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CHAPTER 1

Mike drove Sarah the five miles from campus to State College Airport.  Once at the terminal, he helped Sarah get her suitcase from the back of his station wagon.

He looked distracted and bothered.  Sarah noticed and asked, “Are you upset about what I said?  It’s no big deal.”

She was referring to how she said he was a cuckold.

Mike said, “I’m still processing things.”

“Mickey there’s nothing to process,” Sarah said with a shrug.  “Maybe I’m wrong.  If I’m right, it’s no big deal.  Not to me anyways.  It actually makes you more interesting.”

“Thanks a lot,” Mike said sarcastically with a frown.

Sarah grinned.

Mike looked his friend up and down and frowned again.  “Why are you dressed this way?”

Sarah was wearing a fitted dress that ended way above her knees, black hose and saddle shoes.  The saddle shoes were the classic variety, all white except for black around the white laces.

“Remember?  I got this dress at that yard sale,” Sarah said.

“I remember.  It’s short.”

“I told you,” Sarah reminded Mike. “It was ripped so I had to hem it.”

“It’s really short,” Mike said.  The dress ended only a few inches below her most private girl parts.

Sarah gave Mike a crooked grin.  “Mickey, I have no tits so I have to show my legs to get attention.”

Mike’s cheeks went red.  “Sarah, you know, you don’t have to tell me everything.”

Sarah laughed.

“What’s with the shoes?” he asked, looking at the saddle shoes.

“I wear these shoes in my act at Paradise,” Sarah said.  “Jeremy asked me to wear them.  He wants me to look young.”

Mike looked at Sarah.  With her blonde hair down, innocent blue eyes, almost no makeup, and the saddle shoes, she definitely looked young.  “He’s into that?” he asked.

Sarah shrugged.  “A lot of guys are into that.  I go with it at Paradise for tips.  They call me the College Girl, remember?  You should come see my act some time.”

Mike gave Sarah a sour look.  He said, “I don’t think I want to see you take your clothes off in front of a room of men.”

Sarah grinned knowingly and said, “Are you sure?”

Mike grimaced and looked away.  Sarah laughed.  “I’m just dicking with you, Mickey,” she said with a grin.

“Listen, I better go,” Sarah said.  She gave Mike’s hand a squeeze.  “Thanks for the ride.” 

As she squeezed Mike’s hand, she leaned into him so the back of his hand touched her stockinged thigh below the short dress.  She pressed her thigh against his hand like this for a long moment, before moving away.  “See ya Mickey,” she said before turning away and rolling her suitcase into the terminal.

Sarah smiled inside.  She was teasing Mike on purpose, and it was fun.  Maybe he didn’t like to be called a cuckold, but it was clear he liked to watch her with other men.  And he liked thinking about her with other men. And that made teasing him even more fun.

Sarah was a freak.  She liked sex – a lot.  But the best sex for her wasn’t normal sex.  She got off on freako situations. 

The best sex of her life had been with Mr. Moretti, her best friend’s father. 

Then with a big football player when she was drunk and didn’t know what was happening. 

And with Bitch Boy, the first time she pulled a trick in Paradise. 

And most recently, with Jeremy and the policeman, Buchanan.  Both those times, Mike had been watching.

Sarah shivered at those memories of the best sex of her life.  The thing was, though, she wouldn’t want to repeat any of those experiences.  They were too demeaning.  They made her feel bad about herself.  They made her question who she was.  Whether she was a good person or not.

Sarah knew she wasn’t a saint.  She knew she was a freak.  But she still wanted to feel like she was a good person.  A sorta normal person.

She was still processing herself why she got off on Mike watching.  Partly it was because she was an exhibitionist.  She was obviously that, as dancing at Paradise always aroused her.

Partly it was because, the most recent time, Officer Buchanan had humiliated Mike as much as her.  That scene aroused her, although she didn’t know why exactly.

Sarah thought about this during the flight to New York City.  And she also thought about Jeremy.

He was going to introduce her to a Broadway producer.  He said this might be a chance for a part in a musical.

Sarah wasn’t naïve.  She knew about casting couches.  And she figured it wasn’t a coincidence that Jeremy asked her to dress so she looked young.  She assumed Jeremy’s producer friend got off on barely legal looking girls.

Sarah wasn’t sure if she was willing to sleep with a man to get a part on Broadway.  On the one hand, she was already selling her body for money. 

But shouldn’t there be limits? 

Sarah needed the money from Paradise and Jeremy for school.  And because it was for school, there was kind of a nobility in it, at least that was how she felt.

But to sell her body to get a part in a musical?  Would she really go that far?
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CHAPTER 2

Mike drove back to AOT, the frat where he lived.  He hoped to avoid Lorenzo, the boy Sarah was seeing.  Lorenzo was a brother in AOT, whereas Mike rented a room there.  He didn’t want to get interrogated about where Sarah was. 

Mike got to his room without seeing Lorenzo and locked the door.  He got into bed, on his back, thinking about Sarah.

On the one hand, what he wanted most in the world had come true.  He and Sarah were friends.  And not just any friends.  Good friends.  He was good friends – really good friends – with the prettiest girl he had ever met.  The girl he was probably in love with.

But their friendship was complicated.  Sarah wasn’t interested in him as anything more than a friend.  She hadn’t exactly friend-zoned him.  It was pretty clear she’d have sex with him, if he wanted.  But it wasn’t like she was sexually attracted to him.  It would be more like pity sex because she liked him as a friend, and she owed him for loaning tuition money to her.

And Sarah thought he was a cuckold!

Was he a cuckold? 

Mike googled “cuckold.”  There were tons of material on the subject.  Scholarly papers.  Fictional stories.  Real-life blogs.  Videos. 

After surfing, Mike had a good grasp of what a cuckold was.

And there was no doubt, for some reason, he liked watching Sarah having sex with guys.  It aroused him.  Really aroused him.   It got him more excited than anything.

When Sarah said she would have sex with him, he told her he didn’t want that because that would probably end their friendship.  And he was telling the truth when he said that.

But there was another reason.  Mike was afraid to have sex with Sarah. 

Mike wasn’t a virgin.  But he wasn’t experienced either.  He did not compare at all to Marco, or Lorenzo, or that man, Jeremy.  Or the policeman, Buchanan. 

Mike was afraid of what Sarah would think of him if they had sex.  She wouldn’t laugh, he knew that.  She was too nice.  But she certainly wouldn’t think he was a good lover. 

As Mike thought about Sarah with other guys, he got aroused, and his dick got hard.

He was mad at himself.  Ashamed.  He tried to will his erection to go away.  But it wouldn’t.

Finally, Mike took his hard cock out of his pants.  He formed a circle with his thumb and forefinger and began to jerk himself.

Mike had always masturbated this way.  The policeman called it circle-jerking.  It was demeaning.  And he said it in front of Sarah.

Mike tried wrapping his fist around his cock and stroking himself that way.  But it didn’t feel as good.  After a few unpleasurable strokes, he went back to circle-jerking.

He thought about how the policeman made fun of him as he had sex with Sarah.  The memories made him hurt inside.  They made him feel embarrassed and ashamed.  They humiliated him.

But the memories also aroused him.  Especially the memory of the policeman fucking Sarah so hard.  And the way Sarah came.  Her climax was the most amazing – the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

And moments later, as Mike jerked off to these memories, he came and splashed his jizz all over his hand.
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CHAPTER 3

“Yeah, Sarah, just like that,” Jeremy moaned as his head rolled back.  “Fuck yeah, just like that, yeah ....”

Sarah was at Jeremy’s Central Park apartment.  She was on her knees between his opened legs.  She had been in his apartment for 5 minutes after driving over from Laguardia airport.  Now his dick was in her mouth.

“Fuck, fuck,” Jeremy groaned, and then he was cumming, shooting his spunk down Sarah’s 20-year-old throat.

As he heavily panted after his orgasm, he motioned towards the bathroom.  “Go fix your face, your hair,” he said between pants.  “And brush your teeth.  We’re getting a drink with Bert.”

Sarah looked surprised as she got to her feet.  “Bert?  Cassie’s boyfriend?” she asked.

“If you want to talk to a Broadway insider, there’s no one better than Bert,” Jeremy said.  “He’s got his hands in everything going on in the City.  Most of the rest of the East coast too.”

“I thought you didn’t like Bert,” Sarah said.

“I’ve nothing against the man,” Jeremy said.  With a laugh, he said, “I just feel sorry for him, because he’s dating Cassie.”

“Why is he with Cassie?” Sarah asked. 

“She’s still good looking,” Jeremy conceded with a shrug.  “Jeremy’s older.  He’s 63.  So, I suppose Cas is his trophy girlfriend.”  Grinning at Sarah, he said, “You know how it is.  Rich men always upgrade to younger girls.”

Motioning to herself, she asked, “Did Bert ask me to dress this way?”

“No.  I just know what he likes,” Jeremy said.  “You don’t think he’s faithful to Cassie, do you?  She’s about as young as he can go and still be respectful around his Broadway friends.  But in bed, he likes them younger.  He likes college girls.”

Sarah’s eyes got big.  “Does he know about Paradise?” she asked with alarm.

“I didn’t say the College Girl,” Jeremy said.  “I said college girls.”

Sarah looked at Jeremy.  She felt like he wasn’t telling her something.

She asked, “Is he going to want me to sleep with him?  To get a part?”

“Don’t tell me you’re against that,” Jeremy said with a laugh.  Sarah knew what he was talking about, of course.  She was sleeping with him for money.  So why not Bert?

“It’s just ... I do what I do now, to pay for college,” Sarah said, trying to explain the inconsistency. “I guess I was hoping after I graduated, I’d get parts on my talent.”

Jeremy asked, “Are you talented?”  He had an amused, skeptical look on his face.

Sarah looked away.  His skeptical look humiliated her.  She had to remember he wasn’t her friend.  Jeremy wasn’t the worse man to be doing GFEs with, but he wasn’t her friend.

And, if she was honest with herself, she didn’t know if she was talented enough to make it onto Broadway.

