the playfield.

"Yo!" said Mark's voice through the phone on speaker.

"Hi honey," said Beth between her gentle kisses. "How's it going?"

"Good! You caught us at a good time. We're ubering between clubs."

"Oh yeah? How's Chrissy?"

Kevin's heart was pounding.

"Well it took me a little while to get her moving, but once I did... wow. She is a dancing queen." The voice became more muffled. "What? You are!" He was talking to Chrissy. "And you should have seen it. I have never seen anyone get more free drinks in my life."

"Mm, should I be jealous?" Kiss. Kiss.

"Haha! Babe, you'd get the same amount if people weren't so scared of you."

"So a lot of guys checking her out?"

"Yeah, I'd say everyone in eyesight was jealous of me tonight."

"Lucky boy. So what did you two get up to after we hung up earlier?"

Kevin froze.

"Ooh, you want all the dirty details?" His voice became muffled again as he spoke to Chrissy. "She's asking what we got up to once they so rudely hung up on us." His voice became clear again. "Hah! You should see Chrissy's face right now, it's bright red. Well, I don't want this uber driver to report me, but...err, let's just say we really pushed the limits of their Rule by-"

The ball rolled between the flippers. Fuck, thought Kevin. Fuck! I could have saved that!

Beth suddenly interrupted Mark. "Oops you'll have to tell me later, gotta go bye!" And hung up.

Kevin slumped over the pinball machine for a few moments before slowly turning around. Beth looked positively pleased with herself.

"You. Are. Cruel." he said to her.

She smiled. "I needed to even the odds a bit. I really want to see your face while I stuff my panties in your mouth."

Kevin checked the score. It was pretty awful by his own standards, but a totally newbie might still not be able to beat it. He fired off his next two balls, letting them drain immediately, cementing his awful score.

"All right, your turn."

She stepped up, putting her hands on the two side buttons, studying the playfield briefly. Kevin thought about for a moment trying to distract her as well, but realized he ate her out on a conference call. So he doubted he could do anything to distract her.

She pressed the button to fire the pinball into the playfield. It bounced around for a while before coming back down. She, like many new players, flipped both flippers wildly as soon as the ball got close, hitting the pinball so it bounced wildly around the playfield. It's why beginners thought it was more luck than skill- they thought the player's job was just to keep the ball from draining.

Beth got a bad bounce, and the ball rolled right between the flippers. She huffed, frustrated.

Kevin smiled. Two more balls like that and she would not even reach his awful score. But... he knew he couldn't let it happen.

She fired off the second ball, but this time, when it came close to her right flipper, he reached out and pressed the flipper button down with her hand. The flipper, stuck in the flipped position, gently caught the ball.

"A little slower. Don't rush it. Think about what shot you want to hit next- then let go of the button, and hit it right at the right time." He gestured at each ramp. "You either want to try to shoot for these ramps, since they all will feed nicely back to your flippers, or..." He pointed at the castle. "You want to hit the castle up top."

She looked at him, their hands still touching. "What are you doing?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean... Do you want to lose?"

He cocked his head. "No."

"Then why are you helping me?"

He felt a blush creep into his face. "Because I... want you to have fun. With me."

Her ears turned red again. "Okay, so... what do you think I should do?"

"Pick a ramp. The castle can have funny bounces. Pick a ramp and keep shooting at it."

She studied the shot for a moment. She let go of the button, letting the ball roll down the flipper before hitting it. It bounced off the edge of the ramp, bouncing around wildly for a few moments. The ball came rolling back, but this time, instead of wildly slapping at it, she caught it again.



She focused on the shot again. This time, she released and hit it and her aim was true- the ball launched up the ramp.

"I got it!" she said, a genuine smile creeping onto her face.

"Good! Now it'll come back, but you'll be in a good position to hit the same shot again... remember how you hit it last time..."

The ball came back on the rails, dropping right to the flipper. This time she wouldn't get the luxury of catching it. She hit it again, missing slightly again, but quickly getting it under control. The next shot hit the same ramp.

"Awesome, Beth. One more time!"

This time she didn't need a second try- she hit it and her aim was true. The ramp lit up, and the pinball machine lit up.

"What does that mean?"

"It means you've unlocked part of the multiball- that's where you get to play with three balls at once. Trust me, it's a good thing. Pick a new ramp and try again."

She did so. Whether it was beginners luck or natural skill, Beth was nailing shots left and right.

"Damn, Beth. You are a natural," said Kevin with a little awe.

That beautiful, genuine smile crept back on her face. "You know, It's kind of like playing pool- it's all about the angles."

"Whoa, are you a pool shark?"

"Why don't we go to a pool hall next and I'll show you."

He laughed. "Fine, but I'm not putting any money on it."

She pretended to be disappointed. "You're no fun."

The second ramp lit up- the second part of the multiball was ready.

"What next?"

"Well, you can keep building up the multiball to have bigger multipliers, but... you risk losing it all if you drain. If you hit this..." he pointed at a target, "... you'll start the multiball and by my math you will crush me."

She smiled at Kevin for a moment, before starting to fire a couple shots at the target. She missed wide a couple times, but she was honing in her shot.

"Are you looking forward to having my panties in your mouth?" she said, though she kept her eyes on the playfield.

"You're very cocky for someone who cheated her way into this position."

"I was just using every advantage I have. Besides, I bet you wanted to know what those tw-"

The hit was true. The ball landed in the target and was caught, pausing the game. Beth's eyes lit up as the cabinet erupted with lights and noise.

"Shit, Beth! You got it!" Kevin said with a smile.

"PEASANT. JOUST! MULTIBALL MADNESS," the cabinet announced loudly.

Suddenly instead of just one game ball, there were three in play. Beth was no longer simply smiling, she was beaming, as she watched the action unfold. She hit at the balls wildly again, but it hardly mattered- with three balls in play some of them were hitting the jackpots.

But it's impossible to handle your first multiball- tracking three balls becomes so complicated that eventually all three drained.

Beth's laugh was full and genuine before she turned towards Kevin... and kissed him. It wasn't anything filthy, or sexual. It just felt like a spontaneous kiss between two people having a date. Kevin could feel her smile on his lips, and it made his heart flutter.

Which is why, suddenly, it felt weird. This wasn't part of the games they played. This wasn't about pushing each other, or bending rules. It was just a kiss. A moment of unsexual affection. Hearts aren't supposed to flutter between them.

They broke the kiss and studied each other's faces. For the first time in his entire life, Kevin saw Beth look uncertain. She was carefully studying his lips.

"So, um," Kevin said, trying to diffuse the odd feeling in the air, "Yeah, you're a natural, Beth."

"You know... I see why you like it," she said, though she was still looking at his lips.

He glanced at their scores. "Somehow I'm still ahead by fifty points, but you'll get that basically by hitting the ball once."

Her eyes locked to his, studying him for a moment. Then she turned back towards the machine, shaking her head slightly, before seeming to snap out of it. "So... fifty points?"

"Yeah. I'm ready to admit defeat now, if I'm being honest."

She took a few breaths as she studied the playfield. "You know what?" She hit the ball launch button. "A shower sounds nice." She took her hands off the buttons, turning towards him. Kevin watched as the ball harmlessly bounced around and drained, cementing her score just below his.

Kevin looked at her quizzically. Never, in his life, would he imagine Beth losing a game on purpose. "What are you doing?"

She smiled at him. "Having fun. With you."

The way she said it, Kevin couldn't tell if she meant she was having a fun time with him, or if she meant she was messing with him, but knowing Beth, she probably left it ambiguous on purpose.

"Come on," she said, turning towards the door. "I saw a pool hall on the way here."

***

Beth destroyed him in pool. They had made another bet: if she won, she'd get to stuff her panties in his mouth. Kevin couldn't even remember what he had asked for, as it seemed so unlikely he'd win. This time, she took no prisoners, and handily defeated him, but not without showing him a few tricks and teaching him a bit about how to line up his shots.

Thankfully, she told him she'd take her "payment" once they got back to the hotel, saving him from having to travel the whole way back with her panties in his mouth.

"Should we check on those two?" Beth suggested when they got back to their room.

"Good idea."

She picked up her phone, starting a FaceTime with Mark. He picked up quickly- they were back in a car.

"Hey!" said Mark.

"Hey," said Beth. "We just got back to the hotel and thought we'd check in with you two. On your way to the next club?"

Mark laughed. "No... no we are not."

Kevin and Beth looked at each other. "Where are you going?"

"Home!" said Mark, shaking his head. "I'll let you see why."

He turned his phone, revealing Chrissy. Her eyes lit up when she saw who it was. "Beth! And baby! Hiiii!"

Kevin could tell immediately: she was wasted.

"Hey, babe," he said with a smile. "How was your night?"

"Oh my god, it was sooo, soooo much fun. Sooo much fun. Like theeee most fun."

"You had a good time dancing?"

"I did! It was amazing. Mark is suuuch a good dancer." Her head fell on his shoulder a little too roughly, and he laughed. "Everybody kept buying me drinks, it was so great. I felt like the... the queen of New York, or something."

"I'm glad you had so much fun," said Kevin.

"Yes, oh my god. Best date everrr."

Beth glanced over at Kevin. He couldn't help but feel a twinge of real jealousy at the comment, but knew Chrissy was just being her bubbly self, as she tended to be when she was drunk.

"Well, at least until someone had a few too many free drinks and could hardly sit up straight. What about you guys?" Mark asked them.

"A night of pinball and pool," replied Beth.

Mark laughed again. "You dorks know you're in Vegas, right?"

She smiled and looked at Kevin. "It was fun," she said genuinely.

"All right, we're getting close to the apartment. Put two hundred on blackjack for me, will you?"

Beth smiled. "Have fun!"

Chrissy appeared on screen again. "Byyee you guys!" She sloppily kissed the phone's camera with an exaggerated 'Mwa' before hanging up.

Beth shook her head. "Your girlfriend is something else."

"That she is." Kevin felt something eating at him- he had to ask. "But... she was pretty drunk- I mean, you don't think-"

"Mark's not going to do anything." Beth got up, going over to a bottle of champagne on ice the hotel had provided. "He can be a cocky asshole, but if she can't sit up straight, he'll put her right to bed. Trust me."

Kevin nodded as she opened the bottle. "I know. Sorry. Stupid question, but with our new... er, relationship... I just wanted to... be sure."

"It's fine," she said, walking back over and sitting next to him on the couch. She handed him a glass of champagne. "Cheers," she said.

"What are we toasting?"

"New experiences," she said, with a twinkle in her eye. Kevin knew she was implying, so took a big swig of his drink. "Ready?"

He felt his cock getting harder. "Yes. How do you want to, er...?"

"I want to do some roleplay," she replied, standing back up.

"Oh?"

"I want you to sit there. Pretend like you're in our kitchen, in the morning, having your coffee. Before all this started. Pretend like Chrissy is close, in your room."

Kevin cocked his head at her. "Before all this started?"

She nodded. "Before you told me about The Rule. That's when I used to have this... fantasy... of stuffing my panties in your mouth. When we'd be in the kitchen together."

Kevin nodded. He was surprised Beth wanted to roleplay, but was happy to do it.

She walked away for a moment, putting her champagne down on a nearby table. Then she slowly walked up to Kevin.

"Good morning, Beth," said Kevin, giving her a smile, starting their roleplay.

"Morning," she said. She stopped when she was right next to him, towering above him on the couch. "Where's Chrissy?" she asked him.

"Still sleeping."

"Oh." She breathed heavily- Kevin could tell she was getting excited to act this out. "You sure love her a lot, huh?"

"I do," Kevin answered.

"You're very happy with her, aren't you?"

"I am."

"And she's very beautiful, no?"

"She is."

"And yet..." Beth took a step closer. "And yet you can't seem to keep your eyes off me. Can you?"

Kevin didn't respond, which is exactly what he felt he would have done.

"It seems... well, it seems like despite all that, you're a little obsessed with me. You're always checking me out. You can hardly look me in the eye. It seems like you can't control your attraction to me."

"No," Kevin said, pretending to protest weakly. "No, that's not true. I'm attracted to Chrissy, not you."

Beth unbuttoned her pants, sliding them off. "Oh really? Then you'll walk away if I take off my pants, right?"

Kevin sat still, drinking in her long legs.

"No? What happened? Surely you'd walk away if you weren't obsessed. Your girlfriend is in the next room- what if she catches us like this? What would she think?" Beth slid her panties off too, now. "Here I am. Naked, in front of you, except a shirt. Why don't you walk away, hmm? Anyone loyal to their girlfriend would, at this point. Right?"

She let the panties dangle in her fingers- those same lace, black ones she wore earlier.

"I bet you'd let me do anything to you, wouldn't you? You're like a little puppy dog to me. I bet..." She slowly moved the panties towards his face. "I bet I could stuff these in your mouth, and you'd just let it happen. Even though your girlfriend is sleeping twenty feet away. That's how obsessed you are. Aren't you?"

Kevin shook his head, giving a pretend weak protest one more time.

"Oh, really? Let's see." She moved the panties closer and closer to his face. "You can walk away at any time. You're in control. You don't have to let this happen unless you really, really want it to." They were inches away from your mouth. "You know you should walk away, but you can't, can you? You want it. You want it so bad." Her breathing was even heavier now: the roleplay was really turning her on.

Kevin slightly opened his mouth, pretending to give in slightly, giving her the response she wanted. He was hard as a rock.

Her thumb gently pushed in a small bit of the panties fabric. "Good boy. I know you want this." She now took her pointer finger and slowly but firmly pushed a bit of the panties deeper into his mouth. She kept repeating this: gently but firmly pushing an index finger in, pushing more and more of the panties into his mouth. Her finger would get quite deep in his mouth, almost like she was fucking his mouth with her finger.

"Just think," she continued, "These panties have been against my pussy all day. They've been in my ass. And now, inch by inch, they're going into your mouth. Do you like that? Is it worth risking your whole relationship, just for a taste of it?"

Kevin nodded with her finger in his mouth.

"I knew it, I knew it. Such a good boy, such a good baby boy. I see your little cock getting hard in your pants. Imagine Chrissy coming out of her room, seeing you acting like such a bitch for me. Seeing you risk her just to wrap your lips around my finger. But you can't help it, can you? You need this. You want to be my little bitch, don't you?"

Beth was almost done stuffing it in. Kevin moaned on her finger. With one more, deep press, the panties were in his mouth.

She pulled her finger out, leaned in, and began to make out with him, her long tongue pressing the panties even further into his mouth.

She broke the kiss, a strand of saliva connecting them for a brief moment before it broke. "Play with my pussy," she ordered, before moving back in and kissing him more. He reached up with one hand, sliding it up her legs until he reached her clit and began to play with it. She was already very wet from the roleplaying.

She moaned into his mouth as he did this. "That's it, that's it," she said as she broke this kiss, her lips pressed gently against his cheek. "That's a good boy, that's a good baby boy, you're pleasing me so good, you're so good at that." He stuck a finger inside her now, pumping it in and out. "Ooh, yes, just like that. Keep sucking on my panties and fingering me like that, keep doing everything for me, Kevin, keep doing what I say, even if it risks waking your girlfriend up. You like me that... that much, don't you? You're that... attracted to me, aren't you? You want to be my... my good little... my good little... fuck!"

Her legs twitched as she came on his hand, and she moved to kiss him deeply as she did. He did his best to kiss back, though it was obviously challenging with the panties in her mouth.

Slowly her orgasm subsided, and she stood back up, looking down at him, pleased. She placed a hand on his cheek, then reached into his mouth and pulled the underwear out. She leaned in and gave him a real kiss, which he returned. His cock, trapped in his jeans, was rock solid.

"Come on, baby boy. I think I owe you a shower." She turned around, revealing her bare ass as she walked to her bathroom. The sight almost made Kevin blow his load right there.

He followed her, stripping as he went. She, too, removed her shirt and bra, stepping in the shower to turn it on and warm it up. The shower was large with a big glass door- frankly, in Vegas, it was probably designed with sex in mind. She stepped back out and stood in front of him.

It was the first time he had seen her bare breasts and they were, of course, flawless. Big, perfectly full, and seemed to defy gravity.

She glanced down at what he was looking at, then back up with a smile. "I know little can compare to Chrissy's chest..."

"No, they're... gorgeous."

"Thanks," she said with a pleased smile. "And now you get to clean them."

"They will be... insanely clean when I am done with them. Same for your ass."

She chuckled, and stepped into the now warm shower. He followed close behind. She rinsed off for a moment before offering him the water. He stepped in, warming up under the water.

She glanced down at his cock, pointed straight out. "Hmm," she said. "Maybe we should take care of that first."

They both watched his cock twitch at the implication.

"I have an idea," she said. She grabbed the nearby soap, and rubbed it generously between her thick thighs and her pussy. "Sex is off limits for now, but... we can get pretty close. Can't we?" She got close and kissed him. "Stick your cock between my legs."

He didn't have to be told twice. He stuck his cock between her thighs, so the back of his shaft was rubbing against her pussy. He had to bend his legs slightly, but otherwise they were the perfect heights to do this with each other.

"Mm, that's it. Now grab my ass and fuck my thighs."

He did so, getting two handfuls of her big ass and pumping in and out of her thighs. It wasn't quite sex, but it was the next best thing. She squeezed her legs together, really making it feel tight for him. He moaned.

"Ooh, baby boy... don't tell me you're going to cum so fast... again? This morning you had a poor performance, too. I think this is a good indication of how long you're going to last when I finally do fuck you. I like my men to last longer than a few minutes, you know."

He kept pumping, but did everything in his power to not cum. Not only was the sight erotic, with her tits pressed up against him as he fucked her thighs, but the sounds of their bodies slapping together was too. And, of course, he was getting handfuls of that perfect ass.

"It's too bad your cock is so little. I bet you'd get all the way through my thighs if you were average. I bet Mark's would stick out the other end. But you can barely reach them. Just think how much better this would feel if you could feel your whole shaft slipping all the way through my thighs, sliding all the way along my pussy... instead, though, you're just doing your little pumps."

Kevin moaned, loving the humiliation.

"Oh no! I can see it in your face. You're going to cum again, aren't you? It hasn't even been two minutes. Am I that hot, baby boy? Do I make your little cock erupt so easily? I'm just standing here. I'm not doing anything, and yet, somehow, you're already so close to cumming. Why is that? Is it that I'm so hot, or is it that you loved getting those panties stuffed in your mouth? Or is it both?"

Kevin moaned again. This was too hot. "Oh fuck."

Beth gently pushed him off her. He cock twitched desperately, precum seeming to almost flow out of him. "I think I know what you'd like." She grabbed the soap again, reapplying it to her thighs, and turned around, bending at the waist, presenting her ass to him. She placed her hands against the wall and arched her back, really giving him the best view possible. She observed his reaction over her shoulder, eyes full of confidence and lust.

Kevin looked down, almost stunned at the pure sexual beauty of the sight. He grabbed his cock and gave it a squeeze in an attempt to gain a little control. He knew he'd last all of twenty seconds in this position.

"Well?" she asked.

"Fuck, Beth. You are the hottest woman that has ever walked the earth."

She smiled, enjoying his reaction. "I thought you might enjoy it. Stick that cock back between my legs, baby boy."

He did so, and began thrusting slowly. With every gentle pump, her ass jiggled slightly, making a wet slapping sound that Kevin decided was his favorite noise on earth.

She kept observing over her shoulder as he pushed into her, her eyes half closed, enjoying the effect she was having on him.

"This is what it would look like if you were fucking me doggy," she said with a smile. "You like it?"

"I... fucking love it," Kevin said thorugh gritted teeth.

"I love getting fucked doggy. My favorite part is seeing the guy's face when I start pushing back..." She started gently moving her body back and forth, taking over control of the pace. "... and realizing I'm still the one in control."

The sounds got louder as she increased the pace. Kevin felt his orgasm building. She smiled again at his reaction.

"Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to stick it in me?"

Kevin's heart rate spiked. She was going to challenge The Rule. "You know... I do..."

"You want to feel my tight pussy instead of these thighs?"

"Yes..."

"I want to feel you in me, baby boy. I want to feel that hard cock in me. I know you're close, and I know you won't last more than a few strokes in there. I don't care. It'll feel so good, and I want it so bad. Do you want it? Do you want to start fucking me for real?"

"More than anything..."

"Then just break that Rule. Break that Rule and stick in me. Please, baby boy, give it to me."



Her pace increased, pushing back harder and harder, the slapping sound of her ass against him getting louder. "I... can't..." Kevin protested.

"You're going to give in at some point. I'm going to fuck you one of these days. You know it, you know I want it. Why not right now? Why not right here, in the shower, staring at my ass I know you're obsessed with? Do you hear those filthy sounds? Just think how filthy the real thing would sound. I want it, baby boy, I want it, give it to me. Give in. Give in to me." She was really pushing back now, moving her whole body, moving her thighs up and down his cock.

"Fucking... I want it so bad, I just... I..."

"Think about it, think about how amazing it would feel. Come on, I'm begging you here. Fuck me! Break your rule and give in to me, let me have all of you, I want it doggy, I want it cowgirl, I want it missionary, I want it every way you can imag-"

"Fucking- fuck!" Kevin lost control at the thought, putting both hands on her ass and taking over the pace, furiously pounding into her. He came after a few strokes, but kept pumping, shooting rope after rope between her tight thighs. She moaned at the sensation of it. Slowly but surely, his massive orgasm winded down, and he stopped, breathing heavily.

She stood up, turned around and leaned in, kissing him deeply. They enjoyed this filthy kiss for a few moments before Kevin finally broke it off. "That was amazing."

"It may have been," she said, "But now it's your job to clean me up."

***

Kevin sat straddling her legs in bed wearing nothing but his underwear, as he gave her a massage. She was still naked, much to his delight. He was hard again- of course- but true to his word, he wasn't trying to make this massage sexual. He was going to give her thirty minutes of the best massage he could.

She rested her head on her cheek with a smile on her face, relaxed and pleased with her life.

"Lower," she said.

"Yes ma'am," he said.