“If Bert wants me to sleep with him, you’ll be okay with that?” Sarah asked.

“You’re not my girlfriend,” Jeremy said with a shrug. “Not my real girlfriend.  And men in New York City do favors for each other.”

Sarah stared at Jeremy.  Favors? 

But Jeremy didn’t elaborate.  Instead, he said, “Go get ready.  We don’t want to keep Bert waiting.”
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SARAH WORRIED AS THEY approached the 21 restaurant.  Will Cassie be there?  She remembered how the older woman threatened her if she tried to make a move on her boyfriend, Bert.

She was relieved to see only Bert when the maitre’d guided them to the booth.  The booth was a semi-circle.  Sarah and Jeremy slid in, so she was in the middle and the older men were on both sides of her.

Bert and Jeremy ordered scotch.  Sarah ordered a vodka martini.  The men were amused when the waiter asked for her ID.  He looked skeptical when she showed him her fake, but he didn’t say anything more.

“How old are you?” Bert asked when the waiter was gone. 

“Twenty,” Sarah said.

“You look younger than 20,” Bert said as his eyes moved up and down Sarah’s body.  He moved the long white tablecloth so he could see more of her legs.

Sarah didn’t say anything.  She looked straight ahead as the 63-year-old man checked her out.  Jeremy didn’t say anything either.  He was grinning though and looked amused.

“Jeremy tells me you want to dance on Broadway,” Bert said as he continued to look at her legs.  Sarah’s dressed had hiked up when she slid into the booth, so most of her firm thighs in the black hose were on display for Bert’s eyes.

“Yes,” Sarah said.

Bert put his hand on Sarah’s thigh.  She looked at Jeremy, who was still grinning.

“Don’t worry about Jeremy,” Bert said as he caressed Sarah’s leg.  “We have an arrangement.”

“What’s the arrangement?” Sarah asked.  Her body was stiff as Bert touched her – she hadn’t expected things to move so quickly – but she didn’t stop him from touching her.

“Oh, don’t worry, no need to clutter your pretty head with the business dealings of men,” Bert said as his hand edged up her skirt.

Sarah flushed.  Bert was treating her like an object.  Like a stupid girl.  He was treating her like her only values to the world were her pretty face and her sexy, young body.

Bert was treating her the way Mr. Moretti treated her.  And that big football player in the frat.  And bitch boy.  And Officer Buchanan.  And those men in Paradise.

Sarah hated the way they treated her.  The way they demeaned her.

It turned her on too.  She felt tingling between her legs.

“Can you help me get a part on Broadway?” Sarah asked.

“It’s not hard to get a part on Broadway,” Bert said as his hand moved under the skirt of her dress.  “Bit parts are easy to get.  Making a living on Broadway, now that’s hard.”

“But ... you can help me?” Sarah asked.

Bert smiled and said, “Jeremy and I can help you live in New York.”

“What?” Sarah said, not understanding.  She looked back and forth at the two men.  Both were smiling at her.

Jeremy said, “Sarah, I wasn’t entirely honest when you asked if Bert knows about Paradise.  Yes, he does know about Paradise.  And he knows I’m paying for you.”

Sarah’s eyes got big with alarm.  Jeremy quickly said, “Don’t worry, we’ll keep your secret.”

“What do you want?” Sarah asked looking alarmed.

Bert’s hand was still under Sarah’s skirt.  He said, “You’re a very pretty girl Sarah.  I would like to get to know you.  And Jeremy wants to keep seeing you.  So, here is our proposal.  Jeremy and I will get you an apartment in New York.  It won’t be big, but it’ll be very nice.  And we’ll give you an allowance.”  As Bert’s fingertips reached the crotch of her tights, he said, “And we’ll both have keys to your apartment, of course.”

“So, you want me to be your mistress,” Sarah said.

Bert shrugged and said, “I’ll help you get parts on Broadway.  I know all the producers.  Maybe you’ll make it.  Until then ....”

“I’m in college,” Sarah reminded them.

Bert said, “You’d have to quit college, of course.  You won’t have time for classes, not with auditions and rehearsals.”  Then with a lecherous grin, he added, “And either Jeremy and I will be with you most evenings.”

“Sarah, look,” Jeremy said reasonably.  “You don’t need a college degree to dance on Broadway.  And anyway, what’s better?  Living in New York City?  Or State College?  You can go to MOMA whenever you want.  Art openings.  The theater.  Bert and I will take you.”

“How can you take me?” Sarah asked.  Looking at Bert, she said, “You’re with Cassie.”  Then looking back at Jeremy, she said, “And you’ll eventually meet someone.”

“Don’t worry about Cassie,” Bert said dismissively.

“She threatened me,” Sarah said.

Bert chuckled.  He said, “Her bark is worse than her bite.  And anyway, she knows I’m not faithful.  And she’s not either.  You think I don’t know about Sebastian?”  Sebastian was the handsome man who seemed to have affairs with all the wives and girlfriends in Bert and Jeremy’s circle of friends.  What Mike called the Stepford Wives.

“Sarah, Bert and I will be your patrons.  Your benefactors,” Jeremy said with that same reasonable voice.  “That’s not unusual in New York City.”

“I don’t know ...,” Sarah said looking unsure.

Her head was spinning! This was all happening so fast!

Move to New York?  Quit college?  Be Bert and Jeremy’s mistress?

This was crazy!  And scary!

The arousal she felt a moment ago was gone.  She pushed Bert’s hand away.

The idea of living in New York City was exciting.  And if Bert got her parts, she might make it onto Broadway.  There were tons of crazy stories about people getting discovered.  Why not her?

Still, to throw away her entire life?  She didn’t care about Paradise, but to leave Penn State?

And if she agreed to this plan, she would be at the complete mercy of Bert and Jeremy.  It would almost be like they would own her.  What if they gang banged her?  What if they sold her to other men?  They could turn her into a prostitute.  Not just the GFEs she was doing with Jeremy, or the tricks she (rarely) did at Paradise.  But a real prostitute. 

How could she possibly agree to this?

Then she thought about Mike.  Her wingman.  And she blurted out, “It’ll have to be a 2-bedroom apartment.”

“Why?” Bert asked.

“I won’t move here by myself,” Sarah said.  “I’ll bring a friend with me.”

“What’s her name?” Bert asked.

“It’s a he,” Sarah said.  Turning to Jeremy, she said, “I mentioned him to you.  Mike.”

“You said he wasn’t your boyfriend,” Jeremy said.

“He’s not,” Sarah said.  “He’s just a friend.”

Bert frowned.  He said, “If we’re going to do this – if Jeremy and I are paying for you to live here – then we don’t want you to be with anyone else.  You’ll be exclusive to me and Jeremy.”

Sarah stared at Bert.  Sex with only these two men?  And she can’t have a boyfriend?

But then, when had she had a boyfriend she really cared about?  And when was the last time she was in love?

Sarah knew the answer to both questions.  Never and never.

She was more concerned about her sex life being limited to only Bert and Jeremy.  Sarah liked sex.  It was a big part of her life.  Jeremy was an okay lover for an older man, but Bert was ancient.  How good could he be?  At 63, he couldn’t have much stamina.  Could he even get it up?

Then she thought of Mike again.  He was a kinky boy.  A sweet boy, but very kinky.  He could make things fun.  She suddenly felt tingling between her legs again.

“So, what do you say?” Bert asked.  His hand was on her knee again.

“I need to talk to Mike,” Sarah said.

Both Bert and Jeremy looked disappointed.  They were both powerful, alpha men.  They weren’t into delayed gratification.

Then Jeremy’s face brightened with an idea.  “Call Mike,” he said.  “Invite him here for the weekend.”

Sarah’s lips parted with surprise.  “Let me out,” she said.  Jeremy got up and Sarah scooted out of the booth.

She moved to the 21’s lobby.  She called Mike.

Mike answered on the first ring.  “Sarah.  Hi.  Are you okay?” he asked.

“I’m good,” Sarah said.  “Have you ever been to New York City?”

“What?” Mike said, not understanding.

“Do you wanna join me for the weekend?” Sarah asked.

“Join you?” he said dumbly, still not understanding.

“Mike, god, you’re a genius, catch up,” Sarah teased.  Pronouncing each word slowly, she said, “Do – you – want – to – join – me – in – New – York – City?”

“Just you?”

“Me and Jeremy,” Sarah said.  “And probably Bert.”

“Who’s Bert?”

“He’s like Jeremy,” Sarah said.  “Just 20 years older.”

“Why?”

“Are you my wingman or not?” Sarah asked.

“I ... am,” Mike said with uncertainty in his voice.

“Well, I need my wingman,” Sarah said.  “So, are you coming?”
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FOUR HOURS LATER, MIKE was in Jeremy’s Central Park apartment. 

Sarah led him into the apartment and introduced him to Jeremy and Bert.  They sat on the sofa and sipped scotch as they looked at Mike.

They were not impressed with what they saw.  Mike wasn’t tall.  He wasn’t handsome.  He was thin.

He had short dark hair.  He wore glasses.  His clothes looked like from yard sales, which wasn’t far from the truth.  It was the truth.

It was apparent from the start that Mike was shy.  He barely said a word.  He struggled to look at either Bert or Jeremy in the eye.

Both men were unsurprised that Sarah had friend-zoned Mike.  Frankly, they were surprised such a pretty girl as Sarah was even friends with the very ordinary looking Mike.

Sarah pulled Mike into Jeremy’s bedroom.  “They want me to move here,” she said.

“To New York City?” Mike said.  His eyes went wide with surprise and alarm.  The last thing he wanted was Sarah moving away.

“They’ll get me an apartment and give me money,” Sarah said.  “I’ll be their mistress.  Bert will get me parts in musicals and plays.  Maybe I’ll be discovered.”

“Are you really thinking about this?” Mike asked.  He looked doubtful.  This was a crazy idea.  Sarah should not move here.  She should not put her life in the hands of these old men.  These dirty old men.  All they wanted was her body.