"Are you sassing me?"

"Never. Ma'am."

His hands found their way lower on her back.

"You know..." she said, thoughtfully, without opening her eyes. "Tonight might have been the best date I've ever had."

Kevin laughed. "You mean, because it ends with you getting a thirty minute massage?"

"No. Well, that's nice, but. Every date I've ever been on, I feel like the guy is... working too hard to impress me. Spending a lot of money, or showing off... stuff like that. Dates always felt so fake. Tonight felt very... genuine. It was fun."

"If pinball and pool with me ranks highly in your dates, that's pretty sad. I gotta talk to Mark about that."

She chuckled quietly. "I just mean to say... I'm glad I invited you along. I'd have been drinking wine alone in my hotel room without you. So... thanks."

He was thrown off by her sudden flattery. "Thanks. I'm really glad I came along." He glanced over at her open suitcase. "Hey, I gotta ask you something."

"Hm?"

"What's that long box on the top of your suitcase?"

"It's a dildo."

Kevin blinked, surprised. "...Oh."

"Yeah, Mark did one of those molds where they make an exact copy of your cock, you know? He gave it to me for my trips away from him."

Kevin shook his head at how casually she explained this. "Oh, of course."

"I am confident," she said with a hint of mischievousness, "you will meet it soon."

Kevin felt himself get a little harder at the thought.

"Lower, please," she said.

"You want me to massage your ass?"

"Yes."

"Is it because your ass is sore or because you want to drive me crazy?"

"Yes."

He laughed. "Oh, good to know... so I'll be jerking off in my room later." He began massaging her ass, trying to focus on anything else but how insanely erotic it looked as her cheeks shifted under his thumbs.

"Mm, that's nice," she said.

He continued on her ass, her legs, and made her way back up her back until the thirty minutes had finally passed.

"I think that's it," he said, with a gentle touch on her back.

She moaned happily. "That was nice. I bet if I asked you to massage my ass again, you'd be here all night."

"I mean... true, yes, I would."

She opened her eyes, turning up to look at him. "Why don't you?"

He laughed. "While I'd love to, I don't think my thumbs could handle it."

"No, I mean... Why don't you sleep here? Tonight? In bed, with me?"

There was a pause while Kevin considered it. "You want me to?"

"Yeah. Yeah, I think I'd be nice. Don't you?"

He studied her. She seemed a little uncharacteristically nervous.

"You know," she continued, "in case I get horny in the night or something. You'd be right there. Doesn't that sound nice?"

He looked at her a few more moments. "Yeah, uh. It does." He gestured down at the tent in his underwear. "But, seriously, I think I need to take care of this or I'll never get to sleep."

She smiled at him. "Take those off and lie back."

He did so- she snuggled up next to him, her head nestled in his neck, her breasts pressed against his side, and one leg over his own. She reached down and began jerking him off as she gently kissed his neck.

"What are you going to think about while I jerk you off?"

"Your ass."

She laughed quietly. "You really are obsessed, you know."

"I just saw it jiggle gently under my thumbs for like twenty minutes. It's probably all I'm going to think about for the next month."

She kissed his neck again. "Close your eyes." He did so, and her jerking got a little faster. She was very good at it. "Imagine your back on top of me, and I'm back on my stomach. But you're not giving me a massage this time. I'm lying prone so you can fuck me like that."

Kevin moaned.

"You're mounting me, your cock is hard for me, and you stick it inside me and start fucking me while I'm on my stomach. I crane my neck back to kiss you, sloppily, like I know you like. Our tongues are dancing together. But all you can think about is how my ass looks while you're pushing into me, and the sound it's making when our bodies slap together. The ripples it makes with every stroke."

"Oh, god," said Kevin.

"I'm pushing my ass back, because I want more of you, more and more of you, you feel so good, my hand are gripping the sheets as you fuck me. I want you to have an even better view, so I push up, push you back until I'm all the way in doggy style and you're fucking me like that."

"Shit, fuck..."

"And from here you're grabbing on to my little waist, grabbing handfuls of my ass, as you fuck me, fuck me, make me feel so good, make me feel so full." She propped herself up on her elbow. "Why don't you reach under me, right now, and grab my ass?"

He slid an arm under her, sliding a hand down her back until it reached her ass. He gave it a gentle squeeze. She leaned down, kissing him deeply with lots of tongue. The whole time she did all this, she continued to expertly jerk his cock. He felt his precum drip down and lubricate his shaft.

She broke the kiss and studied him. "Shit, seeing you like this is making me horny too." She bit her lip. "I need that tongue again." She got up on her knees, sliding over on the bed, and swung one leg over his head.

Kevin's dreams were finally coming true.

She pushed her ass down until her pussy was smothering his mouth and her ass was covering his face.

It was exactly what he fantasized about every time he took his two seconds to look at her ass. He began to do everything he could to please her.

"Oh, shit," she said, grinding her pussy against his mouth. She was already close, too. "Oh, god, that is good. Oh god, you are worshiping me, aren't you? You love it, don't you? You love this pussy. You'd live down there if you could, wouldn't... you?" She moaned, and leaned forward. He felt her tits press against his stomach. "Oh, you... want me to take your... your cock in my mouth as you eat me out? Is that... oh fuck, is that what you... dreamed about every time you... every time you... ah, fuck, Kevin... that is so fucking good!" She moaned again as she easily took his entire cock into her mouth.

That was it. Kevin couldn't hold off any longer. He immediately came in her mouth, filling her mouth with whatever cum was left in him. Though his whole body shook from a powerful orgasm, he continued to bury himself in her pussy, licking her clit almost desperately.

She moaned on his cock as he came, loving the feeling of him cumming and eating her out at the same time. Her own orgasm came suddenly from this sensation- she squeezed her thighs together as she came, grinding into his face, locking him to her and smothering his face at the same time.

They both came down from their simultaneous orgasms at the same time, and she released him, rolling off him.

They lay side by side for a few minutes, breathing heavily and looking at the ceiling.

"That was... I mean. Wow," said Kevin.

"Same," said Beth between breaths.

"Seriously. A dream come true."

Beth laughed at him. "Well. I think I know how to wake you up tomorrow." She reached over and turned off the lights, and to his surprise, snuggled back into him the same way she had been when she jerked him off, holding him gently as he lay on her back.

They both breathed deeply, exhausted and happy, both ready for sleep, happy to just be touching each other at that moment. But somewhere in the back of his mind, a nagging thought was bothering Kevin.

What was the dildo for?

******************

Chekhov's Dildo?

Hi everyone. First let me apologize for the long delay between these chapters. I got a little sicker than I thought. To all who wished me a speedy recovery, thank you so much! It was very kind to reach out and it really cheered me up.

Any pinball players reading this: I took some liberties with Medieval Madness's playfield / rules for the sake of the story. Please don't judge me.

Until next time!

-NT


The Rule Ch. 06

Chrissy woke up with a headache.

Her hand found its way to her temples, gently massaging them with her finger and thumb. She searched through her fuzzy memories, trying to get her bearings. What happened last night?

"Kev," she said, her voice hoarse. "Can you get me some water?"

"Already did," came a deeper voice than she expected. "On the nightstand."

Her eyes popped open, and she turned her head to see Mark on his side, his head propped up on his hand, laying in bed next to her.

Suddenly she remembered: last night she was out with Mark. Dancing, drinking. Having fun. She had some fuzzy memories of getting home, Mark helping her into bed. She had even fuzzier memories of asking him to stay.

A sudden thought hit her like a truck, causing her to bolt upright in bed. "What time is it?!"

Mark checked the clock on the nightstand. "It's eight tw-"

Her heart was racing. "I- I'm missing first period!"

"Hold on-"

She started moving out of bed. "I'm late! I've never been late to a cl-"

"Whoa, hold on, crazy lady! Stop. You took a sick day."

She paused at the edge of the bed. "I did?"

"Yes. You told me who to contact last night, and I did, early this morning. You told me exactly what to say. Well. I mean, I edited it a bit."

"Oh." She smiled and sighed, full of sudden relief. "I've got a sub?"

"Yes, they have a sub for your classes. Including the first period. So... why don't you lie back down?"

She did, slowly getting back under the covers. "Thank god. What about you?"

"I found someone to cover my shift."

"Are you... hungover too?"

"No." His signature crooked smile appeared. "But if you're going to be home all day, I'm not going anywhere."

From anyone else, that might have sounded romantic. From Mark's mouth, it just seemed seductive.

She took a moment to drink him in. He was sleeping in his black underwear which left little to the imagination. Laying in the position Kevin usually was in, it was hard not to compare the two. Mark had six inches on Kevin's height, but laying so close to him, he seemed so much bigger. Wider shoulders, thicker arms. He almost didn't seem like he should fit in the bed. Each muscle defined on his chest, each of his six packs incredibly clear. His time at the gym, Chrissy decided, was time well spent.

She suddenly realized she was in her bra and panties from last night, and that's it. Her face flushed, and she pulled up the covers.

Mark laughed. "Suddenly shy? You certainly weren't last night."

She cocked her head. "You mean, dancing?"

"No," Mark said, shaking his head, eyes twinkling with mischief. "I mean when we got back."

She searched through fuzzy memories. God, did they hook up? "W... what did I...?"

"You said you thought of a loophole to your Rule. A way we could fuck without breaking it."

"What? What did I say?"

Mark raised an eyebrow.

Chrissy blushed as memories came flooding back. "Anal?!" she asked in shock.

Mark laughed, and nodded. "Yes, you said it wasn't technically sex-"

"With you?" she asked, incredulous at her drunk self. "With... that?!" She glanced down towards his crotch.

"You seemed... very into the idea."

"Jesus."

"Yeah. That's when I knew you were hammered, so I asked who to call about a sick day tomorrow. You gave me their info- Rachel, I think- and told me to tell them... and I'm quoting here... that you'd be out sick with a case of getting your ass destroyed."

Chrissy covered her face in her hands, trying to hide her blush. Mark laughed. "Please. Please tell me you didn't say that to Rachel." Rachel was only a few years older than her, but was a real mentor. If Mark said that to her, she would have to transfer schools.

"I said you had the stomach flu. I thought that would fly better."

"Oh thank god." She inspected Mark carefully. "So... we didn't...?"

"Hook up? No. Of course not. Not like that. You did ask me to stay, though, which... I did not argue with." He scooted closer, and reached across her to the nightstand next to her. She was suddenly enveloped with his smell, his biceps inches from her eyes. One of her hands found its way to her panties under the covers in almost a subconscious action.

He grabbed the water and the painkillers he had clearly prepared. "Here, take these. Drink some water. You'll feel better in no time."

She sat up, though did her best to keep herself covered. She wasn't even sure why she did that. It's not like Mark hadn't already seen everything. She popped in the pills and began to drink the water.

"My god," said Mark, inspecting her back. "How many hooks does your bra have?"

She finished her sip. "It's more comfortable with more. Or really, just the wider band. Otherwise it digs into my back." She continued to drink.

His hand found its way to her back, gently tracing her spine until it reached the back of her bra. She nearly drooled out the water from the tingling sensation it caused. His fingers played along the strap. It was idle, thoughtless for him- sensational and distracting for her. Half of her wanted him to rip off the bra. The other half wanted to go back to bed.

"How are you feeling?" he asked.

"I'm... okay." She shook her head, distracted. "I do have to run in quickly to grab some of my student's art to grade. I'm trying to decide when I should do that."

"Why don't you let me do it?"

She looked at him. "You? Why?"

He laughed. "Look, I think you need a little more sleep. I'll run to your school and pick it up, pick up some coffee on the way back. This way you get your rest, and I get a walk. And you don't have to go later, when we might be... busy... when you're feeling better."

Her face flushed. They suddenly had a whole day together, and she had an idea of what he wanted to do. "If you don't mind... it would be pretty great."

"Of course not."

"Luckily it's all digital art. All on a thumb drive. You can't go waltzing in there, of course, so I'll tell Rachel to meet you with it."

The cocky smile appeared on his face as he got out of bed. "I get to meet Rachel, huh? She sounded cute."

"Cute and married."

"Even better."

Chrissy shook her head at him, almost smiling at his flirtatious confidence. "How many girls do you need to be fucking at once, exactly?"

"Well, I haven't fucked you." His eyes twinkled mischievously. "Yet."

She smiled at him. "Come back with a Mocha and I'll think about it."

"You got yourself a deal."

And with that, he went to his room, put on his shirt and jeans, and left, leaving Chrissy alone in the apartment.

She rubbed her head for a minute, thinking about the odd situation she was in. And what the day would hold for her. She wanted to call Kevin, but it was three hours earlier in Las Vegas. He probably had a late night too, and wouldn't appreciate being woken up at five in the morning. She typed out a quick text to him.

She closed her eyes. Well, one quick nap wouldn't hurt. How often did she get a chance to sleep in on the weekdays?

***

Kevin checked his watch. It was five in the morning. And no power on earth would allow him to go back to sleep.

In the night, they had shifted around a few times in their sleep. Kevin had no trouble sleeping through any of it- until he woke to find them spooning.

Beth was fast asleep in front of him, still naked, just like he was. His cock, hard as a rock, was nestled between her two perfect ass cheeks. He certainly hadn't done this on purpose, but now that happened, he did not have the willpower to move away. It was a dream come true. He knew separating their bodies would get him back to sleep, but the sight of his twitching cock sitting in her ass crack was too erotic for him to consider it.

Beth moaned and stretched gently in her sleep. The movement caused her to slide against him ever so slightly, but it was enough to make his cock pulse even more. He was worried he might cum from the sensation. On the other hand, he knew Beth would kill him if he woke her up by cumming on her.

His phone dinged with a message.

He glanced over at it. It was set to do not disturb, but a few people could get through. Chrissy, his parents.

Beth squirmed more from the noise, but suddenly, was still.

"Kevin?" she said, her voice serious.

"Yes?"

"I feel something. Poking at my ass."

"Ah, yeah. Somehow we... uh, ended up like this."

She turned at her waist, keeping her ass where it was, but allowing her to see him in the dark. As she twisted her upper body towards him, it also revealed a side profile of those perfect breasts of hers.

"Somehow?" she said, her voice closer and softer.

"Don't look at me. I'm more of a little spoon guy."

"Oh, so you want to turn around?" She gently pushed her ass back as she said this.

He shivered at the sensation and the sight of her ass enveloping his cock. "God, no."

He could see her smile in the dark. "I thought so." She turned back away from him. "Well, okay. Guess we should try to get back to sleep." She began very gently moving her ass up and down in an effort to torment him. "Good night."

The movement was so slight, as if she was almost trying to make it seem like an accident. But with each slide up and down, shockwaves of sensations rippled across Kevin's body. It was simply too erotic of a sight.

"Beth."

"Hmm?" she moaned, as if tired, but he could hear the smile in her voice.

"Please."

"Please? Oh, Kevin," he said, pretending to be disappointed. "Don't tell me- are you horny again?"

"Yes."

"You want me to let you cum?"

He shivered. "Yes, Beth."

She reached a hand back, grabbing his ass, pressing him into her as she pressed her ass back harder, grinding faster. "You want to cum fucking my asscrack?"

Kevin felt his orgasm coming. "Yes, please, Beth. Please."

She stopped, suddenly. His cock was left twitching again between her cheeks.

"Well. Eat me out and I'll think about it."

She pulled away from him. He expected her to flip on her back and spread her legs, but instead she rolled onto her stomach.

"What are you...?" asked Kevin, confused.

"After you ate me out from behind yesterday, I just realized what a good fit it was for us." She kept her head on her pillow, but pulled in her knees beneath herself, raising that ass of hers high in the air. "You get to bury your face in my ass as much as you want. And it really makes you feel like my bitch. So. Win/win, would you say?"

Yeah, thought Kevin. It was.

He crawled on the bed until he was behind her, taking a moment to appreciate the sight before him. In this position especially, with her head all the way down on the pillow, her ass looked insane. She arched her ass expertly to fully reveal her pink pussy to him. He felt his mind melt a little bit, and took a mental snapshot that he knew he would think about for the rest of his life.

He wasn't really sure what position he should be in here. But he decided to stay on all fours, moving forward until his mouth touched her pussy, and began kissing her all over.

"Mmm, that's nice," she said, pretending to sound sleepy.

His tongue reached out, tasking her, and finding its way to her clit.

"Ooh, you are good at that. You are a natural pussy licker, you know that?"

Kevin moaned into her.

"You love it, too, don't you? Last night, when I sat on your face. I've never had anyone react like that."

Kevin moaned again, but put all his focus on licking her clit.

"You'd live under my ass, wouldn't you? It's too bad. I was planning on waking you up by sitting on your face, but you couldn't control yourself. You had to wake me up with your little boner."

Kevin mentally kicked himself for it.

"So now, to punish you, you have to eat me out from behind. Not with me on my back, like we're lovers. Not me sitting on your face, like I know you really want. But from behind. Like a bitch."

Kevin felt his cock twitch at her mean words, loving the humiliation.

"Ooh, right there, baby boy. Right there. Just like that. You still love it, though, don't you? Getting so close to... my ass. Fuck, that's good." He could feel her orgasm building. "All I had to do was stick my... ass in the air and you were... ready to crawl behind me. To do anything... anything I wanted."

Kevin moaned an agreement into her. He really would do it.

"You better... you better lick my ass crack, too. Get it nice and wet for when you fuck it." Kevin happily obliged, but never spent too long away from her clit. He was desperate to please her above all else.

"God that's good. Bending over like this... it makes me want to get fucked. You ready to fuck me, Kevin?"

He felt his heart pounding. He took his mouth off her pussy. "I... I want to, but..."

"Oh, not with your little guy. I mean with a real cock."

Kevin paused before he realized. The dildo.

"Why don't you go get Mark out of his box?" she asked him.

Kevin stepped off the bed, reaching over to the box in her suitcase. He pulled out the dildo, and was immediately shocked by the weight of it. Even though he had seen Mark's cock, it was a totally different experience to hold the replica. To feel it between his hands. He couldn't help but glance at his own cock sticking straight up. The dildo was realistic and flesh colored, but otherwise it wasn't even the same playing field as his own little guy.

"Get back up here and fuck me with it."

Kevin got back on the bed, and got on his knees behind her, as if he was going to fuck her doggy style. But he held the dildo at its base with both his hands right above his own cock. His cock was, of course, completely eclipsed by it.

He teased her with the tip of it. "Oh, god. Fuck." She reached a hand between her legs and began to play with her own clit. "Give me more, baby boy. Give me more of your new, big cock."

He slid in another inch or so. Beth was already squirming, close to orgasm. The view of the big cock sliding into her pussy in this position was insanely pornographic.

"Keep going. Fuck me with it, baby. Fuck me with your big dick." He started sliding in and out, thrusting with his hips, too. It was a strange sensation- all the movements as if he was fucking her, but none of sensations. The humiliation made him shiver with delight.

Beth was loving it, of course. Taking more and more of the cock, she squirmed and moaned more and more. It made a loud, wet sound as it slid in and out of her pussy. Kevin had no idea sex could sound like this outside porn.

"Oh, god, baby boy, that's so good. But you know what would be even better? If I had your tongue again." She spread her knees a bit, bringing her ass closer to the ground. "Why don't you slide your head between my legs, hmm?"

Kevin knew this meant he would be inches from a massive dildo fucking her, but he was too horny to care. Or he liked it? Kevin had no idea.

He flipped onto his back, sliding up until his head was positioned between her legs. Once he was in position, she spread her legs even more, pressing her weight right into his mouth. He held the dildo with both hands, and began to push it in and out of her. As he did, he explored her with his tongue, finding her clit and pleasuring it intensely.

The effect on Beth was immediate and powerful.

She no longer had any brain power left to tease him. She was clearly overwhelmed with sudden and intense pleasure. "Oh, fuck, Kevin. Fuck! This feels so good. This feels so fucking good. Mark's cock and your tongue both pleasing me. It's perfect, perfect, perfect, this is so goooood..."

She squirmed, but Kevin stayed focused. HIs tongue working her clit, his arms getting tired as he fucked the big dildo up and down, in and out of her.

"I'm going to cum, I'm going to fucking cum, I'm going to fucking cum bigger than I... fucking ever ... holy fucking shit!"

With one powerful spasm after another, Beth finally came, and it was like nothing Kevin had ever seen before. He had made her cum, but it was never like this. Whether it was the large Dildo doing the work, or the combination with his tongue, Kevin wasn't sure. But this filthy situation- being under Beth as she was cumming on this massive dildo- was turning him on to no end. He would barely have to touch himself to cum.

She finally finished out her massive orgasm, flipping over and lying on her back.

"Jesus," she said genuinely.

"Good?" Kevin asked, sliding up next to her.

She shook her head in disbelief. "No joke, the biggest orgasm of my life. Insane."

Kevin laughed. "Good. I'm glad 'Mark' was here to help."

She gave a moan. "Me too. But it was a team effort for sure." She leaned up and gave him a gentle, tender kiss. "Ready for bed?" she said, her voice teasing.

"Beth."

"I'm pretty beat."

"Beth. Please."

"Please?" she cocked her head. "Please what?"

"You said..."

"I know what I said. I said I'd think about it." She pursed those full lips of hers. "Hmmm..."

"Beth!"

She laughed at his desperation. "All right, fine." She flipped onto her stomach again, this time prone. "Go on. Slide that little dick between my cheeks."

He didn't have to be told twice. Scrambling up, he mounted her, sliding his cock in her asscrack. He took both hands and squeezed the toned yet big cheeks around his cock.

"Ooh, how long do you think you'll last fucking me like this? You seem pretty pent up." She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, flipping with her thumb until she revealed a timer to him. "Tell you what. If you last thirty seconds, I'll suck your dick in the shower later. Deal?"

Fuck, thought Kevin. Okay. He could do that. He began to pump and she started the timer.

She propped herself up on her elbows, turning her head to see better. "Oh, god. Look at your little guy sliding around. And do you see the way your fingers are pressing into my ass? Looks pretty fucking hot, doesn't it? Keep pumping, baby boy."