“It might be my big chance, Mickey,” Sarah said.  “My only chance.” 

“But do you trust them?”

“No,” Sarah said.  “That’s why I want you to move with me.  We’ll share the apartment.  We’ll be roommates.  I know you have another semester.  But you can go online, and—.”

“I’ll do it!” Mike said immediately.  Suddenly, he liked this idea.  This was a fantastic idea!

“I’ll move here with you!” Mike said.  “I’ll be your roommate!”

Sarah grinned at him.  She saw through him of course.  He wanted to live with her.  In the past, she might have gotten annoyed or even freaked out that Mike was so obsessed with her.  Now though, she liked it.  It charmed her.

“Okay, then ...,” she said with a laugh.  Then she gently said, “We’d have separate bedrooms.  We won’t be ... you know ... we won’t be intimate.”

“We’ve already talked about this,” Mike said.

“Yeah but, I know, but one of the conditions is, I have to be exclusive to Bert and Jeremy,” Sarah said.

Mike stared at Sarah, shocked.  His initial thought was this was wicked.  Evil.  Sarah limited to having sex with only these dirty old men.

But then Mike realized that this meant Sarah would no longer be with hunky guys like Marco and Lorenzo.  She would no longer let down her hair for guys like Marco and Lorenzo.

“That kind of sounds like a reasonable request,” Mike said.

Sarah laughed.  She saw right through him again.  She knew Mike had a big crush on her.  She knew he would rather not see her with boys her age.

“So, Bert and Jeremy agreed to let you be my roommate,” Sarah said.  “But they said they want to make sure you understand your place in all of this.”

“What does that mean?” Mike asked.

“I don’t know exactly.  But it might be kinda like what the policeman did to us.”

Mike looked shocked.  He said, “Did you tell them something?”

Sarah gave Mike her most innocent look.  “I might have mentioned to them you like watching me.  I might have mentioned to them your penis is kinda small.”

Mike gawked at Sarah. 

She moved closer so his hand touched her thigh.  Like how he touched her earlier at the airport.  This time, she put her hand over Mike’s and pressed his palm against her stockinged thigh. 

Mike looked down.  He saw his hand pressing against Sarah’s leg in the black hose.  And he saw she was still wearing the saddle shoes.

Sarah saw where Mike was looking.  She raised her right leg slightly and pressed the pointy end of the saddle shoe into his ankle.  She said, “You know, these are my cheerleader shoes, from high school.  I dated the quarterback.  He was a couple years older.  He fucked me sometimes in these shoes.”

Mike moaned.

“So, will you move to New York with me?” Sarah asked.

“Yes,” Mike said with a husky voice.

“Are you ready for this, then?”

“Ready for what?”

“We’ve been waiting for you,” Sarah said.  “You’re my wingman.  You should be there.  Right?”

Mike stared at Sarah again.  After a long moment, he nodded his head.

Sarah moved to the door.  She opened it and said to Jeremy and Bert, “You can come in now.”
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CHAPTER 4

Mike watched as Bert and Jeremy used Sarah’s sexy, 20-year-old body for their pleasure.

First, they made her dance and take off her clothes.  The way she would in her act at Paradise, as the College Girl.  She took off all her clothes.  Except the black tights and saddle shoes.  Bert insisted she keep them on. 

Since he had never had her before, Bert went first.  He made Sarah take his cock into her mouth.  His cock was big and, for an older man, surprisingly very hard.  With a laugh, he told Sarah he was still a virile man and didn’t need Viagra.

Not wanting to cum in Sarah’s mouth – not the first time, at least – he told Sarah to get onto her back on the bed.  Bert got between Sarah’s open legs and tore a hole in the black tights.  She wasn’t wearing panties.

Bert grinned approvingly when he saw that Sarah kept herself completely bare.  “I like this,” he said as he thumbed her clit.  “It makes you look even younger than you are.  Cassie shaves it all off too, but she looks ridiculous.  A middle-aged woman trying to look like a teenager.”

“She spends a lot of my money to keep herself looking good,” Jeremy joked, referring to the large alimony he paid his ex-wife every month.

“She doesn’t look as good as young Sarah here,” Bert said as he cupped Sarah’s small, perky tits.

Sarah sensed Bert and Jeremy enjoyed making fun of Cassie.  So, playing along, she smiled and said, “I bet Cassie’s worn-out, old pussy doesn’t feel as good as mine either.”

Both men laughed approvingly.  Bert said to Jeremy, “I think we have a winne here.”

Bert took hold of his cock and guided it to Sarah’s pussy.  She put a hand to his chest, stopping him.  “You have to wear a condom until you get tested,” she said.  “Just like Jeremy.  And we have to be careful when I’m ovulating.  I’m not on the pill.  I can’t.  I’m allergic to it.”

Sarah looked over to where Mike was sitting.  “Mike, can you get a condom from my bag?”

Mike frowned.  He didn’t want to be here. 

But he did want to be here, too.

He stood up and got a condom from Sarah’s purse.  He handed it to Bert.  Then he went back to the chair.

Bert rolled the condom onto his cock.  He was grumpy about it, saying “I haven’t used a condom in years.”

Then Bert pushed his cock into Sarah’s pussy.  His eyes fluttered as exquisite pleasure flooded his 63-year-old body.  “Oh fuck Sarah, your pussy’s so tight,” he moaned.

Bert put Sarah’s legs on his shoulders.  As he fucked her, he licked the sides of her saddle shoes.  He licked them!  Jeremy grinned at the sight but didn’t say anything. 

As Bert got close, he ran his hands over Sarah’s flat, firm tummy.  He said, “I admit the idea of getting you pregnant gets me hot.  But I wouldn’t want to ruin your perfect body with pregnancy.”

“It hasn’t helped Cassie,” Jeremy joked.  Cassie had never been pregnant.  Yet, her tits sagged, her belly was soft, and there was cellulite on the back of her thighs.  Even when younger and at the peak of her beauty, she didn’t compare to Sarah.  And while still attractive, Cassie was a shadow of her younger self. 

But Bert didn’t hear Jeremy.  Because at that moment, he was cumming.

Next it was Jeremy’s turn in Sarah’s mouth and pussy.

And then Bert’s turn again.  This time he fucked Sarah’s pretty face.

Then Jeremy fucked Sarah in the ass.  After, Bert lamented, “I’d fuck her there too, but there’s only so many times I can get hard.  Next time.”

Bert got dressed and left. 

Sarah was going to sleep with Jeremy of course.  He paid for her.  It was still his GFE weekend.

She asked, “Where is Mike sleeping?”

Jeremy shrugged and motioned down the hall.  “The guest bedroom.  Down the hall, on the left.”  He turned to his computer.  He had work to catch up on.

Sarah walked with Mike to the guest bedroom.

“Shouldn’t you put something on?” Mike asked when they were in the guest bedroom.

“Why Mike?” Sarah said.  She motioned to her body with her hands and said, “You’ve seen me naked before.”

Mike tried not to look at his friend, but he couldn’t resist.  Sarah’s hair was messed up and her face flushed.  Her nipples were red where Bert and Jeremy had sucked.  Her pussy lips were swollen where they fucked her.

Sarah looked just fucked, which she was.  And standing there next to him, naked except for the ruined tights and saddle shoes, she looked sexier than being completely naked. 

“You should put something on,” Mike said as he finally diverted his eyes.

“Why didn’t you play with yourself?” Sarah asked as she looked at Mike’s pants.  His erection dented his chinos.

“I wasn’t doing that,” Mike insisted.  “Not in front of those guys.”

“I wish you had,” Sarah said.  “It gets me hot.  Like with Officer Buchanan.  I would’ve cum.”

“You didn’t cum?” Mike asked, surprised.  After getting fucked multiple times, she didn’t cum?

“No.  Girls don’t always cum you know,” Sarah said.  “It’s not like I’m into them.  I mean, Jeremy’s okay.  But Bert’s ancient.  It’s not like they’re Lorenzo.  Or Marco.”

“So, how are you going to do this?” Mike asked.  “I know you like sex a lot.  You’ve told me.”

Sarah shrugged but didn’t answer.  She sat on the bed and put her feet up, completely exposing her used pussy to Mike’s eyes through the torn black tights.

“Sarah, will you put something on?” Mike said with exasperation, turning his eyes away from her.

“Take off your pants Mike,” Sarah said as she began playing with herself.  “Let me see you circle-jerk your little dick.  It’ll make me cum.”

“No,” Mike said stubbornly.

“Do it,” Sarah insisted with a firm voice.  “Do it Mike.”

Then, with a softer voice, she said, “Come on Mickey.  I know you want to.”

Mike stared into Sarah’s eyes for long moments.  Then he pulled down his pants and boxers.  He got on the bed next to Sarah.

He formed a ring with the thumb and forefinger of his right hand.  He circled that ring around his cock and began moving it up and down.

“That’s it Mike,” Sarah moaned, her eyes on Mike’s dick as he masturbated.  “Circle-jerk your little dick.”

Mike’s eyes were on Sarah’s legs.  Her long shapely legs in the black tights.  With the hole at her pussy.  With the saddle shoes on her feet.

“Did you really wear those shows with the quarterback?” he asked.

Sarah nodded.  “He wasn’t into it like Bert,” she said.  “He was just too impatient to take them off me.”  After a moment, she added, “A lot of men are into it though.  I wear these shows at Paradise.  As the College Girl.  Guys go crazy seeing me dressed like a young girl.  Which is insane.  They like me better in these old-fashion shoes than stiletto high heels.”

“How does it feel?” Mike asked as he urgently jerked his cock.  “To be so pretty, men go crazy over you?”

“I love it,” Sarah said.  She was being honest.  She loved the attention of men.

Moments later, Mike came.  And Sarah came too.

They lay next to each other for long moments.  Then Sarah got up.

“I’ve got to get back to Jeremy,” she said.  “He’s probably done with work soon.”

Mike used his boxers to wipe the jizz from his hand and softening cock and pulled the blanket over him.  “Are you really moving to New York?” he asked her.

“You’re moving with me,” Sarah said.  “Right Mike?”

“Yes,” he said.

Sarah smiled.  “Good,” she said.  She gave Mike a platonic kiss on the cheek.  Then she left to rejoin Jeremy.
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CHAPTER 5

Mike was helping Sarah to pack.  She had boxes all over the place.  All packed with clothes.

“How can anyone have so much clothes?” he asked as he folded more skirts and blouses into a cardboard box.

“I haven’t even started packing my shoes, Mickey,” Sarah said.  She was only half joking.

Mike’s station wagon was packed with Sarah’s boxes.  He was towing a U-Haul trailer.  Half of it was filled with more Sarah boxes.  Mike had the other half.  Only a few were clothes.  Most were books, CDs, albums, tapes and his stereo equipment.  Plus his boxes of vintage postcards that he sold in his eBay store.

Of course, Sarah’s Miata convertible had no room for any boxes.

They hit the road with Sarah speeding along and Mike trying to keep up.  It was cold but she had the top down anyway.  Following in his station wagon, Mike could hear the music blasting from Sarah’s Miata.

Sarah had withdrawn from school.  She could go back to Penn State in the future.  But she knew she never would.  She was done with school.  Now it was Broadway or bust.

Mike still had a few classes to take to finish his degree.  Luckily, Penn State allowed people to attend classes remotely.

“How’d your parents take the news?” Sarah had asked.

“They’re happy I’m going to New York,” Mike said.  “I guess they want me to get out into the real world.”

“Well Mickey, you’re the pimp to the College Girl who’s selling her body to two old men,” Sarah joked.  “Can’t get more real world than that.”

Mike ignored the snark about him being a pimp.  Instead, he asked, “Can we have my parents over sometime?  I’d like them to meet you.”

Sarah looked at Mike.  She knew her friend’s life was ideal, like the Waltons.  They weren’t rich, but they were loving. If they made a TV show of her childhood, it would probably be called “The Fucked Up Family.”

But still, the way Mike asked her, it was so heartfelt.  He really wanted his family to meet her.  Her!  She was fucked up, a freak, yet he wanted his parents to meet her.

“Yeah Mickey, anytime, I’d love to meet your parents,” Sarah said as she looked into Mike’s eyes.  Then, because Sarah was Sarah, she snarky joked, “I’ll even put on a bra.”

But Sarah never met Mike’s parents in New York City.
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BEFORE LEAVING FOR NYC, they stopped at Paradise to say goodbye.  Sarah was closest to Angie, another dancer, and Jerry the bartender.  Sarah cried when she hugged her friends, especially Angie.  “You need to visit me,” she said as she hugged Angie.

“I will,” Angie promised.  Looking over Sarah’s shoulder at Mike, she said, “Who is this?”

“He’s my friend Mike,” Sarah said.  “He’s moving with me.”

“He’s your boyfriend?” Angie asked as she looked at Mike.  He didn’t seem Sarah’s type.  Sarah was beautiful, and Mike was ... well ... he was average.

“Mike’s really sweet,” Sarah said.  Then she whispered, “You know your boyfriend Buddy?  How he likes watching you?  Mike is like that.”

Angie’s lips parted in surprise.  She said, “He doesn’t look the type.  But the quiet ones are always the kinkiest.”

Sarah laughed.

“So, he likes watching you?” Angie asked.  “And he doesn’t freak out?”

“He freaks out, I think,” Sarah said.  “But he’s cool about it.”

“You’re dating?”

“No.”

“You’re fucking?”

“No.”

Angie laughed and asked, “Then how does this work?”

“I don’t know,” Sarah said with a laugh back.  “We’re just friends.”

Angie gave Sarah a this is crazy look.  She said, “Anyways.  Hold onto this one, Sarah.  It’s nice having a free pass.”

“I don’t need a pass.  Mike isn’t my boyfriend.  I can do anything I want.”

Angie laughed again.  “If that’s true, why are you bringing Mike?” 

Sarah frowned at her friend but didn’t answer.  Mike was her wingman.  And he made her feel good.  About herself.  That’s why she was bringing him.
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MIKE AND SARAH WERE in their new apartment by dinner time.  It was a small, 2-bedroom apartment a few blocks from Broadway.  It came furnished, so it was easy to unpack. 

Sarah got a call.  “Are you there?” Jeremy asked.

“Yes.”

“Don’t move,” Jeremy ordered.  “We’ll be there.”

Jeremy and Bert arrived about an hour later.  They wanted to celebrate Sarah’s move to NYC.  By using her body.

The 2 men used Sarah for 3 hours.  Then they left.  Bert went back to Cassie.  She thought her husband was playing golf with Broadway friends.

Jeremy had a date with a woman he recently met, Stephanie.  Before leaving, he told Sarah their fiction of her being his girlfriend was over.  But they would still be “friends.”  He and Bert would be her patrons.  He said this was a common arrangement in New York City.

After, Sarah took a shower and then sat in her bed, hugging her pillow.  She wondered what she was doing.  She dropped out of college, for what?  To be Jeremy and Bert’s fuck toy?  Bert hadn’t mentioned any auditions.  What the fuck was she doing?

A little later, Mike came in.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Sure,” Sarah said, acting like nothing was wrong, even as she felt like she was dying inside.

“Look what I got,” Mike said, showing Sarah his phone.

It was two discount tickets for that night to see Les Miserables on Broadway.  It was Sarah’s favorite musical.  Years ago, before he deserted them, her father took Sarah and the rest of the family to see Les Mez.  After seeing that show as a young girl, she decided she wanted to study dance and perform on Broadway.

Seeing the tickets, Sarah started crying and hugged Mike.
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CHAPTER 6

The next 6 months were busy for Sarah.  Bert kept his word and helped her get auditions.  Sarah got a couple of parts in off-Broadway musicals.  The pay was low, but it was a start.

Like many struggling dancers, Sarah juggled a couple of part time jobs, mostly waitressing for the tips.  Bert and Jeremy gave Sarah a generous monthly allowance that was enough to pay all her bills.  But Sarah knew that arrangement wouldn’t last forever.  She wouldn’t be 20-years-old forever.  Nor did she want the older men to be her patrons forever.

At the moment, though, Bert and Jeremy were still very hot for Sarah.  Almost every day, she spent a few hours with one of the men, sometimes both.

Mike was busy too, finishing his degree through remote classes.  He still sold postcards via eBay, and he found the yard sales in the New York City / New Jersey area were better than those in State College.  His stock of vintage postcards were rapidly growing, as was his eBay sales.

But New York City wasn’t Mike’s thing.  He was too shy and introverted to enjoy the nightlife, and he wasn’t interested in the museums and monuments.  He never complained though.  His priority was Sarah.  As long as he was with Sarah, Mike was happy.

Mike and Sarah’s relationship wasn’t sexual.  But it wasn’t not sexual either.

Sarah involved Mike when she had sex with Bert and Jeremy.  Not all the time, but it happened a lot.

Mike liked to watch Sarah.  And Sarah liked Mike watching.  Bert and Jeremy thought it strange at first, but nowadays even they would admit Mike’s presence added some kinky spice to sex with Sarah.

It was clear to everyone that Mike was in love with Sarah.  He was obsessed with her.  It was clear to Sarah too. 

She had never given Mike any indication that she wanted their relationship to be romantic.  So, was she using Mike?  Leading him on?

Maybe.  But Mike certainly didn’t think so.  He was Sarah’s best friend.  The first person she wanted to talk to when something good happened, and when something bad. 

And, he got to see Sarah naked all the time.  Not just when she was having sex with Bert and Jeremy.  When they were alone in the apartment, Sarah barely wore anything at all, often just panties and a tight crop top.  She never closed the bathroom door when she showered.  And she never closed her bedroom door when she masturbated. 

Sarah liked getting Mike hot and bothered.  She didn’t know why exactly.  Maybe because he was so shy and introverted, the complete opposite of all the boys she had ever dated.  Maybe because he seemed so noble, whereas she was a borderline deviant (and maybe not so borderline). 

And maybe because, still, Mike had never made a move on her.  Never.  And she could not figure out why.

At first, she thought he might be gay.  Mike didn’t act gay.  He wasn’t at all flamboyant.  Still, Sarah wondered if Mike wasn’t getting off watching her, but watching the men she was with.

But no, that wasn’t it.  Because Mike always got a boner when they were alone, and she teased him.  He wasn’t like her, he didn’t prance around their apartment half-way naked.  He almost always wore the same thing – chinos and a button-down shirt. 

While dressed, she could still tell when he got aroused by the tent in his chinos.  And he always got that erection when she teased him.  It was her, not the men she was with.  Mike wasn’t gay.

[image: ]

SARAH AND MIKE WERE hanging out one evening.  It was late as she had the late shift at one of the restaurants she worked at.  After closing, some of the wait staff went out to a bar to chill, and she had had a couple strong vodka martinis. 

One of the waiters she worked with, Antonio, was hunky.  He was her type.  Italian, tall, dark, handsome and fit.  She could practically see his muscles rippling when he moved, even through his shirt.

Sarah and Antonio had a flirtation thing going on.  More than once they had made out.  She explored his body with her hands and verified all his muscles.  And he was very big in his pants.

Antonio had felt Sarah up too.  He liked her tight body.  He was into petite, pretty blonde girls with little breasts and long legs, and Sarah was all that. 

Normally she would have taken Antonio to bed by now.  But she had promised to be exclusive to Jeremy and Bert. 

The older men gave her a lot of sex.  She saw them a couple hours almost every day.  They weren’t terrible lovers, and for older men they had okay bodies and decent stamina, even the 63-year-old Bert.  But Sarah missed having sex with a young face and a young body and a young dick.  She missed sex with people her age.

So, as Sarah and Mike sat around watching Netflix, she was tipsy from the vodka, and horny from being around Antonio that evening (and the not-so-great sex with Bert and Jeremy the last 6 months).

Eyeing Mike, she said, “Is it hot in here?”