Fuck. He kept pumping, knowing he was very close.

"Just imagine, sliding that cock into me right now. Fucking me prone. Kissing me while you were fucking my tight little pussy. What do you think it would feel like?"

Oh, god. Kevin was close. He checked the timer. Twelve more seconds.

"It's certainly hot when Mark does it. Though you've gotten up close and personal with his clone, there, now... you know what it can do to me... can you imagine him fucking me like that? Or maybe... Chrissy? Can you imagine him fucking her prone in the bed next to us, and all you can do is slide that little cock up and down my ass crack next to them?"

"Ah, shit!" Kevin lost it right at the four second mark, cumming rope after rope over Beth's back. She smiled, knowingly. The sight of his cock sandwiched in her perfect ass, the humiliating thought of Mark and Chrissy doing the real version... it was too much.

Kevin grabbed tissues from the nightstand, quickly cleaning her up before collapsing next to her.

"Mmm," moaned Beth happily.

"That was awesome," said Kevin, breathing heavily.

She chuckled. "You do love being tormented."

He looked at her with a smile. "And you love to torment."

"Well," she said, thoughtfully, "I love to torment you, anyway."

They studied each other for a moment. It was another bit of strangeness between them, a bit of affection in a sea of sexuality.

Beth broke eye contact, turning over. "We should try to get a little more sleep. But... I think I heard your phone go off."

Kevin blinked, before remembering how she woke up. He turned, picked up the phone, and checked the messages- one from Chrissy.

Chrissy: Oh, man. I am hung over. I had to take a sick day... hope your night was fun too! <3

Kevin smiled gently, and typed out his response.

***

"Hey, sleepyhead. Your mocha is getting cold."

Chrissy's eyes popped open. Mark was sitting on the bed next to her, a crooked smile on his face.

She rubbed her face with her hand, waking herself up. "What time is it?"



"Almost eleven."

She put a hand to her eyes. "Wow- that flew by." Wait, her school wasn't that far away. "You were out for that long?"

"Rachel and I got talking. She invited me into the teachers lounge for a coffee."

Chrissy gasped. "Mark!"

Mark shrugged. "Hey, I was just there for the thumb drive! She's the one who invited me in."

Chrissy gave him a look that suggested she did not believe him.

"Okay, I did a little flirting. Just a little bit. Only because you told me I shouldn't."

She groaned. "Mark!"

"Are you jealous?"

She opened her mouth, but quickly closed it again. Was she? Mark wasn't even her boyfriend. Why should she care who he flirts with?

Still. Chrissy sighed. "Maybe a little."

Mark smiled, taking off his shirt again to get in bed. "Good. Because I told her I've secretly been in love with you for years. And asked her for some advice about it."

Chrissy took a moment to process this information. "What?!"

"Yeah."

Chrissy stared at him as he climbed back into bed, settling down with a toothy grin.

"Are you... trying to cause chaos in my life?"

"No, not really."

"Then why?"

"It just seemed like it would be a funny thing to do."

Chrissy had a sudden realization, and checked her phone. There were messages from two people.

Kevin: I had an amazing night. Get some more rest, and let's video call soon?

Rachel: Lol who is this hottie you've sent me?

Rachel: OMG CALL ME AS SOON AS YOU CAN.

Chrissy put the phone down, and turned towards Mark again. "Are you the devil?"

"Maybe. But I bring gifts." He offered the mocha. "And I brought your thumb drive."

She sat up, taking the drink. "Where is it?"

"Where's what?"

"The thumb drive."

Mark raised an eyebrow. "I've got it safe and sound. You'll get it... if you're a good girl today."

Chrissy shivered at the thought. "But my students work..." she protested weakly.

"Will be yours." He reached a hand out, a big palm resting on her cheek, rubbing her lips with a thumb. "Assuming you're good. How are you feeling?"

"I'm feeling..." she swallowed, her voice was quieter now, more submissive. "I'm feeling much better."

"Much better..."

"Much better... daddy." She shivered. They were no longer just talking as friends. The game had started.

He smiled hungrily. "Good girl. You had a fun night last night, didn't you?"

"Yes," she replied, truthfully. It was one of the greatest dates she had ever been on.

"You were teasing all the guys in the bars with your body. You were teasing me all night. And then when you got back you went right to bed, didn't you?"

"I did. Daddy."

"You were grinding up on me, touching me. You even kissed me once or twice. Didn't you?"

She blushed. "I did." She looked down. His massive cock was growing in his underwear. She felt herself melt a little bit at the sight.

"It doesn't seem fair, does it? Are you a tease? Or are you my slut?"

"I'm..." she swallowed. "I'm your slut, daddy." She could feel herself getting wet from the conversation.

"Then what should we do to make this right, hmm? What do you think we should do this morning?"

"I..."

He leaned in close, almost kissing her. "Why don't you finish your drink," he said, lips teasing against hers, "and think about how you want to make it up to me? I'll be taking a quick shower."

With that cocky smile on his lips, he stood up and pulled down his underwear, letting his cock spring free. He slowly walked out of the room, all the while clearly enjoying how Chrissy drank him in.

She bit her lip as she thought about the activities ahead of her. Nothing to do all day but stay in bed with Mark, like she had always fantasized about. One of her hands idly found itself inside her panties, feeling her own wetness. Fuck, Mark got her going.

She felt a touch of guilt, realizing she had forgotten about Kevin. Picking up her phone, she called him.

"Hey!" he said, cheerily.

"Hey," she said.

"So," he said, a smile clear in his voice, "how was your night?"

She laughed. "It was... well, maybe too much fun."

"Sounded like it. And dancing! I had no idea you liked to dance that much."

"Neither did I! I mean, I felt ridiculous, at first. But somehow Mark pulls you out on the dancefloor, and takes the lead, and its... well... it feels natural."

Kevin laughed. "No, I get it. Beth takes the lead no matter what we do."

"What did you guys do?"

"Pinball and pool."

She blinked. "It sounds more innocent than I was expecting. For Vegas."

He coughed. "Well... it was. Until it wasn't."

She bit her lip again. "So you had a fun night yourself, huh?"

"...Yeah. Yeah, I did. Did, uh- did Mark-?"

"No," she said quickly. "No, he was a perfect gentleman. Put me right to bed."

"Good."

"He did sleep in the bed with me, though. Apparently I begged him."

Kevin laughed, with a slight dash of nervous energy. "You don't remember?"

"Not really. I mean, kind of. It's fuzzy. But you guys...?"

"Yeah, we fooled around. Do you want the details, or..."

Chrissy laughed. "No, that's fine. But it makes me feel better about what's about to happen..."

There was a pause. She could hear his breathing. "Why, what's about to happen?" She could hear the excitement in his voice.

"Mm," she moaned into the phone, her voice more seductive. "Well... thing is, I was teasing him all last night. Dancing on him, grinding against him."

"Oh?"

"Yeah. And now we've got the day to ourselves, here..."

"Oh really?" His voice was eager.

"Just the two of us, all alone in our apartment... so. I think I've got to give him some relief..."

Kevin's breathing got heavier.

"Lots... and lots... of relief," she finished, really savoring each word.

"That sounds... really fucking hot, baby."

The sound of running water stopped as Mark turned off the shower. She could hear his footsteps down the hall.

An idea suddenly occurred to her. "Do you want to hear?"

"What?"

"Do you want to... listen? I'll... I'll hide the phone. Would that turn you on?"

There was some noise from his side- muffled, Chrissy could hear Beth's voice say something to Kevin.

"Quick!" said Chrissy.

"Yes, baby. Yes... please... I want to."

The door opened, revealing Mark in a towel. Chrissy made a split second decision- she could actually try to hide the phone from Mark, but... she suspected Mark would put on more of a show if he knew he had an audience.

Sitting up and looking directly into Mark's eyes, she said clearly into the phone, "Okay, baby, Mark's coming from the bathroom now. I'll hide the phone so you can hear... everything." She turned her phone to Mark, showing him the call was from Kevin, and then put it on the nightstand.

Mark understood immediately, flashing his cocky grin and winking at her. This made her heart flutter, and she decided telling him that the phone was there was a great call.

He walked over until he was next to the nightstand, towering above her in his towel. "All right," he said to her, "Did you think about what you'd like to do this morning?"

"Yes, daddy," she said. "I want to suck on that big cock of yours."

"That," he said, sounding very satisfied, "sounds like a great start."

"Why don't you take off that towel and lie back in bed so I can please you, daddy?"

He let the towel drop to the floor, revealing his cock, still hard, pointed right at her. He reached behind her back.

"First, though..." he said. With a quick movement of his fingers, her bra hooks came undone.

She gasped with genuine surprise.

He laughed. "What?"

She glanced at the phone with a smile. "My boyfriend... Well, he has a lot of trouble taking my bra off. I usually have to do it for him. He's never done it one handed."

"Well, maybe his hands are too small."

"Or maybe he hasn't had... all your practice."

She slid each arm out of the bra, revealing to Mark her massive tits.

"Fuck, those look good."

"These? My big tits?" She grabbed them, squeezing them together for him.

"Yes, baby girl."

"They're all for you, Daddy."

"Mmm," said Mark, sliding into bed. "I want to see how they bounce while you're sucking me off."

"Yes, daddy."

With that, she slid down, taking his huge cock into her mouth. He reached over, and silently grabbed the phone, bringing it closer to her, letting Kevin- and probably Beth- hear the sounds of Chrissy worshiping Mark very clearly.

Chrissy put on a show, both for Kevin and Mark. She dedicated herself to licking, choking on, and doing everything she could to pleasure Mark. The resulting sounds were so loud she was confident Kevin could hear everything. In fact, the neighbors might be able to hear how she was moaning on him.

"Fuck, that's good. You were made for this cock, you know that?"

She moaned more, taking in as much as she dared.

"Are you getting wet?" he asked.

"So wet," she replied, taking her mouth of him but using her two hands to jerk his shaft.

"Do you get this wet sucking your boyfriend's cock?"

She gave a cruel giggle. "No, daddy. I only get this wet if he's eating me out. But even then..." She blushed. Was this going too far? She knew Kevin liked this sort of humiliation, but without being able to see his reaction, it was hard to tell where the line was.

Mark cocked his head. "What?"

Chrissy smiled, and took a chance. "Even when he is, I'm thinking about you, Daddy."

Mark loved this answer. "Fuck, baby girl. It's true, isn't it? That is so hot."

His big hands found their way to her, grabbing either side of her head. He began pumping his cock and out of her mouth himself. Not all of it- that would kill her- but he began to take control of the pace.

She loved this feeling of being completely dominated by him. She felt her eyes roll back as she let herself become loose, let herself become his little fuck doll. His big cock slid in and out of her mouth, and her drool was dripping all around the shaft. She was being used by him, taking over by him, and she loved it.

"Fuck, you love getting face fucked, don't you? You love getting face fucked by my huge cock."

She could only moan a response.

He pulled her off him, forcing her head down to his balls, which she eagerly dived into. "Ah, shit," he said, "that is amazing. Unbelievable- you love licking my balls too?"

"I do, daddy," she said between licks. "I do. They are so big."

"Bigger than your boyfriends?"

"Of course. Everything about you is bigger, Daddy."

"And you like that?"

"I love it, Daddy."

"Fuck, you are so hot. Take off those panties and get on top of me."

She did so, taking off her panties and straddling his huge cock, which rested on his stomach. She couldn't believe how far up it went, up his six pack.

She put her weight on it, right on her pussy, letting him feel how wet she was. "Oh... fuckk," she said, loving the feeling of his twitching cock against her pussy.

"Grind my cock."

"Yes, daddy."

She began to move her soaking wet pussy up and down- her juices mixing with the saliva that already covered his cock. She moaned.

"You like that?"

She moaned again. "I've wanted to feel you against me since that first time. When I straddled your big cock with those sweatpants in the way. God, I've been dreaming of this every night since then."

His hips began to move against her, working with her, increasing the sensation. He grabbed her hips for greater control. She felt her eyes rolling back again- she just loved it when he took over.

He began to slide her back and forth on his dick, using her like his own personal fuck doll. He slid her all the way from the tip to the base, which was quite a long journey.

Her hands explored herself as he did this, squeezing her tits. Moaning. "Oh, fuck, Mark. Fuck. You are making me feel so good. This cock is insane."

"Just think about what it'll feel like when it's inside you."

When, thought Chrissy. He's so cocky.

Yet... so right.

He increased the pace, moving her back and forth, up and down on his shaft. She began to feel the orgasm building. Her hands found their way instead to his rock solid chest, needing to prop herself up. The feeling of his pecs under her hands only turned her on more.

"Fuck, Mark. Fuck fuck, fuck." She felt him move even faster now, really sliding up and down, really rubbing his shaft against her clit. He wore a smile- he wasn't even close yet, and here she was, practically drooling as her oncoming orgasm took over her body. "Oh, shit, Mark. This is... I'm... I'm going to..." She began to shiver. "I'm going to...!"

Suddenly it all stopped. He lifted her hips off him, and the contact was gone. Chrissy was shocked by the sudden stop. Out of breath, she asked, "Wh- what are you doing? I was going to..."

"You can cum," said Mark wickedly, "once I'm inside you. Otherwise... I'm going to keep teasing you. But no orgasms."

There was a beat as she, and everyone on the call, realized the implications of this. He was going to tease and deny her until he finally got her to break the rule.

"Mark, I... I can't. It's the one Rule left. It's the one promise I made, to oooooh fuuuck,"

She was interrupted as he dropped her back on his shaft, sliding her whole body up and down him again. She panted and literally did feel drool come out of her mouth, dripping on his six pack. Suddenly back to feeling intense pleasure, she was in heaven again, feeling his shaft against her. "Oh god, oh god, oh my god, oh god, that is so good, so good, Mark I'm so close, I'm going to-"

Again, he lifted her off. Her legs shook as she felt herself get so tantalizingly close to orgasming. One of her hands made its way towards her pussy, but he snatched it out of the air, pinning it to the side of her body. He was in control.

"Mark, please. I'm so fucking close, I'm so..."

He waited until she calmed down, then he dropped her back on his shaft, and the game continued. Each time the orgasm built up, it was building to something bigger. She was moaning, screaming. Even real, penetrative sex had never been this good. Mark was a god.

"You thought I'd want to fool around more?" asked Mark, and she moaned and shook on his shaft. "You think I'd be happy with just teasing and oral? That I'd wait another couple days so you'd keep up your rule? When I know we're going to fuck anyway? When I know how bad you want it?"

Chrissy did her best not to give away that she was close to cumming, but he could tell. Mark pulled her off at just the right time.

Oh god. Each denial made it stronger, but she could never quite get there. Not with Mark denying her.

"No. I've been waiting to fuck you since the day we met. I'm done waiting."

He waited a few seconds, then dropped her back down, grinding her into him again.

"Do it. Say it. Say it and I'll give you what you want. What I know you've been thinking about since you first started checking me out."

Chrissy bit her lip in an attempt to hold it in, but failed. As she squirmed and moaned as he pressed his big cock into her, she finally gave in "Oh, god... Mark...please... please... fuuuuck meee!"

Mark smiled. He had her. Finally. He picked up the phone, and to Chrissy's surprise, he said, "Well. Ask them. To break the last Rule".

***

Kevin and Beth sat in bed, naked, phone on speaker between them. Beth had been teasing him and jerking him off as they listened on mute.

Beth unmuted and spoke first. "Hold on," she said, very casually, into the phone, "we need to talk about it. No sex until I say so." She put it back on mute, as if they were discussing one of her deals. The sounds of Mark teasing Chrissy, and her moaning on him, continued in the background.

Kevin couldn't believe it. He knew Mark would wear her down eventually... but this. This was so fast. It was the morning of the first full day away!

"You looked surprised," said Beth.

"It just... wow. I mean, it was so fast!"

"I thought this might happen."

"You did?"

Beth studied him. "I don't want to talk too much about the game. It ruins some of the fun. But... clearly... you and I are different from Chrissy and Mark. We both are very much into the games of power over each other. The teasing, me being dominant, me denying you. We're very compatible that way. Those two... well, they just... have wanted to fuck for years."

"So, I guess this is it? The end of the last Rule?"

Beth shook her head. "No. There's two Rules left."

Kevin cocked his head at her. "Two?"

She nodded. "Allowing Mark to fuck Chrissy, and allowing you to fuck me."

Kevin laughed. "You mean, just because I say OK to them breaking the Rule..."

"Doesn't mean you get to break yours. Yet. Like I said, those two have wanted to fuck for years. I don't see it being quite as... valuable... as getting to fuck me."

They studied each other for a moment.

"So," said Beth, turning over on the bed and erotically crawling towards him. "You want to get my boyfriend to fuck your girlfriend. Listen to her- she wants it bad. And I know you want it bad, too. The humiliation... the comparison. I can give it all to you. What deep down I know you want to happen."

He was hard before, but now Kevin was rock solid.

Beth's face was now inches away from his own. "The question is... what will you give me for it?" she finished.

Kevin blinked, shocked. "You want to...?"

"You know what I want." She smiled casually. "I want to negotiate. I want to have the most important negotiation of your life."

He studied her for a moment. In the background, you could hear Chrissy miss another orgasm, moaning in frustration as she was tormented by Mark, cursing him and begging for him at the same time.

"Okay," said Kevin, with a smile. "Deal."

She sat up, blinking at him in surprise.

"What?" he asked, cocking his head.

She almost admitted something, but shook her head. "Nothing. You've just gotten... nothing." Her ears were red. She cleared her throat, regaining focus. "So? What will you give me?"

He opened his mouth to speak.

"Think carefully," she said with deadly focus. "Your first words are important here."

He shut his mouth again, and began to think, blocking out the erotic sounds coming from the phone's speaker.

So. He understood the game now. He needed to understand what Beth wanted in this situation, and make it align with what he wanted. If he could understand what she wanted, he could win.

But that was the big question, he thought, studying her carefully. What did she want out of this situation? Their relationship had certainly evolved, and they clearly had become more comfortable with each other. But in many ways, Beth was still the enigma to Kevin that she always had been.

The problem was that Beth simply could take anything she wanted from him- at least sexually. What could he offer her? More oral, more massages? If she asked him, he'd be happy to do it. Offering it was too simple, too easy. And it didn't have value, really. It's not why she was negotiating. She was after something bigger. But what was that? It wasn't sex, of course. She'd just laugh if he suggested it.

So then, it probably wasn't sexual. Or at least not directly.

Her eyes stayed locked to his. She was still naked, but at this moment the intensity of her stare was far more distracting. She was studying him, too.

These moments- these little negotiations she did- what was she looking for? Why did she do it? Sure, it seemed to give her some sexual satisfaction. But there was something more. She wanted him to be good at this, to be good at working with people. To be a good negotiator, to be... confident when he spoke.

Kevin bit his lip in thought. That's what she wanted. She wanted him to win. But how? What could he possibly give her? Didn't she want this, too? What could possibly be of...



Oh. Oh! The realization hit him suddenly. Of course.

A smile crept onto his face. He cocked his head as if confused. "Give... you, Beth? What do you mean? It's my Rule to break. It sounds like you want to let your boyfriend have my girlfriend. So the question is: what will you give me? What will you do to make it happen?"

Beth's smile was slight, but was the warmest one she ever gave him. There was even a hint of pride in her eyes. "Very good," she said, pleased. "It's a hard lesson to learn: the framing of the negotiation is as important as the negotiation itself. If you let the other person define what you're negotiating about, you'll almost always lose. I've seen great negotiators fail because they've tried to win a negotiation with terms defined by the other party. You saw the bigger picture."

Kevin smiled, happy to have made her proud.

"I am tempted to continue the negotiation, but I'll let you have this one. Name your price."

Kevin considered carefully, but decided this moment wasn't right to demand some sexual favor. He wasn't even sure he wanted to. "Dinner tonight. Just the two of us."

There was surprise in her eyes. She leaned forward again and kissed him gently. "Deal," she said softly, with a hint of affection.

She reached a hand over, unmuting the phone, where Chrissy's moans had only somehow gotten louder. "Okay, Mark. We've come to an agreement over here."

"Oh god, please, please, please..." droned Chrissy.

"Fuck her," said Beth, wickedly. "Oh, and switch to video! I think we'd like to see it."

***

Finally.

Chrissy was broken, practically speaking. In both heaven and hell. She swung too many times from extreme pleasure to nothing. She could not believe how intense the sensations had become- she had never been denied so many times in a row. Half of her loved it, loved how Mark was using her, owning her. The other half needed relief, needed to cum.

Needed to feel him inside her. Mark seemed to be an expert at this torture.

He switched the phone to video, propping it up against the nightstand lamp so Beth and Kevin could see everything, but allowed his hands to be free. Despite the fact that she was rubbing against his cock, he hardly seemed close. He was so casual about his moments, placing the phone and adjusting it.

It didn't seem fair. How could he cause such a reaction in her, and not feel the same way? How was he so good at this?

"Fucking finally," he said. He took a big hand and guided her hips off his cock, lifting her straight up, preparing her to fuck cowgirl. He took the other hand and pushed his cock so it was standing straight up.

Chrissy had enough brainpower left to appreciate just how high she had to lift to give him room. God, what a cock, she thought.

"You ready, baby girl?"

"Please put it in me, please! Please! I want to feel it daddy, I need to, I need relief, I need ooohh mmyyyy gooood!"

He slowly guided her hips down, placing his cock on her opening, pressing his way in. Her legs quivered at the ripples of sensations shoot around her body, but Mark easily held her weight in his hands. He kept guiding her down.

"Fuck, you are tight. Jesus. You feel like a little virgin, you know that?"

Chrissy wanted to respond but couldn't.

"You feel so tight around me, baby. So good around my cock. And I bet I know what would make you feel even tighter."

He moved a big hand, one of his thumbs finding her clit. He wasn't careful and precise like Kevin was, feeling her and responding to her. He simply was forcing pleasure onto her.

She loved it.

It was too much. The cock finally inside her, the sensations from his thumb. All his teasing, all the torture. All the fantasies she'd had about him for all those years.