“I’ll turn the heat down,” Mike offered.

“No, it’s okay,” Sarah said, and she whipped off the sweatshirt she was wearing, and tossed it onto the floor.  Underneath she had a thin white camisole and lace edged panties.

Mike was used to this.  Sarah often pranced around their apartment in barely any clothes.  But he wasn’t used to it either.  He tried his best not to look at her, but he stole glances whenever he thought she wasn’t looking.

“So, Mickey, I never see you with girls,” Sarah said.  “Do you go on dates? You’ve never brought a girl here.”

Mike shrugged and said, “I’m busy with school.  And my eBay store.”

“But don’t you get horny?” Sarah asked.  “When was the last time you had sex?  Intercourse, I mean. Not your hand.”

“That’s kind of personal,” Mike said with a frown.

Sarah gave Mike a what-the-fuck look.  “Mickey, you freaking see me having sex multiple times a week.”

“You want me there,” Mike said defensively.

“Don’t try to say you don’t get off on it,” Sarah said.  “We’ve already had that conversation.”

Mike shrugged but didn’t reply.  He didn’t want to talk about being a cuckold.

“Come on, tell me,” Sarah urged.  “Bert and Jeremy are not great in bed, but they’re at least something.  Just answer me this.  Have you had sex since I’ve known you?  It’s been like what?  2 years since we met?”

“I’m not good meeting girls,” Mike said, again with that defensive tone.  “I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have problems talking to me,” Sarah pointed out.

Mike looked at Sarah.  She had her hair up.  She usually had her hair up at home.  She wore her hair down when she was with a guy she was interested in.  She even wore it down with Bert and Jeremy.

But never for him.

“What?” Sarah asked as he stared at her.

“Nothing,” Mike said, turning his head away.

Sarah frowned.  Mike was her best friend, but sometimes he was so closed off, it was frustrating.

“I just don’t see how a person can survive without sex for 2 years,” she said.

“I never said that,” Mike said defensively.

“Masturbation doesn’t count, Mike,” Sarah said.

Mike glared at Sarah, and sniped, “Why don’t you call it circle-jerking, like you do when you’re with your patrons?”

It was true.  Sarah insisted that Mike take off his clothes when he watched her with Bert and Jeremy.  She often stared at him as they fucked her, saying terrible things like “Yeah Mike, that’s it, circle-jerk your little dick, yeah, circle-jerk your dick as you watch me getting fucked by real cocks.”

Sarah gave Mike a sweet pout.  “You know I don’t mean it,” she said.  “It just gets me off.  You know I’m a freak.  Just like you’re a freak.”

“Whatever,” Mike said, turning away.

Sarah knew Mike couldn’t stay mad at her.  Like all friends, sometimes they had little spats.  But he never stayed mad at her for long.

Sarah continued to pout and playfully whined in her baby voice, “Is Mickey mad at Sa-Sa now?”

Mike couldn’t help laughing.

Sarah grinned.  Then she got onto her knees on the sofa.  “Mike, look,” she said as she pulled the camisole over her head.

Sarah had never done this.  She regularly paraded around in barely any clothes when she was alone in the apartment with Mike.  And she took off her clothes for Bert and Jeremy with Mike watching.  But she had never stripped for Mike.

“What are you doing?” he asked.  Yet, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from Sarah’s chest.  From her breasts.  They were small but perfect.  Perfectly shaped mounds that sloped upwards, so her eraser-sized nipples were upturned.  Sarah’s breasts were the definition of perky.

“Sarah, what are you doing?” Mike asked again.  He was breathing hard.

“You’ve seen me naked before, but you’ve never touched me,” Sarah said.  She reached out for Mike’s hand.  She pulled his hand towards her.  She pressed his hand against her chest, so his palm cupped her left breast.

Mike’s head spun.  He began gently squeezing her breast.

Sarah slid his hand a little off center.  Now his thumb was over her nipple.  Mike continued to fondle Sarah’s breast, but now he was also rubbing her nipple with his thumb.

“Yeah, like that Mike,” Sarah moaned as her eyelids got heavy-lidded.  “That feels good.  Don’t stop.”  In truth, Mike’s touch wasn’t the best – it was clear he was inexperienced – but Sarah was so horny after being with Antonio all night, his caresses still felt good.

She reached into her lace-edged panties and began playing with herself.  “Take off your pants,” she said, her voice lustful.  “I want to watch you circle-jerk your little dick.”

Mike’s cheeks flushed red with embarrassment when she said “circle-jerk” and “little dick.” 

“Why do you say that?” he snapped with a husky voice.

“Because it gets me hot,” Sarah said.  “And it gets you hot.  Don’t deny it.  Do it Mickey.  Let me watch you jerk off.”

Mike removed his hand from Sarah’s breast so he could use both hands to pull down his pants and boxers.  His penis was hard. 

Sarah pulled Mike’s left hand to her right breast, and he began fondling her there.  Her eyes were on her friend’s 4-inch, thin, hard penis.  The skin was light colored and completely unblemished.  Unlike most cocks she had seen in her life, there were no noticeable veins running up the shaft.

She said, “Your penis is pretty.”

Mike’s cheeks flushed even redder with embarrassment and humiliation.  “Why does she say such mean things?” he asked himself.  But his dick stayed hard.  Maybe it even got harder.  He couldn’t deny it, Sarah’s nasty taunts pushed his buttons.

“Do it Mike,” Sarah urged again with her eyes still on his small, hard cock.  “Circle-jerk yourself.  I want to see you do it.”

Breathing hard, Mike formed a circle with the thumb and forefinger of his right hand, and then wrapped that circle around his shaft.  He began pumping his shaft with that circle.

Sarah watched him.  She said, “Do you ever use your whole hand?”

Mike paused.  Then with red cheeks, he reluctantly admitted, “It doesn’t feel as good that way.”

Sarah’s lips parted and she moaned at his words.  “Of course it doesn’t feel as good,” she said, her words coming out like a moan.  “You’re not big enough to use your whole hand.”

Mike’s face contorted, like she was torturing him.  Like she was destroying him.   His face was a mixture of sadness and arousal.

His breathing got heavier, and his heart pounded harder.  And his dick stayed hard.

“Sarah,” he said.  “Why are you so mean?”

“Is that why you don’t bring girls home?” she asked as he circle-jerked his little, hard dick.  “Because you know your dick is tiny?  You know you can’t get a girl off with your tiny dick?”

Sarah saw the immediate anguish, the agony, the pain on Mike’s face, and it was like sparks of sexual electricity exploding in her body.  Her words were terrible, cruel, horrible, especially since Mike was her best friend.  But for some reason, humiliating Mike got her super-hot.  At times like this, she was more hot with Mike than any other man. 

Suddenly, Sarah felt out of control.  She grabbed Mike’s right hand – the one he was using to jerk off – and pushed it down her panties.  “Finger me Mike!” she hissed.  “Use your thumb, rub my clit!”

When Mike missed the target with his thumb, she said with frustration, “My clit, Mike!”

Sarah pulled down her panties to give Mike more room to work on her.  Then she adjusted his hand so now the flat of his thumb was on her glistening, hard clit.  “There, rub me there!” Sarah said urgently.

But Mike’s touch was awkward.  He wasn’t touching her right or applying the right pressure.

Frustrated, Sarah put her hand over Mike’s to show him what to do.  With one hand, she pressed Mike’s thumb against her clit the way she wanted.  With her other hand, she managed to push two of Mike’s slim fingers into her pussy.

It was like Mike’s hand was a vibrator, and she was using both hands to get herself off with that vibrator.

“Yeah, yeah ....” Sarah moaned as she used Mike’s hand like a vibrator.  “Yeah, shit, yeah, oh god, oh god ....”

Sarah’s orgasm hit.  But Mike’s hand fell away as her body spasmed.  “No, fuck, no!” she screamed.  He was about to ruin her orgasm!

Sarah grabbed Mike’s hand and pressed it against her pussy again.  “Rub it until I’m done!” she ordered.  “Finish me off!”

Mike rubbed her clit.  Sarah smashed her hand against Mike’s to make sure he did it right.

Sarah rolled her head back as the orgasm flowed through her, like a wave.  It wasn’t the best orgasm – it would have been better if Mike hadn’t pulled his hand away, and if he knew how to touch her better – but at least it wasn’t a ruined orgasm.

Sarah collapsed onto the sofa next to Mike, still breathing hard.  She was naked, except for the lacy panties around her knees.

“Mickey, god,” she said with a laugh.  “You need to work on that.”

Sarah turned her head and looked at her friend.  He looked distraught, destroyed.  He knew his performance sucked.  He finally got a chance with the girl he loved, and she ended up laughing at him.

Sarah felt bad.  She said, “It’s okay Mike.  You just need practice.”

Sarah saw Mike’s penis was soft.  It was barely an inch.  A nub.  It looked cute.  She didn’t comment about it though.  Her friend was already feeling bad enough.

She shimmied the panties off her legs.  Now she was completely naked.  Mike’s eyes darted to her pussy.  She kept herself completely bare there.  Mike’s dick began coming to life again.

Sarah reached over and caressed Mike’s soft cock.  He soon got hard again.

She wrapped her hand around Mike’s hard shaft and began slowly pumping up and down.

“Oh god ...,” Mike moaned.  This was the first time Sarah had done this.  The first time she had touched him sexually.

Her hand felt soft like a baby’s.  And so tiny.  That was why it felt good when she used her whole hand to jerk him off.

Unlike Mike, Sarah was very experienced.  She knew how to edge a boy along so he lasted a long time.  And she was in the mood to torture Mike even more.  She suspected he would love it.  She would too.

“There’s a boy where I work,” Sarah huskily whispered as she slowly moved her hand up and down Mike’s cock.  “Antonio.  He’s really hot.  We’ve kissed and fooled around.  I really want to fuck him.  Bert and Jeremy are okay, but I miss someone my age.  Antonio’s gorgeous and he’s hung.  I miss getting banged by a young body and a big cock.”

“Why are you telling me this?” Mike said.

“It gets you hot, right? When I tell you about boys I want to fuck?”

Mike didn’t say anything.  But from the way his hard dick jerked and pulsed as she spoke, she knew the answer was yes.

“I promised Bert and Jeremy to be exclusive.  I have an idea though.  Something I’ll do for them, if they let me have Antonio.  I think they’ll agree.  And I really need it Mickey.  You know how I get all jittery when I haven’t had sex in a while?  That’s how I feel.  I’m dying for it.”

“What’s your idea?” Mike asked, his voice low and throaty from arousal.

Sarah shook her head.  She didn’t want to talk about that now.  She reached down with her other hand and began playing with herself, while still slowly jerking Mike’s cock.

“Antonio’s so hot,” Sarah said as she looked into Mike’s face.  “He’s Italian, like Marco and Lorenzo.  You figured out I like Italian boys?  He’s tall.  Taller than you Mickey.  And he’s ripped.  I haven’t seen him naked yet, but we’ve fooled around, and I can tell he’s really muscular.  I like that.  All girls do.  Men with hot bodies.”

As she said this, Sarah was looking at Mike’s chest.  He was thin and his chest and arms had almost no muscular definition. 

“Are you comparing me to him?” Mike asked.  He didn’t want to know.  But he couldn’t help asking.  It was like a moth to a flame.  It was his own train wreck that he couldn’t take his eyes off of.

“You’re sweet Mickey.  You have a sweet, white boy’s body,” Sarah said.

Mike stared at Sarah.  His heart was pounding.  He couldn’t breathe.

“Go ahead and say it,” Mike whispered.  “Say his dick is bigger than mine.”

Sarah smiled.  She had wondered if Mike would ask.  And now he just did.  She was happy about that.

“I know he’s big,” Sarah said.  “I’ve felt it pressed against me.  One time I touched it.  He had his pants on, but I could still tell.  Probably it’s really ugly, with a big mushroom head and thick veins running up the sides.  Probably it looks scary.”

“Is that what you like?” Mike asked.

“I think you know, Mickey,” Sarah said.  “But yeah ... I like big scary looking cocks.”

“By the way,” Sarah said.  “Antonio, he has a cock.  He’s a man.  Men have cocks.  Yours is a dick.  It’s not a cock.  It’s a boy’s little dick.”

“Sarah ...,” Mike groaned.  His face looked tortured.  Pained. Devastated.

Seeing the agony on his face, Sarah’s little pencil erasure nipples got harder.  Her pussy was tingling.  She could easily make herself cum now, but she lightened and slowed her touch on her clit.  She wanted to edge herself, make it last.  To enjoy it longer.

Sarah said, “Your dick’s not ugly, or scary. It’s pretty.  Cute.  I like looking at it.  It’s a little, pretty cock.”

“Oh god ...,” Mike moaned.  Sarah grinned.  Mike was soooo into this.  She loved it.

“Is that why you don’t bring girls home?” Sarah asked, the same question she’d asked moments before.  “You’re afraid you won’t be able to get them off with your little, pretty dick?”

Mike winced.  It was like she hit him in the face.  He grimaced with pain.  What she said was cruel, and nasty.  Especially since she was taunting him about his insecurities.  Still, though, his cock stayed hard and pulsed in her hand.

Maybe her words were unleashing a latent machoistic streak inside him, as he said, “I’ve had sex twice.  Two girls.  I don’t ... I don’t think they enjoyed it.”

Sarah gave Mike a sympathetic look.  “Did you use your tongue, Mike?” she asked.  “Even with your small dick, you can get a girl off with your tongue.  Have you done that before?”

Mike honestly said, “No.”

Sarah frowned.  In a gentle, chastising voice, she said, “You need to learn Mike.  With your tiny dick, if you want to satisfy a girl, you’ll have to use your tongue.  And you need to learn how to use your fingers better.  I mean, I came, but you weren’t much help, I had to practically frig myself.”

Sarah rubbed herself faster, and harder.  She was so close.  With her other hand, she stroked Mike’s dick faster.  She sensed he was close too.

She said, “Sometimes at night, after I’ve been with Bert or Jeremy, and they haven’t satisfied me, I think about just going into your room and sitting on your dick.  But I know your tiny dick won’t be able to make me cum, so why bother?”

“Sarah ...,” Mike moaned.  His heart was pounding.  He could barely breathe.

“It’s not so much how short it is,” Sarah said, looking at Mike’s dick.  “The problem is, it’s so thin.  Girls like being stretched, Mike.  I’m sorry, but I don’t think your little dick will ever make a girl cum.”

That was it.  It pushed both of them over.

Mike and Sarah came at the same time.

Sarah’s body shuddered as the orgasm slammed her young, tight body.

Mike’s body spasmed and his cock jerked in Sarah’s hand.  He didn’t cum a lot though.  He never did.  Sperm drizzled from his cockhead and barely wet Sarah’s hand.

After they were both done, Sarah rubbed her hand on Mike’s pants.  She got up and gave him a platonic peck on the cheek.  She said, “See you tomorrow, Mickey.” 

Then she went into her bedroom.  She got into bed.  She was still naked.  As always, she left the door open so Mike could look at her sleeping, naked body if he wanted to.
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CHAPTER 7

“You want to have sex with other men?” Bert asked.  He was frowning at Sarah.

“Just sometimes,” Sarah said.  She was at lunch with Bert and Jeremy at the 21 club.  “You both are great lovers.  But sometimes I’d like to be with someone my old age.”

Jeremy was frowning too.  “We’re still paying for your apartment and giving you an allowance.  And Bert is helping you get parts.”

“I know,” Sarah said.  “And I really appreciate everything.  That’s why I want to give you something.  If you let me do this, you’ll get something too.”

“What?” Bert asked.

Sarah turned to Jeremy.  She asked, “Did you ever see a dancer at Paradise?  Angelica?  She’s older than me.  In her 30s.  But she’s really pretty, and sexy.”

“I think I know who you’re talking about,” Jeremy said thoughtfully as he tried to remember.  “Tall, right?  Brunette?  Big tits?”

Sarah nodded.  “Yeah.  She’s really pretty.  If you let me be with boys sometimes – and I’ll always use condoms, I promise—I’ll do a girl-girl with Angie.  And you both can watch.”

Jeremy and Bert suddenly looked interested. 

Bert looked at Jeremy.  He said, “This Angelica.  She’s good looking?”

“Yes, she is,” Jeremy said.  “Not innocent and barely legal like Sarah.  More like a very hot MILF.”

“Cougar,” Sarah corrected.  “Angie doesn’t have any kids.  She’s not a mother.”

“So, the sexy, mature cougar will fuck the sweet, barely legal School Girl?” Jeremy said.  “Is that what you’re offering?”

“Yes,” Sarah said.

“You’ve already talked to Angelica?” Bert asked.  “What does she want?”

“Just round-trip tickets to New York City,” Sarah said.  “For her and her boyfriend Buddy.  They’re not rich.  They’ll stay with me so that won’t cost them anything.”

“Why her boyfriend?” Bert asked.

“Buddy wants to see Angie in a girl-girl, just like you do,” Sarah said.

“Will she let us fuck her?” Jeremy asked.

Sarah shrugged.  “That’s up to her.  She’s not asking for money.  But if you take her and Buddy to a nice restaurant.  Then, well ....”

“I don’t like the idea of her boyfriend being there,” Bert said looking skeptical.  “I don’t want to deal with a jealous boyfriend.”

“Buddy likes watching Angie with other men,” Sarah said.  “So, you actually have a better chance of getting into Angie’s pants with Buddy there.”

Both men laughed.  “You’re always full of surprises, Sarah,” Jeremy said with the laugh still in his voice.  “So, Buddy’s a cuckold, just like your friend Mike.  Does he have a little dick like Mike?”

“I don’t know,” Sarah said.  She felt her nipples getting hard at Jeremy’s words.  She wished the men would be more alpha with Mike when they had sex.  Make him do things.  Humiliate him.  The way Officer Buchanan had acted.  That would be so hot.

But at their core, Bert and Jeremy weren’t alpha.  They were just normal men who happened to be rich. 

“So, you’re good with this?” Sarah asked.

Bert and Jeremy looked at each other.  They grinned their agreement.  Yes, they wanted to see Angelica fuck Sarah
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CHAPTER 8

The next evening, Sarah was dressed for her waitress job.  The required outfit for girls was a starched, fitted white blouse, short black skirt, nude hose, and black patent-leather pumps.  The pumps were shiny because her boss wanted all the waitresses to wear shiny pumps.  Sarah didn’t mind polishing them.  She thought shiny high heels were pretty, and sexy.

“Is Antonio working tonight?” Mike asked.  He was sitting in the armchair as Sarah checked her makeup in the mirror.

“Yes,” Sarah answered as she turned to him. “How do I look?”

“You always look beautiful,” Mike said.

Sarah smiled.  He always said nice things like that.  And from the tone of his voice and the look on his face, she knew he was telling the truth.  Mike was the most authentic person she knew.

“Are you bringing Antonio home?” Mike asked.

“That’s the plan,” Sarah said.  “It won’t be hard.  He’s been trying to get into my pants forever.”

Mike’s expression changed to a sad one.  But there was something else in his face, too.  Excitement.

“You really like him?” he asked.

“It’s more like, I’m in lust with him,” Sarah said with a laugh.

Mike was staring at her.  Sometimes he did that, and she didn’t understand why. Not at her breasts, or ass, or legs.  That she could understand.  He stared at her shoulders.  Not even her face.  Her shoulders.

“What?” she asked.

Mike shrugged and said, “I can always tell when you like a guy.  You wear your hair down for him.”

Sarah’s eyes went wide.  She got it.  Finally.  She finally understood why he stared at her that way.

It pained Mike when she wore her hair down for a boy she liked.  For a boy she lusted after.

Because she had never worn her hair down for Mike.

The realization tickled Sarah’s insides.  It tickled her nipples.  It tickled her pussy.  For some reason, she loved torturing her sweet Mickey.