"Oh my gooood!" She came, and she came hard. As hard as she ever had in her life. He was only a few inches inside her, and he was already rocking her world.

Mark looked pleased. "Yeah, that's good. When you cum you feel so tight around me. You feel that?"

"I do, Mark," she said, still shaking from pleasure. "I feel it."

"So I guess I'll just have to keep making you cum."

She melted at the confidence. "Please, please keep making me... making me... fucking..."

He started pushing her down again, sliding down his massive cock. It was now deeper than Kevin had ever gone... than Kevin could ever go. It was insane, the difference between the way it felt with Kevin and Mark.

Inch by inch, down they went, Chrissy taking more and more of Mark. He kept attacking her clit with his thumb, and filling her up slowly but surely.

Finally, she felt their bodies touch. She had reached the bottom. The sensation of this, mixing with the fullness she felt from his cock and the pleasure from his thumb on her clit caused her to explode with another orgasm.

She screamed, this time, letting her hands explore her body, squeezing her big tits, playing with her nipples. Doing everything she could to make the orgasm even bigger.

"Holy shit," came Beth's voice from the phone. "She's taking all of you? To the base?"

Mark finally looked like he was feeling some pleasure too. He breathed heavier, the intense sensations of her orgasm around his cock being too intense. He was drinking her in with intense hunger. "She is. She was made for this cock."

"I can't even do that," said Beth, sounding shocked.

He shook his head. He looked uncharacteristically excited and eager. "Tight, but can take it deep. Fuck. You were made for me, Chrissy. You were made for a cock like this."

Her hands were still exploring, but she looked at him and bit her lip. She was proud. "Yes, daddy. My body is for you." Slowly, carefully, she began moving up and down. "All of me. Is. For. You."

She put her hands on his chest and began to ride. Slowly up and slowly down. Her big tits began to shake with each movement. The sounds of their bodies hitting together filled the room with each slow movement. A slow tempo gradually building up speed.

His hands reached down to grab her hips to help her along. She was moaning, getting louder with each stroke. He was beginning to grunt and sweat and really start to pleasure himself with her body.

"Fuck, Mark. You feel so good. You are so fucking good at this."

Mark smiled. "Oh yeah? Is it everything you ever dreamed of?" He didn't miss a beat as he spoke, continuing to move her up and down his shaft. "When you were fucking your boyfriend, thinking of me? Did you think it would be this good?"

The pace was increasing. Chrissy was feeling another orgasm come. Knowing Kevin would love the humiliation, she leaned into it. "Never. I never would have guessed... that it... that anything could... oh, fuck... feel this fucking good..."

"And we've just gotten started. I've got all day with you and I'm going to fucking use it."

"Use me, Daddy. All day. Please. I want you all day."

"What's the most your boyfriend has ever made you cum in a day?"

"Twice, daddy."

Mark laughed. "So we're already tied? Do you think I'll be able to beat him?" With this, he increased the pace a little more. They still weren't at a normal pace, but they were getting close.

Chrissy's third orgasm was inevitable, she could feel it building. "Fuck, Mark. Jesus. You're going to... crush... him... fuck..."

"Squeeze those big tits for me."

She did so.

"God, they are insane."

She squeezed them together. "I want you to fuck them later."

"I'm going to fuck every part of you all day," he said, and finally began fucking himself into her at a real pace.

"Fuck! Fuck, Mark. Oh my god."

"Has anyone ever fucked you like this?"

"No one."

"Not even your boyfriend?"

"Ahhh god! Fuck! I'm going to... I'm going to fucking..."

He pushed her down, letting her bottom out on him again but stopping the motion. "Say it. Say it, slut, I want them to hear."

"Yes, daddy! You feel so much better than my boyfriend.."

He kept fucking her again, increasing the pace, making her scream out. "I'm... I'm going to... fucking... cum!"

She came again on his cock. This time he did not stop fucking her, pounding into her to increase the pleasure of her orgasm.

"Get on your back," he said, pulling out of her once she had come down from the orgasm.

She did so, opening her legs to him.

"I have to start girls out on top, you see," he said with a cocky smile. "So they have some control on my big cock. But now that you've gotten used to me..." He stuck his tip back in. "I want control."

The pace was now relentless. Chrissy had never heard her and Kevin's bed squeak like this. And she had never felt pleasure like this too. Her big tits moved up and down as Mark fucked her missionary. From this position his massive size over Kevin was obvious: he absolutely towered over here as he drilled into her.

She watched as his six pack flexed, moving his hips in and out of her. It was about the hottest thing she had ever seen.

She was going to cum again, of course. Mark seemed to be able to make her cum without any issue.

"Fuck, Mark. You are a fucking god. This... ohh.. This is insane."

"You like it?" he asked, again, without missing a beat.

"Yes, of course. I want you to fuck me every day from now on."

His smile was wicked. "Even when your boyfriend gets home?"

Chrissy bit her lip. Of course not, she thought. Or... maybe? Would she want to give this up if she was living with it every day? Still, for now, she played along. "Even then, daddy. I want you to show him how to please me."

"You think he can please you like this?"

"No, Mark. Only you fucking can."

He grabbed her tits, using them like handles, and began to really lay into her.

"Fuck! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me Mark, this is insane, you are so fucking good, so fucking good, you feel so fucking good. I had no idea sex could be... could be this good..."

"Cum again for me, baby girl. Cum again on my cock. I want to feel that tightness again."

"I'm going to, Daddy, I'm going to cum again. Holy shit, I cannot believe I'm actually... actually about to... four times... fucking... YES!"

She came again. Squirming on his cock as he pistoned in and out. Finally, Mark looked like he was close too. "Where do you want me to cum?"

"Fuck my tits, daddy. I want to see what it looks like with your cock between my big tits."

He pulled out of her, mourning her torso and placing his big cock between her tits. His cock could not be more lubed with her juices. She squeezed her tits together, and he began to fuck them.

"Holy shit," she said, looking down. Even her big tits couldn't cover all his cock. When Kevin fucked her tits, his dick disappeared between them. Mark was sliding all the way through. She watched as his huge cock head appeared and disappeared at the top of her cleavage.

"Oh fuck, this looks so hot. This feels so good," said Mark.

"Fuck my tits and spray my face, Daddy. That's what I want. I want to see every rope of cum hit my mouth, cover my face, cover my tits, everywhere, daddy, please, please pleeeaassee...!"

He fucked her tits aggressively but their chemistry was too much even for him. "Here it comes!"

He pulled out his cock, jerking over her. Finally, his orgasm came, and he shot rope after rope of cum, hitting her face, her open mouth, her neck. He aimed down and covered her tits as well, filling her huge cleavage with a river of cum.

"Fuck," said Mark, satisfied. "That was amazing. Sorry I couldn't last too long, but... it was just the first round."

Chrissy, under all that cum, looked equal parts scared and excited. "First... round?"

Mark reached over and picked up the phone. "You guys catch that?" He gave them a point of view experience: the could see his huge cock above Chrissy, and the coating of cum across her.

"We saw... we saw it all, Mark," said Kevin through the phone.

"What did you think, baby?" asked Chrissy.

"That was so fucking hot," said Kevin.

Chrissy smiled, relieved he liked it.

"I hope you guys are ready for round two!" said Mark. "Oh, but wait. Remember how you hung up on me not once but TWICE yesterday?" Mark turned the phone so he could see Kevin and Beth. "I think we'll do a few rounds just by ourselves. Buh Bye!"

And he ended the video call.

***

Kevin had cum twice as Mark and Chrissy fucked, and both were massive.

Beth looked slightly annoyed Mark had hung up on them, but sighed. "It's probably for the best. I need to get to work. So, I think, do you."

"But... they're fucking! Right now. And we're missing it!"

Beth got off the bed. "Kevin, they're going to be fucking all week. I don't think we'll be able to stop them fucking once we get back, if I'm being honest. You'll have plenty of chances to see more."

Kevin looked at his phone, blank screen. He then sighed as well. "No, you're right. I've got plenty of work to do." he shook his head. "I just don't think I'll be able to focus."

"Put in some hours of work, then come meet me for lunch. There are some clients bringing dates, so you can come too."

He looked up at her. "Yeah?"

She nodded. "Time to break out the suit."

***

Kevin sat at the lunch table at a fancy restaurant overlooking the strip. Beth was locked into some conversation about a deal, so he was making small talk with the woman to his right.

"And what do you do?"

"I'm a programmer."

She seemed surprised. "Really? Fascinating! We rarely get a programmer at these lunches."

He smiled. "Well, glad I could mix things... " his phone buzzed. His heart raced, wondering if it was Chrissy. "Excuse me, one second."

He pulled his phone out under the table so only he could see. It was two images from Chrissy. He felt himself get hard just at the idea.

The first was a selfie she took. She was lying prone on their bed getting fucked by Mark from behind. He was pulling her hair enough so her head was lifted off the bed. You could see into her deep cleavage.

The second was from Mark's point of view, fucking her on their desk. His computer keyboard was tossed aside to make room for her, and her tits were clearly in mid shake as he fucked her on all Kevin's belongings.

Underneath, a message:

Chrissy: A few pics from today. I hope you like them... love you! <3

He did. He felt himself get hard again and wondered how many times a person could cum in a week.

"Sorry!" he said, flashing a smile at the woman next to him. "What were you saying?"

"Just saying how usual it is to have a programmer here. How did you meet your girlfriend?"

"Oh, she's..." Kevin blinked. What the hell was she? "She's just... a friend. We're roommates." That felt weird to say.

Beth heard, turning towards him and smiling, confusing him even more.

**

"College?!" asked Kevin over the steak dinner.

Beth's ears were red but she was also smiling. "Yes... College."

"You're the hottest woman I've ever seen, and your first kiss was in college?"

"Well, I just assumed everyone found me intimidating before then!" Kevin laughed. Coming from anyone else, it would sound like boasting, but from Beth, it was probably true. "Why, when was your first?"

Kevin puffed his chest, proudly. "Senior year of high school."

"So one year earlier? In fact, I'd bet we were both eighteen."

"Hey, still high school! I just assume all the girls were so intimidated by me as well..."

A laugh, a real one, escaped her lips. She quickly covered her mouth with her hand.

"Excuse me!" said Kevin, mock offended. "What is so funny about all the girls being intimidated by me?"

"Didn't you mention earlier you were in the chess club?"

"Yes, so?"

"And the computer club?"

"What exactly is your point?" asked Kevin with humor, knowing exactly what it was.

"I just have a very clear picture of high school you."

"You think we would have been friends?"

"I think," said Beth with a smile on her face, "I would have been shoving you into lockers."

"Fair."

"But only because I would have had a crush on you."

There was an awkward beat at the implication that there was something more than sex between them. They studied each other. What was he to Beth, Kevin wondered for the thousandth time.

Luckily, their phones both dinged, saving them from strange thoughts.

Beth looked down first. She sighed. "They better clean up after this."

Kevin saw- another set up dirty pictures. The first was of Chrissy bent over the countertop in the Kitchen, big tits pressed down as he fucked her hard. The second was her riding him on the couch, where you could clearly see the whole length of his huge cock.

Kevin was intensely aroused at it, but also in awe. "Have they...eaten at all today?"

Beth chuckled. "It's been a long time coming."

He sighed, putting his phone down. "You're right. Their chemistry is... something else."

She nodded, thoughtfully.

"So... dessert?"

She smiled. "Oh, I've got an idea for dessert."

***

That evening, Beth streamed the video call to their hotel TV. In it, Kevin could see Chrissy from Mark's point of view.

She was bent over on the bed, ready to be fucked on all fours. Beth was in the same exact position on their hotel room bed.

"Oh god, Mark. Fuck me."

Kevin almost shook his head. She hadn't had enough? They'd been fucking all day.

In his hands was the dildo- the perfect mold of Mark. The idea was simple and hugely erotic: Mark's dick would be fucking both of them at the same time. Just like Kevin had that morning, he lined up behind Beth, holding the base of the dildo to his stomach. He was going to be fucking her as if the cock was his.

"Ready?" asked Mark to his phone. He held it in front of himself to give Beth and Kevin a perfect point of view.

"Fuck us, baby," said Beth.

Mark started shoving his real cock into Chrissy on the screen. Kevin started fucking Beth with the fake one.

It was torment watching Beth's perfect heart shaped ass bounce on this cock that was not his, that could feel no pleasure for him. And at the same time, watching his beautiful girlfriend get fucked by the real version of the cock thousands of miles away.

Torment. Beautiful, erotic torment. His little cock was rock solid below the fake one.

Both girls began to squeal in pleasure.

"Fuck," said Chrissy on the call. "Fuck, Mark. You are filling me up. You are filling me up so good daddy, so good."

"Mm, me too, baby," said Beth. "You feel so fucking hard in me."

"You like that?" asked Mark.

"Yes," said both girls at the same time.

Kevin's cock twitched painfully at the sight of both girls being pleasured by the huge cocks. Mark began to speed up his thrusting, and Kevin matched him.

"Oh fuck, baby," said Beth. "That feels so good, you are so fuckign deep inside me."

"Mm, god, I love this fucking cock," said Chrissy to him.

"Push yourself back on me," demanded Mark. Both girls began pushing back on his dick, pumping themselves up and down the cock. They were both insanely good at it, though Chrissy could actually take him to the base. Beth couldn't quite get the whole dildo, though she was close.

"You like how deep I am?" he asked.

"Yes, baby," said Beth at the same time Chrissy said "Yes, daddy."

"I'm going to fucking make you cum," he said. He took back control and began to fuck Chrissy hard. Kevin did the same, matching his pace, watching his new big cock slam in and out of Beth.

Mark and Kevin kept pumping in and out of their girls, both moaning and asking for more. Both of them were building up orgasms, getting close and closer as Mark kept pounding. Kevin was getting exhausted just trying to match him, and he hadn't been fucking all day.

Chrissy began to moan deeper- Kevin could tell she was close. "Oh fuck, Mark. Fuck. Here it comes. Here it comes, baby, you're going to make me cum again..."

"Yes, fucking yes," said Beth, "I'm going to cum on your cock, your cock that's so hard for me, yes, keep fucking my pussy hard, keep going, keep fucking..."



And with that, both girls came, cumming on identical cocks thousands of miles apart, screaming Mark's name. Kevin couldn't see Mark's face but knew he was pretty fucking pleased with himself.

He wasn't done, though. He kept pumping through their orgasms, so Kevin did as well.

"Holy shit," said Chrissy. "Your big fucking balls keep slapping my clit. Keep slapping my tight pussy. It feels sooo fucking good."

Beth looked back at Kevin. "Get between my legs and lick me again."

Kevin quickly slid between her legs, assuming the same position as the morning: putting his tongue on her clit and fucking her with the dildo. This time, though, there was the erotic background sounds of his girlfriend getting fucked by Mark.

"Oh, god!" said Beth, reaching new heights of pleasure. "Oh fuck, Kevin. That is so good. Keep licking me like that."

Mark began to grunt. "I'm... I'm getting close. Where do you want it?"

"Don't you dare pull out of me," said Chrissy. "Fill me up, Daddy."

Everyone shivered at that idea. Kevin couldn't see Mark anymore, as he was trapped beneath Beth's glorious hips, but he could hear the loud sounds of his huge balls slapping against Chrissy. He could hear that the pace reached glorious new heights and he matched it with his dildo.

Beth squirmed. "I fucking love this, I fucking love this, I fucking... love..."

Mark grunts got louder. "You want me to cum in you again, you want me to fill you up you slut, well here it comes... "

Chrissy was moaning into her pillows. "Oh god, oh god, oh god oh god oh god,"

And Kevin, unable to control himself, reached a hand down to start jerking himself.

And all four of them came, hard, right at the same time.

***

Mark and Chrissy lay next to each other, holding each other, naked and exhausted. Mark was on his back, and Chrissy snuggled into him, huge breasts pressed against him. They did little else that day but nap, fool around, and eat delivery food. They only took a break so she could grade her student's work. It was an amazing day. But now, it was late, and they both had work in the morning.

"That," she said, "was genuinely amazing."

Mark smiled. "Thanks."

"People told me guys with big cocks are lazier in bed, but... not you. No sir." She reached down and squeezed the cock, almost as if to thank it too. "But I think I will be sore."

"A little dancing tomorrow night will help you."

She looked flabbergasted. "Again?"

He smiled and kissed her. "Trust me, it'll be exactly what you'll need. As long as you don't drink every free drink that goes your way."

She blushed. "Never again. Only what you buy me."

He smiled. "Oh, so I'm buying now?"

"That's right. Now that you're fucking me, that's the deal." She smiled softly. "Though I'll buy you some too."

They kissed again.

She sighed, closing her eyes, leaning back. "I wonder... if their sex is this good."

"You mean... Beth and Kevin?"

"Yeah."

Mark laughed. "Okay, firstly, do you really think they've had sex yet?"

Chrissy's eyes popped open, surprised. "But... the rule. It's broken. All bets are off."

"I doubt Beth will think of it that way. And secondly," he said, pulling her in close, "There is absolutely no chance in hell it is that good."

"Mm," she said, with a bit of pride in her voice. They kissed again. Still very sexually, but with a bit of tenderness too.

"But why don't we see, hmm?" He reached over, picked up his phone, and sent Beth a text. "Who knows. Maybe Kevin got lucky and we can hear how he performed." Mark snickered at this, clearly thinking it was a funny idea.

Chrissy hit him playfully. "Be nice! That's my boyfriend."

"For now. Soon you'll both be dating me."

Chrissy rolled her eyes. His cockiness was attractive in bed, but was slightly annoying after it. Kevin was a far better lover than Mark was giving him credit for.

His phone dinged. "Well, let's get our answer..." he said, with his crooked smile.

He picked up his phone, read the message, and his smile suddenly disappeared, replaced by a look of shock.

"Hah!" said Chrissy. "They did hook up??"

Mark shook his head in disbelief. "No, they haven't yet."

"Oh, poor Kevin. Why must Beth torture you so?"

"No... you don't understand. He turned her down."

Chrissy looked at him quizzically, the words not making sense to her. "...What?"

"She asked him to fuck her. He said no."

******************

We're very nearly at the end. Are you ready for the homecoming?

Thank you for reading!


The Rule Ch. 07

"No? What do you mean 'no'?"

"I mean," said Kevin, studying Beth carefully, "just that. I'm... not sure I want to. I'm not sure we should."

There was an awkward silence as they studied each other. Kevin sat on the chair next to the couch in the suite of their hotel room. Beth sat on the couch, eyes locked to his. Her glare was icy- clearly, in her wildest dreams she didn't expect Kevin to turn her down.

"Is this some kind of power play?" she asked. "Are you trying to get the upper hand here? Trying to see what it's like to deny me, instead of the other way around?" Her tone was genuinely curious, but her eyes told him she would eat him alive if he was attempting this.

"No, it's not like that."

Her eyes softened- the confusion was winning out. "Do you like being denied that much? The teasing? Enough that you'd rather not...?"

"No. No, Beth, this isn't part of... I'm not playing the game right now."

The icy stare melted away, and she leaned forward. "Okay. Talk to me. We've been building to this for weeks. What is it? I assume some part of you wants to. What's holding you back?"

Kevin studied her for a few more moments, collecting his thoughts before responding. "Beth... what am I to you?"

She laughed at him, a slight mock to her tone. "That's what this is about? Labels? Labeling our relationship? That's awfully cliche."

"No, it's not that. Not exactly. Once we started hooking up outside our significant others... obviously it becomes impossible to define any of these relationships neatly."

She cocked her head. "So... what is it then?"

Kevin leaned back in his chair, sighing. "You didn't answer the question. If you had to define, now, who I was to you. What would the answer be?"

She shrugged. "Depends on who's asking. Some people I'd say roommate. To some others, you'd be a fuckbuddy, really."

"I'm asking," he said with quiet confidence.

Beth blinked at him. "You're my... you're Kevin. I don't know." She seemed uncharacteristically uncertain here, and shook her head. "It seems like we're worrying about labels here, Kevin. Do you... want to be more?"

"It's not about being more."

"Because we have our significant others..."

"It's not."

Beth's reaction to this was unreadable. "Okay..."

"It's about... not becoming less."

Beth cocked her head. "Not becoming... less?"

Kevin sighed again, finally digging into it. "Beth, you... the way you look at people is so different than anyone else I know. Every relationship to you seems like it's... competitive. Mark and you are constantly trying to outdo each other. And your coworkers. It seems like you either view them as your opponents or as stepping stones to get what you want. You never talk about friends or family, really. I'm not even sure... if you'd say you have any friends, really."

Beth shrugged. "So what? I've always been independent and competitive. In fact, I bet that's part of why you're attracted to me."

Kevin shook his head. "Beth, no, you don't understand- this isn't a critique of you. I like these things about you. But here's the thing. I think you don't really see me as a roommate or as a fuck buddy. I think you see me as a challenge."

"Okay... so?"

"So. What happens to us once there's no challenge left?"

Something clicked in Beth's eyes- she was beginning to understand what he meant.

"Before The Rule," continued Kevin, "Or really- before you discovered it- we had no relationship at all. A few light conversations over breakfast, but we were essentially acquaintances who happened to be roommates by pure, random circumstance. You would hardly look up from your morning paper to say hello to me.

"But as soon as you found out about The Rule, I became suddenly and intensely part of your focus. Because you and Mark saw in Chrissy and me a sort of fun challenge. You wanted to see how far you could get us to break our Rules just using your charisma and beauty. And look, it was and is really, really fun to be a part of that. No kidding, it's a dream come true. I'm sure Chrissy would say the same thing.

"But there are these moments between us ... and they keep growing more frequent. They have nothing to do with sex. They're just... moments of... I don't know what they are. When you were putting on my tie, or when we played pinball together. Or when we had dinner together. There are these little bits of genuine connection, of chemistry, of... something else. I mean... maybe it's just on my side..."

Kevin paused to see if Beth would respond to this. She didn't, but Kevin could tell from her eyes that the answer was complex.

"Well," he continued, "I... don't want to lose all that. And my worry- my fear here- is that once you've won the game, you've broken every rule we could make... we go back to the way we were. Because I'm no longer a challenge to beat, a game to win... we go back to...acquaintances. Strangers in the same apartment. Irrelevant to you.

"So... if those are my options... either we sleep together and the game ends and our relationship is over... or the game keeps going... I'm going to keep the game going. Because I don't think I want to... I don't think I can lose the relationship we've discovered, whatever it is."

They studied each other for a moment.

"Does that make sense?" Kevin asked.

She nodded. "It does." She shook her head. "You're really going to turn me down? Because of our... relationship?"

Kevin nodded. "Because of our... friendship," he said, simply.

She bit her lip. "My instincts are screaming that you're just doing this to manipulate me. That this is just a play to become the dominant one."

"To what end, exactly? You just asked to sleep together. If I kept my mouth shut, we'd be fucking right now. That's why I had to wait to bring this up until... until you asked. So you'd know it wasn't a play. I don't have anything to gain here. Not sexually, anyway." Kevin smiled. "Besides, you're not really worried about that."

She cocked her head. "I'm not?"

"No. You know why?"

"Why?"

"Because you know me better than that."

They studied each other in silence. The implication was clear: there was some level of connection and trust between them beyond just roommates.

Beth smiled, with a soft laugh. "You've really changed, you know. You've gained... confidence."

Kevin smiled back. "I haven't changed as much as you think. It's just... you've taught me to try to see the things people really want. All I've done is finally asked that question to myself, and thought about what I really want."

"And what's that?"

Kevin stood up, putting a hand in his pocket. He stepped in front of her, looking down at her. "I want you to prove to me that I'm more than a challenge. I want you to prove to me that I have some meaning to you. And I want you to prove to me that if I let you break the last Rule, you'll still think of me as... important in your life. In some way."

"You mean..."

Kevin nodded. "Sell me, Beth. After that, if you want to fuck or never touch me again, I'll be happy. But either way... at least in some ways... I'll be yours. But if you can't... I feel like I have to draw the line here."

***

By the time Kevin woke up the next morning- on their last full day in Vegas- Beth had already gone to her conference.

They had slept in their own rooms.

He felt distinctly weird as he stared at the ceiling above his bed. Had he really turned down Beth? When he would obviously have his girlfriend's blessing to hook up with her? The hottest woman he had ever seen?

He sighed, taking a deep breath. Knowing it was the right call. Or at least telling himself that.

He picked up his phone from the nightstand, checking the time. Chrissy would be having lunch about now. He tapped her name, starting a call.

"Hey!" came her voice. She would never pick up in the classroom, so he knew she was in the teacher's lounge.

"Hey, baby," he said.

"How are you doing?"

"I'm great," he said. Though deep down he couldn't shake the odd feeling of drawing the line with Beth, hearing Chrissy's voice immediately put a smile on his face. "How are you?"

"I'm great. I mean, I've got a handsome boyfriend who lets me..." she coughed, her voice becoming softer so nobody could hear her, "uh, fool around, with my hot roommate." Her voice perked up again. "Life is good!"

Kevin laughed. You could tell: Chrissy was loving life right now. "I'm glad, baby."

"How do you feel? I mean..." She trailed off, her voice quiet again. "I just want to make sure. It seemed like you were having fun, but... are you okay? With the last... break? The last Rule gone?"

Kevin blinked, surprised she asked. "What, you mean you and Mark fucking?"

"Shh!"

"I'm not on speaker, am I?"

"No, no! Of course not. But Rachel is in the room with her headphones in, and if she sees I'm blushing this hard she's going to start asking me questions."

Kevin laughed. "You mean, I shouldn't mention how many times Mark made you orgasm? Or when he covered you in his cum? Or how about when he was fucking you from behind and you-"

"Kevin!"

He laughed again. "All right, all right."

"Please stop," she begged, though he could tell there was a sense of relief in her voice that he was joking around about the subject.

"I'm done! I'm totally fine, hun. It was easily... easily... the hottest night of my life. Watching the two of you... it was insane. You guys have off the charts chemistry."

"Good! Good. You're sure you're okay?"

"Of course. Really. Why?"

She paused before answering. "I just... heard you turned Beth down. I wanted to make sure it wasn't because you... felt weird about me hooking up with..."

"Oh! Oh, no. It has nothing to do with that."

"Good," she said with relief. "So... why'd you turn her down?"

He studied the ceiling in thought. What was the best way to describe it? "It's just... I don't know. Beth and I have actually become, kind of... friends, or something. I just wanted to make sure the sex wasn't going to... complicate that. Or really end it all together."

There was a pause. "Really?"

"Yeah. I don't know. I just wanted to make sure of our footing, I guess. Before that last step."

She groaned.

"What?"

"I just..." He could hear her swallow before she continued. "That's just the first time I really, actually, felt a little jealous, this whole time."

"Oh, no! It's not-"

"No, I know," she said. "But it's just... you're putting the relationship with her above the sex with her. Which is the right thing to do, probably, but..."

"It's not like... that."

"I know." She giggled a little. "And look, I don't really have a leg to stand on here. I mean, Mark and I just... you should really be the one feeling jealous, here." Her voice got serious. "I know things are changing here, fast. With our relationships to these two, and maybe a bit with each other. I don't mind that. Just promise me... when you get home... you'll love me as much as you did when you left."

It pained his heart to hear the worry in her voice. "Chrissy. I promise. I'll love you more."

"That is the right response," she said, her voice sounding genuinely comforted. "Now go tell Beth to figure this out!" Her voice adopted a goofier tone. "I want you to fuck our roommate, too, babe! At least then we'd be on equal footing."

"What?!" came a voice from the phone's background. Rachel, clearly, had overheard that one.

"Oh shit," said Chrissy. Kevin laughed as he pictured her intense blush. "Um, I gotta go."

"Good luck explaining that one," Kevin said with a smile.

She groaned. "I love you."

"I love you more," he responded, before hearing the click.

***

Rather than worry about his relationships, Kevin poured into his work. Ticket after ticket, fix after fix, he was a machine, tackling problems left and right.

The day flew past. He had lunch delivered to the room, but hardly looked up from his laptop as he ate.

He was a little worried he hadn't heard from Beth. Had their talk... had he ruined everything? He pushed the thought out, diving back into his work, distracting himself.

Finally, in the late afternoon, the door opened. Beth appeared, putting down a notepad.

"Hey!" said Kevin, a little eagerly.

"Hey," she said. Her voice was cold and neutral- the voice Beth had before all this began. That made Kevin feel a little uneasy.

"How was it today?"

"Good." She sat down on the couch next to him. "How is... coding life?"

"Good. Busy."

There was an awkward pause as Beth tapped away on her phone. Kevin felt his heart race, kicking himself. Did all this... make them take a step back in their relationship?

"Can you get out early?" she asked him.

"I think so. Why?"

Finally, Beth put down the phone and spoke again. "We'll head to the hotel's penthouse. I'm going to play a couple hands of poker with a client at a private table. And then we'll get dinner." Her voice softened, and she finally looked at him. "And... talk."

"Yeah?" he asked, relief in his voice that her icy tone melted a bit.

"Yeah. Just the two of us."

Kevin felt a smile creep on his face. "Good. I'm looking forward to it."

She smiled back, but there was still a certain closedness to her. A bit of strangeness in the air. "Throw on your suit and be ready in- thirty?"

"Sure," he said. She got up, walked to her room, and closed the door behind her.

He sighed. He closed his own laptop, headed to his room, and threw on his suit and fixed his hair, getting ready.

When he was done, he went back to the common room, opening up the laptop and putting a couple finishing touches on things at work.

After thirty minutes had passed, almost to the minute, Beth's door opened again.

Gone was the perfectly put together corporate outfit. Instead, she wore a stunning evening gown, still professional, but one which brought out her striking beauty. It was blue to match his own navy suit, though was lighter in color. A cut along the side teased a long leg, and a tight center accentuated her hourglass shape. It left her shoulders exposed, and as she walked into the room, he noted how much of the back was left revealed as well.

"Jesus. Beth."

She looked at him.

"You look gorgeous."

She gave a small smile. "It's a nice dress, isn't it?"

"Well, you'd look good in a potato sack. But yes, you look... stunning."

He stood up in front of her. With higher heels on, she was again just an inch or so taller than Kevin was. Her hands found their way to his tie, almost reaching out to adjust it, before pausing, just inches away from his chest.

"Not quite right?" he asked, lost in her eyes. The dress really brought out the blue in them.

Her fingers lingered for a moment, before she seemed to make a decision, quickly fixing the tie. Once it was in the right spot, she flattened it, resting her hand on his chest for a moment.

"There," she said, breathlessly. "Perfect."

They studied each other's faces for a moment, both trying hard to ignore the sudden and obvious sexual tension.

Kevin broke first, stepping aside and offering her an arm.

She wrapped her hands around his arm, linking together, and they began to walk to the elevator.

"This feels like prom, or something," Kevin said lightly, once they were in the hallway. "I just need a corsage."

"I wouldn't know," said Beth. "I never went to mine."

"What?" asked Kevin, genuinely shocked.

"I didn't have a date."

"Well I could never get a date, either. But I did go with friends. You didn't want to...?"

"No, I never really had..." Beth trailed off, her ears red. She looked so uncharacteristically unsure of herself at that moment. "I didn't have that many close friends, growing up."

They stood in front of the elevator together. Kevin looked at her for a moment. "Really?"

"Yep." She smiled at Kevin, sadly. "You know, I haven't ever told anyone that in years."

He was suddenly struck by an idea. He glanced over at the table across from the elevators, looking for any prop. Nothing but a notepad- it would have to do.

He walked over to it and ripped off the first page, crumpling it into a cone vaguely resembling the shape of a bouquet of flowers.

"Beth?" he asked seriously, turning back towards her.

Beth looked at him as if he'd gone insane. "Yes?"

"Will you," he started, getting on one knee, "go to prom with me?" He held out the crumpled paper bouquet dramatically for effect.

Beth looked absolutely dumbfounded for a second, before her hand found its way to her face, covering a laugh, tickled at the absurdity of it.

Kevin smiled, glad to see her icy shell was melting further.

"So is that a yes or...?"

"Yes, Kevin," she said, her eyes still laughing. "I'd love to go to prom with you."

He stood up. "Great. Can your mom drive us?"

She laughed again. "We're not getting a limo?"

He offered his arm again, which she took, smiling. "Look," he said, showing her the paper, "I don't even have real flower money. You think I have limo money?" He leaned towards the nearby trash, looking to toss it in.

"Don't!" she said.

He turned to her, genuinely surprised at her tone. "You seriously...?"

"A girl only gets flowers for prom once," she said, mock seriously. She took the cone of paper and held it at her side, smiling back at him.

Somehow, despite starting the day in a weird place, they were back to where they belonged, thought Kevin as they got on the elevator. She pressed the top button, and they began to ascend.

"You're right," she said, quietly. "We'll talk about it tonight, but. Those moments. I don't want to lose them, either."

They looked at each other seriously in silence.

The moment was interrupted by the ding of the elevator, revealing their floor. Beth led them down the hallway, opening the door to the penthouse.

Inside the large suite was a small group of executives mingling, everyone dressed their best. All eyes glanced at Beth- Kevin may as well have been invisible next to her. One older gentleman waved at her across the room, and Beth smiled back politely.

"That's the CFO at a company called Lumina," she whispered to Kevin.

"You need to go schmooze with him?"

She tsk'd at Kevin. "Too desperate. I'll let him come to me."

"Such a shark," replied Kevin with a smile.

An attractive hostess greeted them, holding a glass of champagne for each of them. "Welcome! There's food on the table around the corner, and we can get you any of the drinks we offer at the hotel. Please let me know if you two need anything."

Beth held out the paper bouquet once they had taken their glasses. "Can you protect this with your life?"

The hostess looked down at what was, quite clearly, a crumpled piece of blank paper. "Um. Sure?" She took it carefully before flashing them a practiced smile.

"That woman thinks you're insane," said Kevin quietly to Beth as the hostess walked away.

Beth shrugged. "There'll be a big tip in it for her for humoring me."

Kevin gestured around. "So how is this... legal? I mean, we're gambling in a hotel room in Vegas. I assumed it would be more regulated than this."

"Chips aren't worth anything. They're not the casino's real chips. This is just a friendly game, the dealer gets an hourly rate. Given money will probably exchange hands at some point, it's... legally vague, but we don't mention that to the hotel, and they're happy to bend some rules around given how much money we're the company is spending here this year."

"This is hosted by your company?"

"Yep."

"So are these people mostly your coworkers?"

"No, it's mostly clients and potential clients. But maybe a quarter of the people here work for my company.'

"Is... Jacob here?"

Beth's eyes shined mischievously. "Why?" she whispered, as they made their way further in the suite. "What else do you want to do just outside his view?"



Kevin felt himself blush. "Just... curious what he looked like."

"No, he won't be here at this conference." She poked his side. "Too bad for you."

The memories of his time under her desk came flooding back. Something odd stuck out in his memory.

"Jacob said something on the phone. He said you were the best closer, but you had... the second best record. Something like that."

Beth cocked her head. "You remember that? Even when you were... so busy?"

Kevin blushed further. "I... I don't know. I just remember thinking it was odd."

Beth nodded over at a gentleman sitting alone on a couch. He seemed completely out of place. Older, gray hair, with tortoiseshell glasses. He was slightly overweight- he came across as someone's fun uncle who had gotten lost here, not one of the executive sharks. "He's over there. Rodrigo. Best sales record at the company."

Kevin was surprised. "Him?"

"Yep. Let's say hello."

She led them over to him. Rodrigo stood, smiling warmly. "Beth, you look beautiful," he said, the slightest hint of an accent that Kevin couldn't quite place. Brazilian, maybe?

"What can I say," she said with a smile. "I wanted to look nice for you."

"Somehow I do not think it's an old man like me you're trying to impress." He smiled, extending a hand out to Kevin. "You must be the famous Kevin."

Beth's ears flushed at the comment.

"Nice to meet you," said Kevin, resisting asking what Rodrigo had heard about him.

"I hear you were cooped up coding all day," said Rodrigo with a smile. "Must be nice to stretch your legs, eh?"

Kevin opened his mouth to respond, but paused, and couldn't help but turn towards Beth, shocked that she was talking about him to her coworkers.

"Don't look at me like that! Rodrigo somehow gets all the right information out of everyone. If I knew he was going to try to embarrass me immediately, I would not have walked over here."

Rodrigo laughed- a hearty, full belly laugh. "Sorry, Beth! Kevin, my friend, when you know someone as serious as Beth, here, you have to take advantage of these little moments to tease her. Don't you agree?"

It was immediately apparent why Rodrigo was good at his job: he was instantly and insanely likable. "You know what? I do," said Kevin with a smile.

"Sorry to interrupt," said the CFO Beth wanted to talk to, suddenly appearing at their side. "I just wanted to say hello to Beth,"

"Oh, Ethan! I thought I saw you," said Beth. They kissed on the cheek.

"My COO wanted to say hello, as well- do you have a second?"

Beth looked at Kevin, who nodded. With that she slipped off to another conversation, leaving him with Rodrigo. Kevin couldn't help it and took one glance at her ass as she walked away, which the dress hugged very well.

Rodrigo and Kevin spoke for a while, while Beth mingled with those she had to.

Eventually, the hostess came around, telling those that were interested in playing to take their seat around the card table. Most people stayed mingling, but a few- including Beth and her CFO- sat down at the table.

The dealer dealt the cards, and slowly the game began to unfold. Mostly people kept mingling and doing business around the table, but when the pot would get big or when there would be a lot of action, people would quiet down to watch.

One thing became obvious quickly: Beth was good. Really good. Seemed not only to be unreadable for the other players at the table, but had an incredible understanding of what cards the other players had based on how they were betting.

Kevin watched in awe as, slowly but surely, the pile of chips in front of her kept growing.

Every now and then she would glance at Kevin, who smiled back at her. She kept giving him strange looks, as if she was trying to figure something out.

Eventually, she asked to be dealt out a hand, and stood up, walking over to Kevin.

"Hey!" he said as she came up to him. "You're killing it. I had no idea-"

"Come with me," she said seriously. She led him to a door and through it to the suite's large balcony, which overlooked the strip. They were the only ones on it.

Kevin looked at her quizzically. "What?"

She looked embarrassed as she turned towards him. "You've got to stop smiling when I've got a good hand."

"Wh- what?"

"You're... you're smiling. Every time I've got the winning hand. But not when I'm bluffing. So. How do you notice? What's my tell?"

Kevin studied her. "I... Beth, I had no idea I was doing that. I have no idea what your tell is."

She tapped her foot, impatiently.

"Seriously! Beth, I really had no idea I was doing that."

"Well stop it before another player notices." She seemed flustered that he was able to read her.

"I'm sorry."

She opened her mouth to say something, then thought better of it. Turning back, she went inside.

Kevin joined Rodrigo again, this time, being more careful as he watched the game. He did everything in his power to keep his face neutral.

But... It was a good question. How did he know?

After a few hands, he realized again she was happy with her cards. He studied her carefully: the way her eyes shined, the way her breathing changed.

With a start, he realized how subtle these changes were. Was he really picking up on them without thinking?

"Rodrigo," he said, turning to him, "I'm guessing you're good at reading people."

"I am."

"Tell me- do you think Beth is happy or sad with her hand right now?"

Rodrigo laughed. "Beth? At the poker table? Nobody's that good. I can hardly tell what she's thinking most of the time, let alone when she's trying to hide it."

Kevin studied her, more and more confident she had a great hand.

The betting came down to just her and the CFO. The pot was getting massive. They sat next to each other, betting each other up until finally, with a sad smile, Beth threw in her cards.

"Guess she wasn't too happy with her cards, then," said Rodrigo.

"She had him," said Kevin with quiet confidence.

She stood up from the table, out of chips. There was some good natured clapping for her from those still watching the game.

She walked back towards Kevin with a smile. "I think I'm ready for dinner. How about you?"

Kevin smiled. "Yeah? Okay, let's..."

The CFO- Ethan- came running over, stepping in front of Kevin to get in front of Beth. "Just wanted to say how much fun that was, Beth."

Beth smiled at him, but Kevin saw a moment of annoyance flash across her face. "I'm glad! You're too good for me, but it was fun while it lasted."

Kevin bit his cheek, knowing she could have wrecked him, but chose not to. He sidestepped his way around Ethan who either did not notice him or had intentionally blocked him out.

"Listen," continued Ethan, who Kevin decided he did not like, "We're about ready to call it here. I wanted to let you know, I was talking with my COO- I think we're in a good position to have a contract signed by the end of the month."

Rodrigo and Beth's faces showed that this was a big deal.

"That's fantastic, Ethan." said Beth.

"Why don't you come to dinner tonight and we can hammer out the details?" asked Ethan.

Beth blinked. "Oh, sorry, Ethan, I have plans already."

Ethan looked at her oddly, and then scoffed. "Well, cancel them! I know this would be a big contract for your company. One of the biggest, if I'm not mistaken."

"That may be..."

"So... I sort of expect to be a priority, here."

Yeah, Kevin really decided he hated Ethan. That being said, he didn't want to get in the way of Beth's career, which he knew was important to her. He chimed in, "Beth, it's fine, we can..."

Beth shot him a look that told him to shut up. "Ethan, trust me, you'll be our company's biggest priority. But I just need to wait until next week- we can set something up when we're both home. Literally the first thing Monday. How does that sound?"

Ethan looked offended. "It doesn't seem like we're the biggest priority if we need to wait all the way until next week. We're looking to move fast here. I'm sorry, Beth, but this is a bad indicator..."

Kevin cleared his throat. "Beth, seriously, I..."

"What about this weekend?" she said, interrupting Kevin. "I can call you Saturday first thing and we can walk through it."

Ethan sighed. "You want me to work on the weekend just so you can get dinner with another company tonight?"

Beth stared at Ethan, her eyes full of focus. You could really see her study him, really think about the whole situation.

Beth sighed, then put on a bright smile. Kevin was sure it looked full and happy to anyone that didn't know her well. "All right. You win. You're right, of course. You'll get all the details hashed out tonight over dinner."

Ouch.

Kevin knew it was the right call, of course. This sounded like it was a valuable contract, both for her and for the company. In his head, he knew she made the right choice.

But he couldn't help it. He was looking forward to tonight, and some part of him- a big part of him- felt crushed that she chose the contract over him. He forced a smile at Beth, but knew it probably looked sad.

Ethan looked pleased. "Excellent!"

"I need to run to my room to grab my purse- why don't you head down to the lobby in... twenty minutes?"

"Perfect. Thank you, Beth. Trust me, that was the right call- we'll have something in place by the end of the month. See you down there!" Ethan walked away, heading towards the hallway.

Beth, Kevin and Rodrigo watched him walk away.

"What an ass," said Rodrigo quietly.

Kevin watched Beth as she watched Ethan walk away. And to his surprise, a smile spread on her face. Not her practiced one, not even the cold one he'd seen so many times. But a warm, genuine smile. The one that made her look so beautiful.

"Well you better get used to him," she said. "Because he's all yours."

Kevin and Rodrigo both did a double take. "What?" asked Rodrigo.

"I told him. I have plans. I'm not going. You take him."

"You want to... you want to split the opportunity?" asked Rodrigo.

"No, Rodrigo. I want you to take the whole thing."

Rodrigo looked at her like she was crazy. "Beth, please- I know he was an ass, but the deal is in the bag. Think about what you're throwing away, here... Lumina is huge!"

"I know. And in twenty minutes their COO and CFO will be waiting downstairs. I'm not fucking meeting them. So you better do it."

"This may be the biggest contract the company has ever pulled, Beth!" Rodrigo was clearly flabbergasted.

"All the more reason you should want it."

Rodrigo shook his head. "You're... you're sure?"

Beth still held that smile, but looked directly into Kevin's eyes. "I'm sure." Beth reached her hand out, and Kevin, still in shock, took it. She began to guide him towards the elevator. "Good luck with him!" she said to Rodrigo over her shoulder.