Sarah walked towards Mike.  His hand was on his knee.  She moved close so her legs were on either side of that knee, and his hand was touching her upper thigh just below her short skirt.

“So have you ... you know ... thought about what I said?” Sarah asked.  She shifted her weight slightly, so her leg pressed harder against Mike’s hand.

“About what?”

“You know.  About using your tongue and hand on a girl to make her cum,” Sarah said.  “Because your dick is too small for that.”

Mike’s face turned red.  He felt inadequate.  Embarrassed. Humiliated.

“Have you thought about it?” Sarah asked.

“I’ve thought about it,” Mike answered.

“Have you practiced?”

“How can I practice?”

“You know Mickey,” Sarah said.  “Ask a girl out.  Take her home.  And fuck her.”

“I told you.  I’m not good at that.”

“Which part?  Asking her out?  Or fucking her?” Sarah taunted.  “Maybe you suck at both?”

Sarah’s words emasculated Mike.  It tore at his manhood.  It got his dick hard too.

“Why do you say those things to me?” Mike asked with exasperation.

“Because it gets me hot,” Sarah said.

Mike stared at Sarah.  Why does torturing him, humiliating him, making him feel like a nothing – why does that get her hot?

“You also need to read signals,” Sarah said.  “If a girl is standing how I’m standing.  And she’s pressing her leg against your hand.  It means she wants you to touch her.”

“Like this?” Mike said as he began caressing Sarah’s stocking-clad thigh.

“Higher Mickey,” she said. 

Mike moved his hand higher until it was under Sarah’s short black skirt.  “She might slap my face if I did this,” he said.

“Sometimes you have to go for it,” Sarah said, staring into Mike’s eyes as he moved his hand under her short black skirt.

Mike’s hand reached the lace of her stocking tops.  She said, “I wear thigh high stockings to get better tips.”

“How do you get bigger tips?”

“You don’t think I know how to flash my stocking tops?” Sarah asked.  “Or let men look down my blouse?”

Mike was so excited his body was shaking.  “I like that,” he said.

“Like what?”

“The way you use your looks, your body, to get what you want,” Mike said.

“You like I sell my body for money?” Sarah asked.

“Yesssss,” Mike lustfully moaned.  “I think it’s hot.”

“You don’t think it makes me a bad person?”

“No,” Mike said.  “You’re a good person.”

Sarah smiled, because she knew Mike meant it.

“I bet you’d like to watch me do my thing,” Sarah said.  “Maybe you should come to the restaurant sometime and watch.”

Mike nodded.  He definitely wanted to do that.

He kept moving his hand up Sarah’s skirt.   His fingertips reached the soft, bare skin above Sarah’s stocking tops.  Sarah tensed as he touched her super-sensitive inner thighs.

Mike’s fingertips reached Sarah’s panties.  “What are we doing?” he asked with an excited, throaty voice.

“I’m giving you a chance to practice,” Sarah said.  “When you get this far with a girl, don’t talk.  Don’t ask questions.  Just do it.  Be a man, Mike.”

Mike’s face turned red again with her humiliating taunts.  Another man might get angry at Sarah.  Maybe get violent with her.  Mike would never do that.  He would never hurt Sarah.  And she knew that.

Mike managed to edge his hand inside Sarah’s panties.  His thumb found her clit and he began rubbing her.  He tried to push two fingers into her pussy, but her skirt made his movements awkward.

Suddenly, Sarah pushed his hand away and took a step back.  “Better, Mickey, but you still need practice.”

She was breathing hard, and her cheeks were flushed.  This scene had gotten her hot.  Now she really needed Antonio’s cock tonight.

“She you later Mickey,” Sarah said as she turned away. 

“Wait,” Mike said.  “Can I watch you with Antonio tonight?”

Sarah grinned.  She liked that Mike – her sweet cuckold Mickey – liked watching her. 

But then she had a thought.  A wicked, delicious thought.

“Don’t masturbate until I get home,” Sarah said.  “Then I’ll let you watch.”

“Okay,” Mike agreed.

“You promise?  You won’t jerk off until I’m home?”

“Yes,” Mike said.

Sarah knew Mike would keep his promise.  That was the kind of person he was.

Sarah loved this!  It excited her!  Controlling when Mike came – controlling his orgasms!  This was going to be fun!

Sarah was soooo looking forward to tonight!  She had to seduce Antonio first, but that wouldn’t be hard, and it would be fun!

Then as Sarah boarded the subway to travel to work, she had a thought.  Another wicked, delicious thought.  At that moment, she decided to stop at a store a couple blocks from the restaurant before her shift started.  She needed to buy something.
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CHAPTER 9

“So, let me get this straight,” Antonio said to Sarah during their break.  “You’re finally gonna let me sleep with you.  But your roommate—.”

Sarah interrupted and said, “His name’s Mike.”

“Mike,” Antonio said.  “Mike’s gonna watch us?”

“What can I tell you?” Sarah said.  “He gets off on it.  It’s like watching porn for him.  And I told you, I owe him money.  He paid my tuition.  Don’t worry.  He won’t say anything.  You won’t even know he’s there.”

“This is fucked up,” Antonio said looking skeptical.

“But you’ll do it right?” Sarah said with a smile at him.  She reached down and raised her skirt until her stocking tops came into view.  “Because you wanna fuck this body.”

“Fuuuuck,” Antonio said in a low voice as he stared at Sarah’s sexy, heavily laced stocking tops.  “Yeah, I’ll do it.”

Sarah grinned and thought to herself, “Yeah, Mike, I know how to flash my stockings to get what I want.”
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SARAH WAS ON HER BED.  On her back.

She was naked.  The only things she still had on were the nude thigh high stockings.  And the shiny patent-leather pumps.

Antonio was completely naked.  He was on top of her.  He was fucking her.

Antonio was everything Sarah wanted.  He was Italian and tall.  His face was gorgeous.  His body was amazing.  And his cock was long and thick.

Antonio was fucking Sarah hard and fast, giving her everything she wanted.  And needed.

But what really made the sex good was Mickey, sitting in the chair, naked, watching her getting fucked as he circle-jerked his little, pretty dick.

Antonio flipped Sarah onto her hands and knees.  He began fucking her doggy style.

As he did, Sarah was able to look at Mike.  His face was a mixture of anguish and excitement.  Mike hated other men fucking her.  Yet he loved it too. 

And Sarah loved torturing him. 

“He’s fucking me so good Mike,” Sarah gasped as Antonio pounded her from behind.  “He’s already made me cum once on his big cock.  Did you see it?  How big and scary it is?  So different from your little, pretty dick.”

Mike’s face turned red from embarrassment and humiliation.  Especially since Antonio was looking at him too, and the big Italian was smirking at him.

Sarah saw Mike’s tortured face, his anguish, and it inflamed her.  It sent her over the edge.  She came again, and the orgasm was so intense it made her scream.  It was a Mo orgasm!

Sarah sensed Antonio was close to cumming.  “Come here Mike,” she said.

When Mike hesitated, she yelled, “COME HERE!”

Mike hesitantly moved closer to the bed.  He hadn’t cum yet as he was edging himself.  His hard dick stood out straight from his body as he walked.  It was too small and didn’t weigh enough for gravity to pull it downwards.

Mike was next to the bed, his dick almost touching Sarah’s face, when Antonio screamed, “I’m cumming!”

Sarah quickly pulled away from Antonio, so his cock fell out of her.  She pulled off the condom and stroked him fast with both hands, chanting, “Cum on my face, cum on my face.”

Antonio screamed as he came, his big virile cock splashing jets of his milky jizz all over Sarah’s pretty face and into her open mouth.

When Antonio was done, Sarah turned to Mike.  She wrapped one hand around Mike’s head and forced him to kiss her.  It was the first time they kissed!  But instead of being romantic or loving, it was nasty, as Sarah used her tongue to push Antonio’s sperm into Mike’s mouth.

Antonio laughed at the sight, saying “You like that snowball, Mike?”

As she snowballed Mike, Sarah reached down and pumped his hard dick with her hand.  In seconds he came. 

And Sarah had another orgasm too.  She came even though no one was touching her.  She came entirely from the nastiness of kissing Mike with her face covered with Antonio’s sperm.
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CHAPTER 10

The next morning, Mike was in bed.  His eyes were closed, and he had the foam earphones over his ears.  He was listening to music on his Walkman.

Sarah walked in.  She waved her hand in front of his face and said, “Hey, Music Man, are you awake?”

When Mike didn’t answer, she poked him in the arm.  “Music Man Mike, wake up.”

Mike opened his eyes.  He hit stop on the Walkman and took off the foam earphones.

“What do you want?” Mike asked with a frown.

“What do you want?” Sarah said repeating Mike’s words.  “That’s not the nicest thing to say when I’m reminding you about your class.”

“My class was canceled,” Mike said.  “And why should I be nice to you?”

Sarah gave Mike a playful pout.  With her little baby voice, she said “Is Mickey mad at Sa-Sa about last night?”

This time Mike didn’t laugh, or even smile.

Sarah sighed.  “So, what are you listening to?  What’s the soundtrack of your life this morning?”

Mike had been listening to what he considered to be Sarah’s theme song – Tiny Dancer by Elton John.  But he didn’t feel like telling her that.  He’d never mentioned Tiny Dancer to her.

So instead, he named another Elton John song.  He said, “The Bitch Is Back.”

Sarah laughed.  “You do have a sense of humor, Mike.  Maybe you’re not all differential equations and old postcards.”

She said, “I think your soundtrack today should be Beauty and the Beast.”

“I’m assuming you’re the Beauty?” Mike asked sarcastically.

“That’s right, cowboy,” Sarah said with a grin.  She poked his chest and said, “And you’re the Beast.  Inside.  You’ve got a beast inside you and I’m just trying to help it get out.  That’s what last night was all about.”

“By humiliating me?” Mike asked with a frown on his face again.

“By helping you understand what gets you off,” Sarah said.  “You’re a cuckold Mike.  Don’t look at me like that, there’s nothing bad about being a cuckold.  It actually makes you more interesting.”