Kevin could hardly find the words. "Beth, you... you don't have to..."

"I know I don't. That's what makes it impactful, Kevin. I'm choosing it."

Kevin's mouth felt dry. "It sounded like... like a big deal..."

"It is." At the door, she found the hostess. "Hi, can I have my bouquet?"

The hostess looked confused. "Your... what?"

"The piece of paper."

"Oh! Oh, er, right," the hostess said, before running towards the closet. She revealed the crumpled paper, and handed it over to her. Beth slipped her a few twenties as a tip in return.

Beth turned towards Kevin, looking him deep in his eyes, holding the paper. "I know what's important. And I know what I choose." She pulled him away from the suite, down the hallway, the smile still on her face.

"Beth, stop! Wait."

"No."

"Beth, Beth!" He finally began to physically resist her. He pulled his hand out of hers in front of the elevator doors.

"What?" She looked at him, radiating pure confidence. But unlike her usual aura of intimidating, cold confidence, this was pure happy, grounded confidence.

"We can... we can talk later, you can still have your deal..."

She rolled her eyes. "Kevin, there's always going to be another deal! There's always going to be another thing for me to conquer. Something for me to win. But there's only one moment, one time, here with you. When we go back to New York, things are going to be more complicated. We're all fucking each other, for gods sake. It's going to get messy. And now there's all these... stupid emotions, too. But here, now, in this hotel, over dinner, there's just us."

The elevator dinged, opening its doors, and she got on, grabbing his hand again and pulling him in.

"There's just us, and I need you to know- to believe me- when I say that you're not just a game to me. Not just a challenge. That there's something between us that can't go away, that I won't let go away. It's not about the sex- not really.

And holding on to that... whatever it may be... it's not just worth that one deal. It's worth every deal that was going down in that room."

She finally looked at him again. Each drank the other in as the elevator door slowly shut. She was out of breath from the rant, from getting worked up. But something about her energy made her look even more stunning.

The elevator slowly began to drop down towards the lobby as their eyes stayed locked.

Kevin no longer had a shred of doubt.

Neither of them was sure who started it, but they were suddenly on top of one another, kissing with intense passion. Weeks of teasing had led to this moment, and now they were here, and both of them barely had control.

They pressed against each other, kissing deeply, desperately, each hand exploring the other's body, squeezing, feeling, holding whatever it could, pulling the other in tighter, as tight as possible.

Beth moaned into Kevin's mouth. She looked over at the elevator buttons, as Kevin kissed her neck, breathing her in deep.

"We're not..." Kiss. "...making it to..." Kiss, kiss. "dinner, are we?" She could hardly get out the sentence, as they both desperately needed to be kissing the other.

"No," said Kevin, with complete confidence.

Beth reached out, pressing their floor number, before turning back towards him and locking lips with him again. Kevin pressed her hard against the wall, and she continued to moan into his mouth as their tongues intertwined.

The elevator dinged, revealing their floor. Beth dragged Kevin out of there, past other hotel guests with amused faces. It was Vegas, after all- you never knew when you'd see a young couple in the throws of passion.

At their door, Beth desperately fumbled around trying to find the key as Kevin kissed the back of her neck, exploring her body from behind, squeezing her. She moaned, completely distracted from the task at hand.

Finally, with a beep, the door was unlocked.

Beth turned around, grabbing him by the suit and pulling him in for another kiss, as she slowly backed up, dragging him into their suite.

Once the door shut behind them, she began to pull off his suit jacket. At the same time, she kicked off her heels. He began to unbutton his shirt. No matter what they were doing, however, there was never more than a second of their lips apart. Electricity was flying for both of them- the combination of incredible chemistry and weeks of buildup. Beth was slowly leading him towards her bed.

She unzipped the gown and let it fall, revealing a matching blue set of underwear. Kevin got down to just his suit pants, and managed to kick off his shoes.

She crashed back on the bed, and Kevin joined her, breathing in her smells as he kissed her neck. She moaned, happily, her body tingling from the kisses. Her hands ran down his back, grabbing him, feeling him, pulling him in.

"Oh god," she moaned to the ceiling. "That feels good."

Her hands slid down the front of his chest, down his stomach, finding his belt and undoing it. At the same time, Kevin reached behind her back, finding the clasp of her bra. He undid it, easily, with one hand. Beth reached for the button of his pants, and undid it as well.

They disconnected, only out of pure necessity- they needed to get out of these clothes. Beth sat up so she could take off her bra as Kevin slid off his pants. But each second apart was agonizing for both of them- torture as they desperately wanted, needed, to be in contact. They could not keep their eyes off each other.

Beth's perfect breasts were revealed. Kevin felt his cock, already rock solid, twitched at the sight. He threw his pants on the floor, and they were down to just their underwear.

They nearly slammed back into each other, each desperately wanting to feel the other's body, each wanting to explore the other. Kevin pushed Beth back down so she was on her back once again.

His kisses began to lead down her body, kissing first her cheek, then her neck, then down her chest, making his way to one of her perfect breasts. She moaned encouragingly, loving the sensations.

Kevin was doing his best to pace himself, but could tell they both were beyond eager for this to happen.

"Oh, fuck!" said Beth as he put her nipple in his mouth. His hand played with the other big tit, massing the flesh and playing with the nipple. "Oh, God, Kevin, this is crazy, I feel like... I feel like I'm on fire..."

Her hands played with his hair, pulling him tight, pressing him into her tits, encouraging him to go harder, to do more. Kevin did so happily- his cock rock solid in his underwear.

She pulled him up, kissing him again, pushing her tongue into his mouth, which made him moan. She broke the kiss for a moment.

"I need... Kevin, I need you to fuck me. Now." She slid off her panties, sliding them down her long legs before throwing them off the bed.

"You want me to break the Rule? The last one?"

"Yes, baby," she almost hissed between kissing Kevin's face. "Please- please. I need you to fuck me."

"Are you sure?" teased Kevin. He reached a hand down, putting two fingers inside her. Holy shit, he thought. She is absolutely soaked. More than he ever thought anyone could be. "We shouldn't wait another day?"

She moaned at the fingers inside her, her hands gripping the sheets tightly. Both of them were enjoying this shift in the power dynamics: Beth was the one being teased for once. "Please, Kevin. Please!"

He leaned in, kissing her with a smile. He thought about teasing her a bit more, just to see what would happen, but frankly he couldn't wait another moment himself.

"Okay."

With that, there were no more Rules left.

Beth reached down to the waistband of his boxer briefs, sliding it down, and revealing his rock solid cock glistening in precum. She moaned at the sight, loving how excited he was for her.

Kevin positioned himself between her legs, leaning forward, so their bodies were pressed together. They began to kiss, desperately again, their tongues intertwined. As she reached around his back to hold him tightly, her big tits pressed against his chest.

He reached down, guiding his hard cock to her soaking wet pussy. He pressed against the entrance, causing her to moan deeply.

He left it there for just a moment as they kissed and pressed into each other, teasing her pussy with the tip, feeling how wet it was. Feeling how wet it was for him of all people.

She reached a hand around, grabbing the side of his hip, and pulling, demanding, doing everything in her power to get him inside her.

Slowly but surely, he pushed in, gently rocking inside her inch by inch.

"Oh, fuck..." she moaned into his face. Though they had broken the kiss, their faces were still close, almost touching noses, as if they couldn't bear for them to be apart for more than a moment. "Oh fuck, Kevin, oh fuck..."

Finally he was all the way in, and began to really fuck her, pulling all the way out and back in, though he kept the rhythm slow. He looked down and watched as those big, perfect tits shook up and down with each stroke. It was beautiful.



As he increased the rhythm, they kissed again, pushing their bodies together as they fucked. Hands still exploring, but never breaking the filthy kiss for more than a few moments.

"Oh, God," moaned Beth again. "Fuck. That is good. This feels so good, this feels so... fucking good..."

He started fucking her even faster, encouraged by her reaction. This made her moan even more, kissing him even harder. Finally, is was too much for her to continue the kiss- as he fucked her, she just laid back and moaned.

Their eyes locked together, drinking the other in, watching as the other was getting overwhelmed with pleasure.

Kevin could see an orgasm building in Beth as he fucked her. It wasn't the same as the others he had seen from her. It was more intimate- she looked more flush. She wasn't as loud as she had been with the dildo, sure, but she was almost whimpering with pleasure. As if, for once, she didn't have control over it.

Kevin felt his own orgasm start to build- his cock twitched and his balls tightened. He was honestly surprised he'd lasted this long. After all, this was a moment he'd dreamed about for some time.

"Beth, I'm... I'm going to cum..."

"Just a little longer, just a little bit more..."

Kevin's pace increased, causing her moans to reach new heights. He was doing his best to fight against the oncoming orgasm, but it was simply too erotic for him. One of her hands rested next to her head- he reached out, intertwining his fingers in hers. She squeezed his hand, hard.

"Ohh, fuck," she moaned.

"Oh god, Beth, you are so fucking hot, this feels so fucking good, I'm going to... to fucking..."

"Cum in me," she demanded, wrapping her legs around him, giving him no choice. "I want you to cum in my pussy, Kevin, I want you to fucking shoot your load inside me, I want you to fucking shoot your cum inside my pussy..."

He kissed her, without breaking his rhythm, still fucking her with her legs wrapped around him tightly. Both of their moans grew louder in each other's mouth.

Kevin broke the kiss. "Fuck, Beth, I'm going to fucking..."

She was close too. "Yes, Kevin, fucking yes, yes, yes, do it, cum in my tight little pussy, I'm going to, I'm going to fucking... I'm going to fucking cum, oh my god, oh my god...!"

He felt her tighten around his cock as her orgasm started, which pushed him over the edge. "Fucking... fuck!" he screamed, finally hitting his own orgasm, burying his head down in the pillow next to her.

He filled her up, cuming rope after rope, the sensation of which brought Beth's orgasm to glorious new heights. The two came together, squeezing each other tightly, orgasms deliciously intertwined. Kevin could feel Beth's legs shiver around him as the massive orgasm washed over her.

Finally, they both came down from the massive highs. They kissed once more, this time slower, sweeter, enjoying the sensations.

They breathed in each other's faces for a second, catching their breath. Kevin finally pulled himself out of her, crashing on the bed next to her.

They both stared at the ceiling, both out of breath.

Finally, Beth spoke. "That. Was insane."

Kevin laughed, turning his head towards her. "Yes. Yeah, it was."

She turned her head too. They both held eye contact as Beth reached down and squeezed his hand in hers. Kevin leaned in, and they kissed again- this time, just a gentle press of the lips together.

She broke the kiss with a smile- another warm, genuine one. Kevin wished he could take a picture of her like this, all naked and happy.

"Worth the wait?" she asked.

He smiled back at her. "The wait and then some." He shook his head. "That is not how I imagined this going."

"No?" she asked, her eyes curious.

"I thought you'd be... making fun of my cock size, or something. Teasing me more, denying me."

Beth looked at him quizzically. "You know, I only do that stuff because you like it. You know that, right? Because we like those games. But they're just games."

"I know! Trust me, I am not complaining."

"If you weren't so into the humiliation stuff, I'd tell you that we just had some of the best sex of my life. Maybe the best. And that the orgasm was massive."

He smiled and kissed her again.

"But since you are," she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief and her tone teasing, "I'll tell you that the orgasm was nothing compared to the one with the dildo last night."

Kevin swallowed, feeling the power dynamics start to shift back to where they were. "Yeah?"

"Oh, yeah. Mark's cock and your tongue working together? It was insane." Her voice became more confident, more seductive. She turned into him, her big tits pressing against his arm. "I just felt so... full, you know? I didn't realize how full until I could compare it to yours today."

Beth and Kevin both watched as his cock, soft just moments ago, sprung to life. Beth smiled at him.

Her fingers casually traced along his chest, tormenting him. "It just doesn't really seem fair," she said, adopting an overly pouty tone. "Chrissy gets my boyfriend's big cock back home, and I'm stuck here with your little guy. Not my best trade, huh? I thought maybe it'd feel better than it looks, but no such luck. Good thing I'm so good at faking orgasms, hmm?"

"Fuck," mumbled Kevin, his cock once again rock hard.

Beth smiled at him. "Hey, I have an idea. Since you didn't even last long enough to get me into a second position, why don't we try one? Maybe you'll last a little longer this time. Come on, sit up."

Kevin did as he was told, sitting next to her.

"Now why did you shoot your load so quickly, hmm?" she asked, gently flicking his cock. "Hmm, maybe it was because of my perfect tits?" She ran her hands up her body, squeezing them. "They're pretty big and perky, don't you think?"

"Yes, Beth. They're amazing."

"Well, maybe if those were out of sight you'd last a bit longer." She pretended to have an idea, her smile wicked. "Oh I know." She got on all fours, presenting her ass to him. "Why don't you fuck me from behind? Maybe you'll be more in control then."

Fuck.

There it was. The glorious, heart shaped ass he'd been dreaming about for years. Finally presented to him, not as a tease, but to fuck.

His cock, painfully hard from all of Beth's wicked teasing, twitched at the sight.

"There might be a little cum. With Mark I have to clean up right away- I'm practically drowning in cum. With your little creampie, I think we can get right back to it, hmm?" She shook her ass back and forth at him. "Well? Come on, lover... boy."

He got on his knees behind her, positioning his cock by her opening. He took a moment to enjoy the sight, taking a mental picture of his cock near her perfect ass.

Looking back over her shoulder, she smiled at the sight of him drinking in the view. She reached back, roughly grabbing an asscheek in one hand, squeezing and shaking it for him. "Oh no, Kevin! Don't tell me you're going to lose it to my ass, too?" She firmly spanked herself, just like she did the first day she teased him.

Kevin moaned and saw precum form at the tip of his cock. He would never be able to last like this.

"Well? Come on, baby boy. Fuck me."

He slid inside her, grabbing her hips, sliding all the way inside her and starting to fuck her. The sensations from his cock mixed with the view of her ass starting to jiggle was driving him insane.

"More," she teased, "Fuck me deeper."

He pushed harder into her, but he was pressed again her ass as close as he could be.

"More!"

"I... I can't," said Kevin through gritted teeth, trying to stay in control.

"What's that?"

"I can't... I'm all the way in."

Beth sighed. "Oh, well. I guess that'll do. Why don't we start fucking at a normal pace, though?"

Beth started throwing her ass back, which bounced erotically against his body. The slapping sound filled the room. She was an expert at this, and her pace was intense.

Fuck. Kevin wasn't going to make it.

"Beth, I'm going to..."

"What?" She craned her head back, looking at him. "Are you seriously about to cum again? We've been fucking for... less than a minute."

"This is so fucking hot, Beth, I..."

She started pushing back harder, her ass bouncing against him. "Come on, Baby boy, you just need to think of something else. Stop looking at my perfect, heart shaped ass. Stop thinking about the sound it's making as it slaps against you. Stop thinking about how wet my pussy feels and how tight it is around your little dick. Just stop thinking about how fucking hot this all is, and I'm sure you'll be able to-"

"Fuck!" said Kevin, unable to stop himself. He orgasm came, and with it, he grabbed her ass hard with both hands, pounding another orgasm into her pussy.

She lay down on her stomach, turning on her side, and smiling at him.

He collapsed next to her, spooning her from behind and kissing her. "Fuck, Beth. That was so hot."

"Mm, I know." They continued kissing, their tongues intertwining.

Amazingly, Kevin felt his cock getting harder again, pressing against her ass as they spooned.

"Do you think... are you ready again?" Beth asked, a little shy.

Kevin felt his cock twitch against her heart shaped ass. "Yeah. You're... you're driving me crazy."

"Can you fuck me from behind more? I'm... I was really quite close, there..."

Kevin noticed her flushed face, her red eras, her heavy breathing. It was a nice reminder that although she pretended to have all the power for their games, she was feeling it, too. That it was all just pretend.

He kissed her deeply again, positioning his cock to her opening. He pushed himself inside, fucking her in this spooning position.

As his hips bounced against her ass, she moaned and squirmed and screamed until this time, she came without him. He kissed her deeply throughout it, feeling her tighten around his cock.

It was the greatest feeling in the world.

***

The rest of the night continued like this- seamlessly going between the power games they loved, with Beth teasing and tormenting Kevin, and then switching into this newfound intimate sex.

They took breaks to shower, or order in room service, or eat, or just to hold each other, but it would never be too long before they were back at it, hungry for each other. Hungry for more. They both felt insatiable.

By the end of the night, they were both exhausted, and held each other as they fell asleep.

They packed in the morning, got on their early flight, and headed back to New York.

The question on both of their minds was, of course, what all this would mean for their relationships back home. The closer they got, the more real this worry became.

Kevin loved Chrissy. He was confident in this. In fact, he told the truth: he loved her more than when he left. But things with Beth... they were no longer just about sex. Was that okay?

What the hell was going to happen when they were all back together in the same room again? The four of them?

They landed, took a taxi home, took the elevator up and finally reached their apartment door.

They shared a look. Beth smiled at him, and he smiled back. She put her key in the door, and opened it.

"Hello?" came Mark's eager voice.

"Oh, god," said Chrissy. "Don't come in here!"

Beth and Kevin shared a look, dropping their bags and walking down the hall and into the kitchen where their voices were coming from.

Kevin half expected them to be doing some filthy sexual act, but no. The kitchen was simply a complete mess- bowls everywhere, flour across every surface, way too many things out.

"Oh, god," said Chrissy. She was wearing Mark's apron, which was big on her. "Please don't look at all this."

Mark was sitting off to the side, laughing at her. "She wanted to bake you cupcakes, to welcome you home and congratulate you. But, it went... a little wrong."

"I mixed up the amounts for baking soda, and baking powder. Then I had to redo it, but then I realized I had it right the first time... I mean why are they named such similar things?"

"Because they're both used for baking. I offered to help!" said Mark, throwing up his hands.

"I wanted to try doing it for once! Plus, your idea of helping really is more about pinching my butt while I try to measure stuff out."

Mark shrugged, flashing his smile at Kevin and Beth. "I mean... yes."

Chrissy hung her head sadly. "They were going to say 'Welcome home and congrats on boning!'"

Mark shook his head. "Chrissy, how on earth was that going to fit on like... ten cupcakes?"

"I don't know!" She huffed. "I'm an artist, I'd make it work."

Beth and Kevin looked at one another before they both burst out laughing at the scene. It was nice to see things so... normal. Kevin's worries about the state of all their relationships melted away.

Mark laughed with them, but Chrissy's face flushed. Kevin immediately walked over to her, kissing her on the head. "It's the thought that counts, baby. Thank you."

She smiled. "I'm glad you're home. I missed you."

"I missed you too," replied Kevin with a smile. He kissed her softly. "You look cute in an apron, you know."

She smiled, cheekily. "Maybe I'll get one that fits better, then."

"That's... kind of part of the charm."

She smiled mischievously. "Is 'Charm' the right word there? Or do you like me wearing another guy's clothes?"

Kevin laughed. "No comment."

She mm'd softly, and kissed him again.

Beth and Mark were also sharing an intimate kiss across the room. It's funny, thought Kevin- before all this began, they were careful about PDA in front of one another. Now, who cares?

"I need a shower," said Beth, after she and Mark broke their kiss. "Does anyone want to join me?"

It was a simple question, but it had all sorts of funny implications. Was this their life now? Where Mark or Kevin could be the one showering with Beth each day?

Mark and Kevin glanced at each other, trying to size up the situation.

"Oh, I will," answered Chrissy, cheerily.

Beth blinked. "You will?"

Chrissy shrugged. "Look at me, I'm covered in flour. Plus, you've seen every inch of me a few times now. What's the harm in taking a shower together? It'll be fun."

Beth smiled and laughed. "Fair. Come on."

Chrissy walked towards Beth with a smile. "Now these two get to sit out here and daydream about me washing your body." She took Beth's hand, leading her towards the bathroom. "Not to mention, I want to hear all about what fucking my boyfriend was like..."

"Just remember, you fucked mine first," replied Beth good naturedly as they turned around the corner, leaving just Mark and Kevin in the Kitchen.

They studied each other for a moment. Both of them having the same thought: I've fucked your girlfriend now.

"So," said Mark, a small smile creeping on his face.

"So," echoed Kevin.

They took a moment before they both laughed. It was hard not to- it was simply an absurd situation to be in.

"You want a beer?" asked Mark.

"Sure." Mark went over to the fridge, and Kevin sat down at the kitchen table. Mark opened two bottles, putting one in front of Kevin, then sitting down in the chair next to him. He tilted his bottle towards Kevin, prompting a cheers.

Kevin picked up the bottle. "What are we drinking to?"

They could hear the sound of the shower turn on, as well as their two girlfriends giggling.

"To our girlfriends," said Mark with a smile.

"Fair." They both took a swig.

"So, are we... good?" asked Mark, squinting at Kevin.

Kevin smiled. "Yeah, man. I mean, we're... pretty even, here. So far as I can tell. Why?"

"Just..." Mark scratched the back of his head. "Beth told me to... when we were doing stuff, to play up the cocky jerk routine. I mean, don't get me wrong, I know I'm hot and I can be a bit of an ass, but she wanted me to take it to the next level when Chrissy and I were hooking up. She said you'd both like it, but... I just wanted to make sure you were cool with-"

"Yeah, man," said Kevin, feeling his face flush a bit. "Yeah, it's all in good fun."

Mark laughed, shaking his head. "I can't say I understand your version of fun."

Kevin shrugged. "It's just a kink. I'm happy you're cool with playing along."

"Shit, man. If I get to keep fucking your girl, I do not mind at all." Mark smiled. "You should look closer at the kitchen counter, by the way."

Kevin raised an eyebrow, but picked up his beer, and walked over. Nothing but mess, and...

And then he saw it.

In the flour, he could see handprints- small ones, definitely Chrissy- as well as the shape of her huge tits pressed against the counter. Mark had clearly fucked her during the baking process, and the flour left evidence.

Kevin felt his cock twitch. "Shit," he said.

"Yeah. One last time before you got home."

They both took a sip of their beers. Kevin took a mental snapshot of the flour, before turning and sitting back down at the table. "Seems like you two have a lot of ... chemistry," said Kevin.

Mark laughed. "Yeah, that's one way of putting it. And how was Beth? She rock your world?"

Kevin felt weird, as if he was kissing and telling, but realized he was only talking with Beth's boyfriend. "She, uh... yeah, she did. She's incredible."

They both made eye contact again, and both began to laugh, again overwhelmed by how unusual the conversation was.

Sounds of giggling came through the bathroom door again.

"I don't care what's going on with our relationship, by the way," said Mark. "I am not taking a shower with you."

Kevin grabbed his heart with melodramatic hurt, then smiled. "I bet Beth will get us all in there eventually."

"What do you think they're talking about in there?" asked Mark, looking toward the bathroom.

"Better ways to bake cupcakes, I bet."

"Seriously."

"Seriously? I'd guess they're comparing notes."

Mark glanced back at Kevin. "You don't think they're fooling around?"

Kevin laughed. "You just want them to be fooling around."

"Yeah, for sure."

Another laugh floated through the door. Or was that a moan? Kevin sipped on his beer in thought. ... were they fooling around?

Both Kevin and Mark were staring towards the door when an idea forced its way into Kevin's head. He tried to resist it... but found he couldn't. "Hey, Mark."

"Yeah?"

"Maybe you should go in there. And check."

There was a beat while Mark took this in. "Me? You're not saying you want to go in there, you're saying you want me to..."

"Yeah. Why don't you see what they're up to?"

Mark studied Kevin for a moment before shrugging with a smile. "Okay. But I'm telling them it was your idea."

He took a last swig of the beer before putting it down, and walked towards the hallway. Kevin heard him knock on the door of the bathroom, before opening it up.

"Hello, ladies," he said, voice full of charm. Kevin couldn't see into the bathroom, but he could hear just fine. It wasn't a massive apartment, after all.

"Why, Mark," asked Beth's cool voice. "Have you come to check in on us?"

Chrissy giggled. "I think the thought of the two of us naked together was too much for him, so he had to come in."

"Oh, no," said Mark. "It wasn't my idea. Kevin suggested I join you."

There was a pause here: silence except for the sound of running water. The implied approval from Kevin for him to be in there with them, to join them. Kevin hadn't directly suggested Mark actually get in the shower with them, but... he knew that's what would likely happen.

"He did, did he?" came Beth's voice again.

"He did. So. Room for one more?"

"Hmm," Beth mused, almost purring. "Just barely. Come on in."

"It's gonna be tight," said Chrissy, with nervous energy.

"We can handle tight," replied Beth to her. "Can't we?"

Kevin heard the sound of a belt buckle and pants dropping to the floor. Then the sound of the shower curtain being pulled back suddenly.



"Come on in," said Beth. Though now that Mark was right in front of her, Kevin had to strain to hear them over the rushing water. Thank god Mark kept the door open, at least.

Their shower was pretty big for a New York apartment- but given how big Mark was, Kevin had no doubt the three of them were crammed in tight.

Their voices became quieter now that Mark was in the shower. Kevin, unable to help himself, stood up and stepped towards the bathroom so he could hear better.

"How did... how did I end up in the middle?" asked Chrissy. Though her question was phrased like a complaint, Kevin could tell she actually liked it.

"We want to share you," said Mark, wickedly. "So where are we in the cleaning process, here, ladies?" asked Mark.

"We're all clean," Beth replied. "Seems like you're still dirty, though, big boy."

"I am."

"Well, we can fix that- can't we, Chrissy?"

"Uhuh," said Chrissy. Kevin could tell being pressed between them was making her a little drunk with lust.

"Why don't you go low, and I'll go high."

"You want me to...?"

"Mmhmm," said Beth. "Why don't you get on your knees?"

Kevin could hear the sound of bodies shifting around. Kevin's cock was at full mast, completely hard at this. The torture of not being able to see what was undoubtedly an endlessly erotic sight.

For a minute or two, there was just silence. The sound of running water. Then, quietly, Kevin started to hear the sound of Chrissy sucking on Mark's cock.

It was subtle, at first, slow. Just the sound of a kiss here and there, just the sound of her moan. But slowly but surely, as she began to gag on his cock more and more, the sounds got louder and louder.

At the same time, Kevin could hear the smacking sounds of two people kissing passionately.

Kevin, unable to control himself, took another few steps towards the bathroom door. It was left cracked. From here, he could hear even better the sounds of both the kissing and the blowjob.

He reached out and silently pushed the door open, revealing the bathroom to him. The shower was at the end of it, covered by a white shower curtain. It was backlit by a tiny window- a fact that Kevin was thanking his luck for, because while he couldn't see them at all, he could clearly see their shadows- their outlines- on the curtain itself. It was hard to make out all the details, but he could clearly see their positions.

Mark and Beth stood facing each other, kissing one another, dirtily. Chrissy was on her knees between them. Beth's hands were on either side of Chrissy's head, holding it in place in front of Beth's crotch. Kevin could see Beth's hips move back and forth, forcing Chrissy to take more and more of Mark's cock. Chrissy was sandwiched between them- the back of her head against Beth's pelvis, and Mark's cock right in front of her.

"How does that feel, baby?" asked Beth, quietly, to Mark.

"That feels so good, Beth."

"You like it when I use her like this?"

"Mmm," Mark groaned into her mouth as they kissed.

"She might like it more than you do. Don't you, Chrissy?"

Beth pulled her hips back so Chrissy could take her mouth off of Mark's cock. "Yes, I love it," she said breathlessly.

"You want me to keep fucking your head into his cock?"

"Yes, Beth, please."

"Open wide," said Beth in a sing-song voice.

Chrissy clearly did, because the sound of her choking on Mark's cock got loud again. Kevin could see Beth move her hips back and forth, forcing Chrissy's head to bob up and down Mark's shaft.

Kevin was tempted to jerk off right there, staring from the hallway. The sounds of the three of them together, the denial of being able to see anything- it turned him on to no end. He resisted, somehow.

"I better help out before she chokes, hmm?" said Beth to Mark. She reached both hands down, gripping the base of Mark's cock. She continued to fuck Chrissy's head into him, but now she massaged the base of his cock at the same time.

"Fuck, that's good," said Mark.

"You are hard as fuck," said Beth, impressed. Kevin heard them kiss again. "You want to fuck her big tits?"

"Yes, baby."

Chrissy whimpered on Mark's cock.

"Mm, I want to see that again, too," said Beth. "Lets lube these things up. Hand me some soap." He saw Mark reach behind himself. "No, not my good soap! Do you know how much soap we have to use for tits like these? No, hand me... Kevin's soap."

Kevin's underwear was soaked with precum. He watched as the shadow figure of Mark handed a bottle to Beth. Chrissy finally took her mouth off his cock. She stayed on her knees, but she clearly straightened her back to present the massive globes to Mark. Beth took the bottle of bodywash, turned it over, and began to squirt it out. She was being very generous with it- probably completely wasting his bottle.

Something about using up all his soap for Mark's pleasure made Kevin's cock twitch again.

Beth reached down, rubbing the soap into Chrissy tits, who moaned at the sensation. She then reached down and held them together for Mark.

"Go for it, big boy," she said to him.

Mark's height was a problem here, as he had to squat slightly, but once they got the position right he started to fuck in earnest, sliding his huge cock in and out of Chrissy's massive tits.

The sound was glorious- their bodies slapping together, Mark and Chrissy moaning, Beth whispering dirty things to both of them.

Kevin finally couldn't take it- he pulled his dick out of his pants and started jerking off. He immediately was close to cumming- he couldn't believe how close. Thinking quickly, he stepped into the bathroom, lifted the toilet seat, and began to jerk above it.

"Do you... do you guys hear something?" asked Beth, sliding the shower curtain open. This revealed Kevin pathetically jerking off into the toilet bowl while revealing to him the devastatingly sexy sight of the three of them together.

Being able to actually see Mark fucking his girlfirend's tits- while they were being held together by Beth- was too much, sending Kevin over the edge and making him orgasm.

Beth, Mark and Chrissy just laughed. The humiliation of being laughed at made Kevin's orgasm even stronger, as he shot rope after rope into the toilet. The difference between Mark's experience- with two girls- and Kevin's experience- with a toilet- was so beautifully humiliating that Kevin's eyes almost rolled into the back of his head.

"Look at your pervert boyfriend," said Beth to Chrissy. "Couldn't handle looking at us for more than a few seconds." She tsk'd, letting go of Chrissy's tits. "Come on, you two. Rinse off and let's get out of here. I don't want to keep fooling around if this pervert is going to keep creeping on us."

They did so, rinsing off, as Kevin simply panted, out of breath, above the toilet.

Mark turned off the shower, and they grabbed towels and got out. "Come on, you two," said Beth. "Let's finish this in our room. You," she said, poking a finger into Kevin's arm, "Mr. Pervert, are not invited. You get to listen, since that's clearly what you like doing."

With that, she left, leaving Kevin alone in the bathroom, and joining Mark and Chrissy in their room, shutting the door behind them.

Kevin took one last deep breath, and then headed into his own empty room. He turned off all their sound machines, their computers- anything that would cause noise. And he laid on the bed and listened, just as Beth had asked. Putting his ear as close as he could to the wall that separated their rooms.

At first, he could hear nothing. A minute passed, then two. Then three. The anticipation was getting to Kevin more than anything. He pulled down his pants, touching himself through his underwear.

Finally, he could hear them. Chrissy and Beth, both moaning, both being pleasured by Mark. He could just barely make out the beginnings of their pleasure. Immediately this made his cock twitch.

He could hear them talking, no doubt whispering dirty things to one another. But what? Who was in what position? What was going on?

The sound of a squeaking bed got louder and louder, and with it, Chrissy's moans increased. She was no doubt being fucked by Mark right now. Beth was moaning, too- what was she doing? Did she have the dildo, was she being fingered by Mark? How was he giving them both so much pleasure at the same time?

The sounds increased over the course of five minutes. From the sound of things, Mark was a machine, as the sounds of the squeaking bed never let up. Sometimes Chrissy would moan more- then a pause would happen, and suddenly Beth was moaning. Mark must have been switching his big cock between them.

It killed Kevin to only be able to hear- but it didn't really matter. Kevin was fully hard again, jerking his own little cock to the sounds of Mark dominating Chrissy and Beth just on the other side of that wall. As their pleasure increased, so did Kevin's. The humiliation, which he loved, again, made it too much for him- he came again, shooting cum all over his own stomach and chest.

Despite the fact Kevin couldn't even handle the sounds of Chrissy and Beth together through a wall, Mark was still going strong, sometimes giving one of them clear pleasure, sometimes the other, and sometimes it somehow seemed like both at the same time.

Finally, their voices rose in unison, and Kevin could hear the sound of Mark grunting, undoubtedly finally hitting his limit.

The sound of Mark and Beth's door opened. Suddenly, at his own door, a naked Chrissy and Beth stepped in, both of them inspecting Kevin with mild amusement.

"Well?" asked Beth. "Did you enjoy that?"

Chrissy giggled. "Look, he's got cum all over his chest. I think he did."

Beth smiled wickedly. "Well, that makes three of us," she said, glancing down at their tits.

Kevin moaned in agonizing pleasure as he realized that it wasn't sweat glistening on their tits, but rather, Mark's cum.

Beth smiled, slowly getting onto the bed, snuggling next to him, pressing her cum covered tits against his chest, mixing both his and Mark's cum. Chrissy, with a smile, did the same thing on the other side. Both girls were laying against him, their big tits pressed against his chest.

Beth reached her hand down, and started jerking his cock. As she did so, the bed shook, causing both their tits to jiggle.

"God, those things really are fantastic," said Beth to Chrissy, nodding at her tits, still jerking Kevin off. Kevin felt Chrissy's hand join hers, though they had to overlap.

She giggled. "Thanks. I mean, mostly they're a bother, but they can be fun in times like this. Plus, trust me, I'd give up a couple cup sizes to have an ass half as nice as yours."

"I mean, it's some genetics, but it's a lot of Yoga too. If you join me, I'd bet you'd have an ass like mine in no time."

Kevin moaned, his body shivering.

"Oh, you're still here?" said Beth, looking down at him. Chrissy snickered at this.

"What was that about?" Chrissy asked Kevin.

Beth responded for him. "He was just imagining you with my ass, and could barely hold on."

"Is that what you want, baby?" said Chrissy into Kevin's ear. "You want me to start working out with Beth so I can have an ass like hers?"

Kevin didn't answer, but he felt his eyes roll back in pleasure. Chrissy laughed again at this. The whole time, they both kept jerking his shaft. He could feel his precum pouring down their hands.

"Should we practice a little bit of kissing?" asked Beth to Chrissy.

Chrissy flushed.

"See," said Beth to Kevin, her voice quiet, "Mark wants to cum on our faces while we make out next time. Thing is, we've never kissed each other before, so we wanted to put in a bit of practice. It'll be my first time making out with a girl. What do you think?"

"Um, sure," said Chrissy, her face still red.

"Just to be clear. This isn't for you, Kevin. This is to practice for Mark."

They both studied each other for a moment, before they moved in and began to kiss, just inches above his face. Kevin could see their tongues intermingle as they kissed each other. Their breasts pressed together.

They explored gently, at first, but both of them got more into it, kissing more deeply.

Kevin, quite simply, could not take it. The sight of them kissing, their big tits pressed together, cum still on them, as they pretended to ignore him- all while they continued to jerk him off. He felt his body shiver as another orgasm rocked him, shooting rope after rope all over their hands. They seemed to continue to ignore him as this happened, focusing on the kiss instead.

As he came down from the orgasm, they slowly broke the kiss, both smiling at him.

Chrissy gently kissed his cheek. "You're having fun, right?" Checking in on him. "With all this teasing?"

Kevin nodded. "I think maybe this is the end of the greatest day of my life."

Beth laughed, and gave him one of her genuine smiles. "Tsk, Kevin. It's not the end of the greatest day. It's the start of the greatest weekend of your life."

***

"Come on, baby," said Beth to Mark. "Fuck me. Show them how it's done."

They were all in the common room now. Beth was bent over the coffee table, wiggling her ass at Mark behind her. Empty containers from the sushi they ordered and ate were pushed aside.

Kevin and Chrissy sat on the couch next to each other- both wearing only their underwear. Chrissy had a hand down Kevin's boxer briefs, gently squeezing his cock and stroking it ever so slowly. Kevin, mirroring her, had a hand in her panties, gently teasing her clit. From here they were facing Beth, and could stare down her deep cleavage pressed against the coffee table table.

Nobody could remember how it started, but somehow after the evening's meal, Mark and Beth decided to put on a show for them. A live, personal porno, just for them. And god, what a show it was.

Mark squeezed his own cock gently as he lined himself up behind Beth, getting on his knees on the floor as well.

He pressed his big cock against her ass, pushing into the flesh. He then took it and slapped her ass cheek with it, letting her feel the weight.

She moaned and bit her lip, but shook her head. "Come on, quit teasing me and fuck me."

Kevin and Chrissy couldn't see the actual penetration from this angle, but they saw Mark push himself in behind her. Beth's face contorted. "Fuck. Fuck, yes. Come on, fuck me!"

Mark finally obliged, pumping himself in and out of her. The room was filled with the sounds of sex, the sounds of his sick pack slapping against her perfect ass.

Kevin and Chrissy both began to pleasure each other a little bit more, a little faster, at the sight.

Beth watched them, biting her lip, loving the effect she was having on them. "Harder," she demanded.

Mark picked up the pace, causing Beth's tits to jiggle with every thrust. She moaned. "That's it, that's it, that's fucking it..." She reached her hand back, and spanked her own ass. "You like the way that looks, baby?"

"Fuck yes," said Mark. "You like the way my big cock feels in your pussy?"

"Yes, baby, you know I do."

"You feel so fucking tight around me." He reached a hand out, grabbing her shoulder for more leverage, and picked up the pace again. His other hand rested on her ass. He was using his strength to fuck her back and forth into him.

Beth moaned again.

Kevin's cock began to flow with precum, soaking Chrissy's hand. Chrissy looked at him, biting her lip. She was soaked as well- Kevin slid his hand down and put a finger inside her, causing her to whimper happily.

Mark pulled his cock out of her, standing up. He grabbed Beth by the shoulder, pulling her up as well, turning him towards him. They kissed for a moment.

Mark grabbed her by the waist, lifting her up as if she weighed nothing, until she was straddling his solid stomach as he stood.

"Ooh, you really want to show off, don't you?" said Beth, her eyes glowing.

Mark smiled and kissed her, then slowly began to lower her on his cock, pumping her up and down on him. He was fucking her standing up, slaming his cock in and out of her, pumping her on his dick.

Beth moaned louder, clearly loving the feeling of getting fucked like this.

From Kevin and Chrissy's angle, they could finally see the penetration right in front of them. Beth's perfect, heart shaped ass, pumping up and down on Mark's big dick.

Kevin felt his cock twitch. It was just a different kind of sex between these two. Like they were olympic level, and everyone else amateurs.

They fucked like this for an impressive amount of time- Kevin would have thought Mark would get tired quickly, but of course he didn't, easily keeping pace as he fucked Beth.

"Oh fuck, Mark, fuck, I'm going to... I'm going to fucking cum on your big dick, I'm going to..."

Mark increased his pace until Beth squirmed on him, cumming hard, moaning in pleasure.

Finally, he let her down. Beth pulled him to the other side of the coffee table, and shoved him down so he was sitting on it right in front of Kevin and Chrissy. Beth swung a leg over, and began to ride him right in front of them.

Beth's pace was even faster than Marks, pumping her ass up and down his big cock.

Kevin and Chrissy were both lost in their own arousal- seeing the two most attractive people on earth fuck was amazing for them.

Beth kept pumping and pumping.

"Fuck, fuck," said Mark, finally reaching his limit.

"You gonna cum, baby?" asked Beth.

"I'm close, Beth..."

"You want to cum in my pussy? You want to fill me with your cum?"

"Yes, baby. But you know what might push me over the edge?"

"What?" Beth asked, still not dropping her pace at all.

"If someone was licking my balls at the same time."

Kevin felt his heart pound as he looked at Chrissy. They were both pleasuring the other intensely now- Kevin playing with her clit and Chrissy jerking Kevin's cock. They were both close themselves.

Chrissy's breath seemed to stop.

"Oh, that's what you want, baby?" asked Beth to Mark. "You wish you had someone licking your balls while I ride you? But where would we find someone that slutty, hmm? Where would we find someone willing to lick your balls with my ass pumping up and down right in their face?"

"P... please..." muttered Chrissy.

"What's that? Chrissy? You want to? You want to lick my boyfriend's big balls and feel him shoot his load into me? You want to stuff your face down there, right under my ass?"

"Please, Beth, please... I want to..."

Beth smiled wickedly. "Well... okay."

Mark slid the table they were on back with his feet, giving Chrissy more room. Chrissy got on all fours on the floor, crawling over until she was underneath Mark's big balls, and began licking and worshiping them.

"Fuck, yes," said Mark.

Chrissy, on all fours, pulled her panties to the side as she arched her back, flashing desperate eyes back at Kevin. He knew what it meant: please, god, fuck me.

He didn't waste any time, mounting Chrissy and fucking her from behind as she moaned into Mark's huge balls. Beth's pace somehow increased even more.

"Ah, fuck! Here it comes," said Mark as he dug his fingers into the flesh of Beth's ass.

With a moan, Mark started cumming into Beth, his balls jumping in Chrissy's mouth as they pumped load after load into Beth. Of course, it was too much cum, and started flowing out of Beth's pussy and down Mark's shaft, dripping down his balls and onto Chrissy's face.

This was too much for Chrissy, who reached between her legs, playing with her clit as Kevin fucked her- she came, too. The sensation of her orgasm was too much for Kevin, who came and filled her pussy as well.

Beth smiled, kissing Mark and looking back at Kevin and Chrissy, pleased. "That was quite a chain reaction I caused."

Everyone breathed heavily, enjoying their post-orgasm glow.

***





"Where's Chrissy and Mark?" asked Kevin to Beth later that night. She stood in the doorway to his bedroom, as he lay on his bed, still recovering. She held a glass of red wine, sipping it with a smile. She was in just her underwear again.

"They started to fool around, so I thought I'd find you."

Kevin smiled at her. She closed the door behind her gently, and walked over to the desk and put down her glass. She then laid next to him, kissing him gently.

"How are you feeling?" he asked her.

She looked at him quizzically. "Me? I'm having the time of my life, here. Weeks of working on breaking all your Rules. Now I get to enjoy the fruits of my labor."

"I mean... about the... deal. The one you gave up."

She smiled again, chuckling softly. "I made the right choice." She kissed him again. "But it's sweet of you to ask."

The locked lips, and began to really kiss again, intertwining their tongues. She began to moan softly, reaching behind his back, holding him in tight.

They stayed like this for a few minutes before she broke the kiss, looking in his eyes seriously. "Can you..." she trailed off, embarrassed.

"What?" asked Kevin.

"Can you... fuck me like you did in Vegas?"

Kevin smiled. When it was the four of them, Beth was always in charge. But sometimes, when it was just the two of them, now, Beth acted... almost shy. Almost.

He kissed her neck. "I'd love to," he said between kisses.

She squirmed and moaned as he dug into her neck. It didn't take very much time at all until they were naturally pressing together as tightly as they could, holding each other, interlocking fingers.

Both felt the electricity again.

"Oh, God, Kevin, you make me feel so good," she said breathlessly as he continued to kiss down her neck.

They each pulled the underwear off the other until they were naked again. She tightened her legs around him, pulling him close, forcing their bodies together. He shoved himself inside her soaked pussy.

She bit her lip, eyes rolling back, face totally flushed, giving a small moan. It was beautiful. Kevin began rocking in and out of her, fucking her and slowly increasing the pace.

The couldn't keep their lips apart as they fucked, always touching, always hungry for more. Always connected.

Slowly but surely, the pace built up, until again, they were both heading towards an orgasm. They didn't need to say anything- they could both feel it this time. They both knew what it felt like.

They kept gripping each other tighter and tighter. One of Beth's hands squeezed the sheets. It kept building, and building, and building, until finally, right at the same time, they came together.

Like before, Beth's orgasm wasn't the screaming, over the top one she had with Mark- rather it was intimate, more whimpering than screaming. She certainly shook more now than Kevin had ever seen her.

Kevin got off her again, and they kissed.

"Mmm, amazing," she said again.

Kevin laughed. "I've seen how Mark fucks you- lets not pretend I compare. If sex was an olympic event, I think you two would be representing the U.S."

Beth looked at him strangely. "You want me to taunt you? Or you want the truth?"

"About...?"

"About the way I feel when we make l-" Her ears turned red, and she quickly restarted her sentence. "when we fuck?"

Kevin blinked. Did he? He swallowed. "Both, I guess?"

Beth pulled him in closer. "Truth is, it's just... different. When Mark and I fuck, it's like we're... opponents. Like we're trying to see who can pull an orgasm out of the other first. With you, it's like we're on the same team. You seem to know exactly how to touch me, exactly what I want, and you're desperate to give it to me. You know? That's our chemistry at work."

Kevin nodded. It was a good way of describing it. "That makes sense. But... which do you like more?"

Beth smiled. "Now that would be telling." She kissed him again.

***

"Ooh, you missed my big tits, didn't you?" teased Chrissy. She lay back on the bed, holding her big tits together, as Kevin fucked them.

"I did," said Kevin through gritted teeth, watching them jiggle as he thrusted.

"Hmm," she said, her voice teasing, "This feels a little different than when Daddy was fucking me."

Kevin moaned. He was really hoping for this comparison after seeing Mark's big cock between her tits.

She giggled at his moan, which was humiliating in its own way. "See, your little dick disappears between my big tits, doesn't it? I can hardly feel it in there. But Daddy goes all the way through. I can even suck on his big cockhead." She stuck her tongue out, as if she was searching for something towards her cleavage. "See? Nothing."

Kevin moaned again, increasing his pace.

"He fucked my tits a lot when I was in their room with Beth. You remember? After the shower? When you were jerking your little cock into the toilet?"

"Mmhmm," grunted Kevin.

"Too bad you couldn't control yourself. Maybe Beth would have let you watch more, but... oh well. Could you hear us?"

"Not... very well."

"That's too bad, baby. Do you want to hear what we did?"

Kevin nodded.

"You want to hear how your roommate fucked me with his girlfriend? All while you slide your little dick between my big tits?"

Kevin almost fainted. "Yess, yes please baby,"

"Well, of course as soon as we got in there and dried off a little, he wanted to keep fucking my big tits. Beth held them together for him- we both kneeled in front of him. Once he couldn't fucking help it, he pushed both of so we were bent over the bed. He shoved his big cock inside me, first- thank god, as you know I wanted it- and took one of his big hands, palming Beth's ass and sticking a finger inside her."

Kevin moaned, realizing that was why he could hear them both screaming at the same time.

"Mark is so good at multitasking! He was really giving me the fucking of my life, bottoming out inside of me, while Beth was almost squirming on his big fingers. It was insane. Next, he flipped me over onto the bed and guided Beth on top of me. He shoved his cock into her, but his big balls landed on my face. I had a front row seat to the doggy style fucking of a lifetime, so I started fingering my own pussy while he fucked her, licking those big balls."

"Oh my god," said Kevin, his pace increasing.

"Ooh, Kevin, you like the idea of Mark pleasuring me and Beth together while you had to just listen? While you were on the other side of the wall, pants at your ankles, ear against the wall, just desperate to hear your girlfriends moans, the moans of your..."

The humiliation, the view of Chrissy's big tits bouncing, it was too much. He thrusted a few final times, filling her cleavage with cum, before collapsing next to her.

"Jesus," said Kevin to the ceiling.

She giggled, reaching over to her nightstand for some tissues to clean herself off. "Good?"

"That was fantastic, hun. Thank you." Kevin took a deep breath. "I am fucking exhausted."

"Me too!" she said, snuggling into him happily. "Those two are in amazing shape but all this is too much for me. I think I'm going to be sore in the morning."

He laughed, kissing her. "Surely they can't actually keep this pace up all weekend, can they?"

***

They could.

In the morning, Kevin and Chrissy woke to the smell of pancakes. They walked out to see that Mark had already made a huge breakfast from scratch.

"Morning, sleepyheads!" he said.

Beth just smiled at them from the kitchen table.

"Come on, dig in," continued Mark. "Gotta get your energy up!"

"With pancakes?" asked Kevin, raising an eyebrow. "I feel like they're going to make me sleepier."

"Shh!" said Chrissy, eagerly sitting down at the plate with the chocolate pancakes already stacked for her.

Kevin chuckled. "Yes, ma'am."

Chrissy dug in, happily chewing a particularly chocolatey bite. "These are amazing, Mark."

"I know!" he replied.

"Though it's not my energy I'm worried about," said Chrissy between bites. "I'm just sore from yesterday."

"Kevin will give you a massage," said Beth, without looking at him.

"I will?" asked Kevin, raising an eyebrow.

"Yes." Beth's eyes sparkled with an idea. "In the common room, as soon as you're done eating."

Kevin blinked, then shrugged with a smile. "Yeah, I guess I will."

Chrissy smiled at him, cheekily happy he was getting ordered to massage her.

After they all ate, true to Beth's word, Kevin brought Chrissy into the common room and massaged her on the couch, straddling her back, digging his thumbs into her.

"Mmm," she moaned. "That is fantastic."

From Mark and Beth's room, without warning, suddenly, the sound of a squeaking bed filled the apartment.

Kevin and Chrissy both froze. What on earth...?

Next, the sound of Mark and Beth fucking started to fill the apartment. The moaning of Beth, the sound of their bodies slapping together.

Kevin felt himself get hard on Chrissy's ass, as they both listened. Kevin kept massaging, but was very distracted by the erotic sounds in the other room.

Slowly but surely, the sounds built up, until Beth had her orgasm.

The sounds faded. Suddenly, Beth, completely naked, turned the corner and appeared in the common room.

"Time to switch off."

Kevin and Chrissy stared at her for a moment, until Kevin understood the game. The new form of torture Beth had devised for him. He would be forced to massage the girls while Mark took turns fucking them in the next room.

Kevin slowly got off Chrissy, and she got up and almost seemed in a trance as she left the room. She took one last look back at Kevin before turning the corner.

"Ahh," sighed Beth happily, as she took the spot where Chrissy was on the couch.

The sound of a bed creaking started again.

"Can you get my lower back, please?" said Beth casually. "I'm pretty sore down there."

Kevin mounted her slowly, his cock twitching from the sounds coming from the other room.

"Fuck, Mark," came Chrissy's voice. "Fuck. You are so fucking big."

Kevin heard a loud smack, followed by Chrissy's moan of pain and pleasure.

"What's my name?" asked Mark.

"Fuck! Fuck, it's Daddy. It's Daddy!"

Kevin heard the sound of a spank again. This time Chrissy's moan was more pleasure than pain. The bed squeaking got louder.

"And my shoulder blades," said Beth, casually, as if she couldn't hear a thing.

Kevin began to dig his thumbs into her muscles, but he felt his heart pound and his cock twitch. It was torture- touching Beth's hot body, listening to his girlfriend get absolutely fucked. And he was being denied any pleasure.

"Oh, god, oh god! Oh fuck," came Chrissy's voice. "It's so fucking hard. It's so fucking hard."

"Harder than your boyfriends?"

"Ummm..." Another smack. "Oh, god, yes! Yes, daddy."

"Bigger than his?"

"Oh my god, yes."

"Does it feel better than his?"

"You know it fucking does daddy, you know it fucking does, oh my good!"

"Whose slut are you?"

"I'm... I'm... I'm fucking yours!" With that, she came on Mark's cock. Kevin would have given anything to know what position they were in.

"Hello?" asked Beth, sassily, still pretending not to hear. "Is something distracting you? It's time for my massage."

Kevin shook his head, and went back to massaging her. His cock was painfully hard in his pants.

After a few moments, Chrissy turned the corner again. She was naked now, out of breath.

"Um- he says I'm supposed to-"

"My turn!" said Beth, slapping Kevin's leg so he got off. "You better massage her, baby boy."

Kevin swallowed. "Yes... ma'am."

They switched again- Chrissy lying down, and moaning gently as Kevin massaged her. And from the other room, the sounds of Beth getting fucked filled the air.

Insane how long Mark could last, thought Kevin. He felt like has going to cum on Chrissy's ass right now, just from massaging her.

"A little lower," said Chrissy with a wicked smile, getting into her role.

They switched back and forth two more times, each of them getting an orgasm, until Mark finally couldn't take it.

"Ah, fuck, I'm going to cum," he said. Beth, who Kevin was currently massaging, pushed Kevin off her and walked into the bedroom, leaving Kevin alone again.

"Come here," said Beth. "Kneel here and kiss me."

"Fuck, fuck yes," breathed Mark with excitement.

The sound of Chrissy and Beth kissing filled the air, mixing with the loud sound of Mark jerking his big dick. Kevin could tell from the sound his shaft was absolutely soaked from making both girls so wet.

God, Kevin would have done anything to see that sight.

Finally, Mark grunted, and the sound came to an end as he came all over their faces. The sound of kissing never stopped- they were really putting on a show for him.

Kevin reached into his pants, not even bothering pulling any clothes off, and pumped his cock a few times to cum in his pants.

***

After lunch, Beth was in bed with Kevin again. Mark and Chrissy were in the other room. She was having him fuck her in missionary again when she pushed him out.

"Fuck me... like this. Prone. Please."

She lay on her stomach, and Kevin happily mounted her, pressing into her.

"Fucking... fuck. Fuck, Kevin, that is so good, that is so good."

She craned her neck so they could kiss- again, the electricity was flowing through them as they connected.

"Keep fucking me like this. You see my ass jiggle?"

Kevin moaned, looking down at it. "You are so fucking hot."

"My body is yours, Kevin. Holy shit. My body is fucking yours."

He grabbed her tightly, fucking her and kissing her and feeling her all over.

"Oh shit, oh shit, ohhh..." Beth had another whimpering, flushed orgasm, kissing Kevin as she did so. Kevin pulled out, jerking his cock a cumming all over that perfect ass of hers.

***

Kevin sat in the chair in the common room. They moved it so it faced the couch- the coffee table had been pushed aside.

Mark sat on the couch. Both girls kneeled before him, both arching their asses to present them towards Kevin.

To torture Kevin.

The both shared Mark's big cock, one would be sucking the tip while the other would be licking the shaft. Then they'd switch off. One gagging, one whispering dirty words to Mark. Kevin could hardly hear what they were saying. Then they'd switch roles.

Sometimes Chrissy would work her way down to Mark's balls. Sometimes Beth would glance back at Kevin and they'd all share a giggle.

But they'd always come back to Mark's shaft- making him feel like a king, having total control over both of them.

He whispered something to them, and suddenly, Kevin saw both of their hands appear between their legs. Chrissy and Beth both started playing with their clits right across the room from him.

Kevin hadn't even taken his cock out- he was just in his underwear- but at this sight, he was unable to control himself. He reached down and jerked off, shooting a load into his underwear.

Mark, Beth and Chrissy all laughed at his pathetic display before turning their attention back towards Mark's cock.

Kevin caught Beth's eyes, which were wicked.

***

Kevin was on the floor in front of the couch, suddenly in heaven.

Beth sat on his face- he was worshiping her pussy. Chrissy was bouncing on his cock.

While Kevin couldn't see anything under that perfect ass, he could hear them both still pleasuring Mark's cock. Mark was standing next to Kevin, giving both girls easy access to his shaft.

The sound of them both slobbering on either side of Mark's cock was insane. Kevin was lucky he had just cum, or he would have cum in Chrissy already.

"Mm, my god, he is good at eating pussy," purred Beth.

"I know!" said Chrissy between licks.

"I really got the better side," said Beth. He could hear her cruel smile, and she really pushed her pussy down into Kevin's mouth as she said this.

"Ohh, can we switch?" said Chrissy, joining in teasing Kevin.

"For that little cock? No way."

"Come on, please?" Chrissy increased her pace on Kevin. "See I can't even get very high off it without it popping out. I've got to do these little... taps. Not like when I was riding this thing." The sound of slobbering continued.

"No deal. He was made for eating pussy."

"Oh, please?" said Chrissy, her little thrusts getting even faster. "It's not so bad. It's like getting a little massage inside yourself, or something. You know, like getting fingered by a little pinkie."

Kevin moaned into Beth's pussy as he came into Chrissy, the humiliation too much.

Beth laughed. "Of course he cums again first." She wiggled his ass on his face. "You better keep at it, baby boy."

Kevin moaned again into her pussy. Both girls went back to pleasuring Mark.

Beth started squirming more on him. "Oh god, that's good. That's fucking good, I'm going to... I'm gunna fucking...!"

Beth's legs tightened around his face as she came on his mouth.

***

Kevin was licking Chrissy's pussy as she lay on her back in the bed. Mark straddle her chest, fucking her tits- at least as far as Kevin could tell.

Kevin was on all fours, and Beth was beside him. One of her hands was on the back of his head, pushing him down into Chrissy's pussy. The other jerked his cock.

Chrissy was going absolutely insane. The combination of getting pleasured by Kevin while Mark was fucking her big tits was too much for her.

"Oh shit, oh god, oh my fucking god this is amazing! Keep licking like that, keep licking, keep fucking licking me just like..."

Mark grunted, cumming and absolutely covering Chrissy's face with cum. Her whole body shivered and she had her biggest orgasm yet. Kevin, unable to take it, shot his own orgasm pathetically into the bed.

***

That evening, Mark was fucking Beth doggystyle while Chrissy was beneath Beth, facing the opposite way, on her back.

Mark would fuck Beth for a while, then pull his cock out, stuffing it into Chrissy's mouth. After a few moments of this, Mark would pull it back out and start fucking Beth again, reaching down and pulling up Chrissy's whole head so she would worship his balls.

Kevin was on the other side, kneeling in front of Beth. Right below her was Chrissy's pussy, where Chrissy's hand was pleasuring herself.

Beth's mouth was pressed against Kevin's cock, but she tormented him by doing nothing with it. Her face was simply pressed against it, her lips teasing him as they moved with her moans.

"Oh shit, I'm going to fucking cum again," said Mark.

"Cum in me, baby. Cum in my fucking pussy so it leaks all over that slut's face."

Mark dug into her ass, pounding a few more times until he did fill her up. When he pulled out, the cum dripped out, hitting Chrissy right in the face. Kevin noticed the finger on her clit frantically increase its pace as she opened her mouth to catch some of it.

***

Chrissy and Beth were on either side of Kevin that evening. They were all totally naked. They were covering him in kisses, gently and tenderly pleasuring him.

The guilt of teasing Kevin so much had eventually gotten to Chrissy, who demanded she and Beth show Kevin a good time. Mark said he needed a break, anyway.

"Are you still having a good weekend?" asked Beth, as they both watched Chrissy kiss down his chest.

"No one has ever had a better weekend than I am having."

"You're very lucky to have such a nice girlfriend. I wanted to keep tormenting you."

Chrissy popped up. "We have to take some breaks from that game! I feel mean."

Kevin laughed. "I am not complaining."

The both kept kissing down his sides, slowly both making their way to his cock. His cock twitched in anticipation.

Eventually they shot each other a look, and moved their moves over to his shaft. There wasn't as much room here to share as there was on Mark's cock, but it forced their lips and tongues to be closer together, which Kevin found to be even hotter.



They both began to lick him all over. Beth sucked on his head while Chrissy slobbered on his cock.

"Oh god," he said.

Beth smiled. "Come on, baby boy. Cum for us. We like that you cum quickly- it makes us feel hot, doesn't it?"

Chrissy blushed and nodded.

"Come on- cum in my mouth."

With that she went back to sucking on his head with Chrissy exploring his shaft. It was too much- he moaned, and came again.

They both crawled up, snuggling against him, each kissing one side of his neck. All Kevin could think of was: thank god for The Rule.

And for breaking it.

***

On and on the weekend went. Beth and Mark seemed insatiable, and both had the stamina to match. Kevin and Chrissy were just along for the ride. It continued through Sunday. Beth had delivered on her promise- it was easily the greatest weekend of Kevin and Chrissy's life.

After so long of desiring them, Kevin and Chrissy both got everything they wanted.

Monday morning was finally here. Mark, Kevin and Chrissy were in the kitchen together. Kevin was, for once, preparing to go into the office, so he could finally ask for his long awaited raise. For once in his life, it was a conversation he felt prepared for.

Beth walked into the room, phone to her ear, looking baffled. "Speakerphone? Are you sure?" she said to the person on the other line. She shook her head, putting the phone down on the kitchen table. "You've got Kevin and me here."

"Kevin, my friend!"

Kevin chuckled. "Rodrigo! How was the rest of your trip?" Beth shrugged at Kevin, uncertain why he called.

"Very weird! Very very weird. I wanted to tell you both- that Ethan? From Lumina? He just wanted to have dinner with Beth! That's the reason he was pushing so hard. That's why he was so disappointed to see an old man like me!"

Beth groaned. "So there's no deal? I'm sorry, Rodrigo- I didn't mean to-"

"No, Beth! No, no. You see, the deal is real! When Ethan insisted it had to be you, the COO asked why, and we quickly realized what he was up to. Needless to say- COO was pissed!"

"Christ," said Beth.

"Now I thought about letting it go, but I ripped him a new one. So... the COO wanted to make it right. The CEO will take over and get this done personally."

Beth smiled. "That's great news, Rodrigo. Nothing standing in your way with the CEO on your side."

"Nothing standing in your way, you mean."

There was a beat.

"You mean-"

"I told them he had to work with you to make it right."

Beth's face held genuine respect and surprise. "Rodrigo, no. I gave you the Opp fair and-"

"But I never accepted!"

She blinked. "Yes, maybe, but..."

"Think hard. You left before I could give my response."

"It's not about what's technically correct, Rodrigo! I gave it to you!"

He tsk'd. "The great negotiator Beth, slipping up on the basics. Always get it in writing!" With that Rodrigo laughed, a big hearty laugh.

"You don't have to-"

"No, but it's the right thing. It's yours."

Beth opened her mouth to protest more, but shut it and smiled again. "I owe you one, Rodrigo."

"More than one! Let's talk soon. Keep her safe in New York, eh, Kevin?"

Kevin smiled. "She doesn't need me keeping her safe, Rodrigo."

He laughed again. "True, very, very true!" And with that, he hung up.

Kevin and Beth looked at each other..

"What the hell was that about?" asked Mark.

Beth just shook her head, but her smile wouldn't go away. "It's... a long story. I'll tell you later." She coughed. "It's time for you to head to your office, isn't it?" she said, talking to Kevin.

Kevin checked his watch. "Oh, right! Okay. It's time." Kevin took a deep breath.

"You got this, baby," said Chrissy, kissing him.

"Thanks," Kevin replied.

He turned to Mark. Mark offered his hand. "Knock em dead, Kevo."

Kevin took Mark's hand, shaking it. "Thanks man."

Finally, he turned to Beth. She adjusted the collar on his shirt, fixing it.

"Did you look up your manager's KPIs?" she asked.

"Couldn't find them, but found them for the division overall. Should be close."

"Good enough. This guy has an ego, right?"

"Oh, for sure," replied Kevin.

"Don't make it like you're asking him for a raise. He'll feel powerful turning you down. Instead, approach the conversation like this: I deserve a raise. Do you have the ability to get me a raise?"

"What's the difference?"

"In the first, if he declines the raise, it's because he's choosing it. In the second, if it declines the raise, it seems like he's unable to get you the raise. If he has an ego, he'll want to appear influential to you."

Kevin nodded. "Got it."

"Got the info of average salaries for your level?"

"I do."

"Remember, you're worth more than that. That's what they should be paying some fresh to the company, learning the ropes. You're the expert. Talk about those MVPs you delivered for the company last year, and talk about their value to the company. In actual dollars."

Mark turned to Chrissy. "Are you following this?" he whispered.

Chrissy chuckled. "Barely."

Beth smiled at Kevin. "But you remember the number one thing, right?"

Kevin nodded. "Figure out what he wants. And make it about that."

"Right." Beth grabbed Chrissy around the shoulders. "Get more than twenty percent and I promise a night of passion with the two of us. No Mark involved."

"Hey!" said Mark, though he smiled.

Kevin laughed. "Deal." He turned towards the door. "And Beth... thanks."

She smiled, that warm, wonderful, genuine smile.

***

Twenty eight percent!

Kevin couldn't believe it. He practically kicked down the door to the apartment, beaming.

Chrissy was the only one home. She was reading on the couch, but as soon as she saw Kevin's face, she gasped, her face brightening into a smile.

"You got it?!"

"Thirty percent! I mean, almost. Twenty eight."

"Baby, that's amazing!"

Kevin ran over and kissed her. "It really is," he said with a laugh. "I can't believe it." He crashed on the couch next to her. "What a relief!"

"I'm so proud of you, baby."

He kissed her again. "I feel like a million bucks." He pulled at the edge of her shirt. "Come on, come take a shower with me!"

"Err..." said Chrissy, her face confused.

"You don't want to?"

"No, I do!"

"Then come on!"

"No, Kevin, it's... um... Beth says you're... you're not allowed to see my tits anymore. Not without her permission. She said, now that Mark's fucked them... they're his."

They stared at each other for a moment, Kevin studying her, baffled.

"What...?" he said, eventually.

Chrissy's face was a complete mix of confusion and eager excitement. "Don't you get it, Kevin? They've broken all our Rules... and now that they're finished... They want to start making rules of their own."

Kevin blinked and said the only thing that came to mind.

"Uh oh."



END OF BOOK ONE


Thanks for reading.