“Thanks a lot,” Mike said sarcastically.

“It’s a compliment.  Being interesting is a good thing,” Sarah said.  “And as a cuckold, you get off on being humiliated.  Look it up.  It’s all over the internet.  Lots of cucks are into that.”

Mike didn’t say anything.  He had looked it up on the internet, and he knew Sarah was right.  But him?  He couldn’t deny Sarah’s taunts and being demeaned by her lovers – including last night—always aroused him.  But kissing him with her face covered in Antonio’s sperm – did she have to do that?

“So, are you ready for your next step in your journey?” Sarah asked.

“My journey of becoming a cuckold?” Mike asked skeptically.

Sarah said, “You’re already a cuckold Mike.  It’s like sexual orientation.  That’s what you are.  You can’t help it.”

“I mean, are you ready to take the next step in your journey to discovery what it’s like to be a cuckold?” Sarah asked.

“What are you talking about?” Mike asked.

Sarah produced a small bag.  “I got this last night before my shift,” she explained.  “From a sex store.  I got it for you.”

She pulled a small box from the bag.  “Lots of cuckolds like to have their orgasms controlled,” she said.  “This is a cock cage.  But since you have a dick, not a cock, we’ll call it your dick cage.”

Mike knew what a cock cage was from his internet research on cuckoldism.  “There’s no way I’m putting that on,” he said.

“I want you to, Mickey,” Sarah urged.

“No,” Mike said with finality.

“If you put this on, I’ll wear my hair down for you,” Sarah promised.

“I’m not letting you control my dick, Sarah!” Mike hissed.

“I won’t wear my hair down for anyone else,” Sarah said, upping her promise.

Mike began to waver.

Seeing an opening, she hurriedly added, “And you can kiss me.  For real.  A real kiss.”

Mike’s eyes went wide with surprise.  They would kiss?  For real?

Mike sensed that, in this moment, he had the advantage.  So, he said, “You’ll only kiss me.  You’ll wear your hair down only for me.  And you’ll only kiss me.”

Sarah frowned.  She said, “You know my deal with Jeremy and Bert.  And I still want to be with big Italian boys, like Antonio.”

“You can sleep with whoever you want, you just can’t kiss them,” Mike said hurriedly.  He was improvising, making this up as he went along.  “You kiss only me.”

Sarah thought about it.  Jeremy and Bert might not care if they didn’t kiss anymore.  Nowadays they just wanted to fuck, or get blowjobs.  And not kissing other boys like Antonio wouldn’t be a major hardship.  She mostly just wanted their hard bodies and big cocks.

“Okay,” Sarah said.  Offering her hand, she said, “Deal.”

“Deal,” Mike said, shaking her hand.

And with that agreement, Mike gave Sarah control of his cock.  And control of his orgasms.

Sarah was like a giddy schoolgirl as she ran through the process of caging Mike’s dick.

She led him into the bathroom, into the bathtub.  After running hot water, she shaved off all of Mike’s pubic hair.  She also used hair removal cream – something else she bought in the sex store – to remove all the hair between Mike’s ass cheeks.  After she was done, Mike was completely bare there, just like her.

Then Sarah led Mike back to his bed.  “How does it feel with no hair down there?” she asked with a grin.  “Kinda sexy, huh?”

Mike’s dick was hard.  Seeing his erection, she laughed and said, “I guess so.”

Mike wasn’t sure how he felt about being hairless.  He was hard because Sarah had touched him as she shaved off the pubic hair and rubbed on the hair removal cream.  Also, like always, she was barely wearing anything.  Just a thin top held up by 2 tiny spaghetti straps, and lacy panties.  How could he not be hard?

Sarah took the cock cage out of the box.  Mike’s dick was supposed to go in a hard plastic tube but it was immediately clear that his hard cock was too big for it.  Even though his hard cock was small, the tube was smaller.  He’d have to be soft to fit in the hard plastic tube.

“We’ll take care of this,” Sarah cheerily said.  She licked her hand and began stroking Mike’s hard dick. “Better enjoy this Mickey,” she teased with a grin.  “This might be your last orgasm for a while.”

“Can you – can you – take off your top?” Mike asked through heavy breathing.

Sarah didn’t stop stroking Mike.  She used her other hand to push the straps down her arms, and then she tugged the top down, exposing her small, perfect breasts.

“God,” Mike moaned, both at the sight of Sarah’s perfect little tits, and her hand stroking his dick.

“After you cum, Mike, and your pretty little dick gets soft,” Sarah said as her eyelids got heavy from arousal.  “I’m gonna put your dick in the cage.  You see how small it is, the tube?  You won’t be able to get hard.  You won’t be able to cum.  You’ll need my permission to cum.  I’ll control when you cum.”  With a laugh, she added, “If ever.”

“Fuck this is so hot!” Sarah gleefully said.  She darted her other hand into her panties and began playing with herself.

Moments later, both Mike and Sarah came.

Then, Sarah cleaned Mike’s soft dick with a warm towel.  Before he could get hard again, she pushed his balls through a ring.  Then she put his soft dick into the hard plastic tube.  Finally, she locked the tube to the ring.  She put the small ring on a thin gold necklace she wore around her neck.

After she was done, Sarah took the tube – with Mike’s dick inside – into her hand and gently moved it this way and that.  “How does it feel?” she asked.

“Weird,” Mike said honestly.  He didn’t know how it felt.  He was still getting used to it. 

Sarah reached back and pulled the hair tie from her hair.  Her long blonde hair tumbled down over her shoulders.  “A deal is a deal,” she said.

“What about the kiss?” Mike asked.

Sarah smiled.  Then she wrapped her hands around his neck and kissed him.  Mike was an inexperienced kisser.  After a few moments, she pulled away and said, “Softer, Mike, softer.  Not so fast.  And when you put your tongue into my mouth, be gentle.”

They kissed again.  They kissed for long moments, almost 60 seconds.  Finally, Sarah pulled away.  “Better,” she said.  She was breathing hard.  “You’ve got potential.”

Mike was panting.  His heart was pounding.

Sarah took hold of the cock cage again.  “Feel anything?” she asked.

“I feel like I want to get hard,” Mike said.  “But I’m not hard.”

“See?  It’s working.”

Sarah got off the bed.  “I’ve got to get ready for my audition,” she said cheerily, practically skipping as she moved across the floor.  Looking back at Mike, she said with a big delighted grin, “This is going to be so much fun!”
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CHAPTER 11

Later that week, Sarah brought Antonio home with her after work.  They had a six-pack of Blue Moon with them.  Mike was there.  The 3 sipped beer as they watched a movie on Netflix.

Sarah and Antonio were soon fondling each other.  Mike didn’t even pretend he was watching the movie.  He sipped his beer as he watched Sarah and Antonio touch each other.

Mike was happy to see Sarah had her hair up.  And she wasn’t kissing Antonio.  Well, she was kissing him, but not his lips.  She was kissing his body as she fondled him with her hands.

Soon, Sarah and Antonio were naked.  Like the first time, the only thing Sarah still had on were the nude thigh high stockings with the heavily laced stocking tops, and the shiny black pumps.

Sarah looked at Mike.  “Mickey, take off your clothes.”

Mike looked confused.  “Can I talk to you a minute?”

“Go ahead,” Sarah said. 

“I mean, alone,” Mike said.

“I’m kind of busy right now Mickey,” Sarah said.  Her body was tangled with Antonio’s.  They were caressing each other as she spoke to Mike.  “Just tell me.”

Mike looked panicked.  Sarah must have forgotten his cock was in the cage.  He wanted her to unlock the cage in private so Antonio wouldn’t see it, and so he could jerk himself off as he normally did when he watched her have sex with someone.

Sarah read his mind.  “I’m not taking it off, Mike.  You haven’t had it on long enough. Now take off your clothes.”

Now Mike really looked panicked.  He wasn’t going to take off his clothes in front of Antonio and let the big Italian man see his cock in a cage!

“Do it Mike,” Sarah said with a firm voice.  She moved her hand to the hair tie in her hair.  “Do what you promised, or I don’t have to do what I promised.”

Her message was clear.  Either he took off her clothes, or Sarah would let down her hair and kiss Lorenzo on the lips.

Were those things that important to him, that he would humiliate himself in front of another guy?

“It’s part of your journey Mike,” Sarah said with a softer tone as she continued to look at Mike.  “And be honest with yourself.  The idea gets you hot.”

Sarah was referring to her theory that Mike was a cuckold, and like many cucks, being sexually humiliated was exciting to him.

Was Sarah right?  Did he get aroused by losing his pride, by losing his manhood?

Mike didn’t have to search far into himself to know the truth.  The answer was yes.  Sarah was right.

Mike stood up.  He took off his shirt.  He took off his shoes and socks.  Then he pulled down his pants and boxers.

Antonio’s eyes went wide with shock and amusement when he saw Mike naked.  “Is that what I think it is?” he said laughing.  “Dude – is your cock in a cage?”

“Mickey doesn’t have a cock,” Sarah said with a smile, looking into Mike’s eyes.  “He’s too small.  He has a pretty little dick.  And yes.  His penis is in a dick cage.”

Antonio laughed.  He could stop laughing.  Sarah didn’t laugh, but she grinned.

Mike had never felt so humiliated.  So low.  He didn’t feel like a man.  Sarah had taken away his manhood.  Stolen it from him.

Sarah put a condom on Antonio’s big cock and got on top.  “God you’re big,” she grunted as she lowered herself on him.

Sarah began moving up and down on Antonio’s big cock.  His hands groped and fondled her perfect little breasts as she rode him.

Sarah looked at Mike and said, “Come here.”

Mike was defeated.  He didn’t have the will to resist.  So, he walked over to where Sarah was riding Antonio’s big cock, his “pretty little dick” swaying back and forth in the cage with each step.

Sarah put her hand behind Mike’s head and pulled his ear to her lips.  She whispered, “This is for you.”

Then Sarah pulled the hair tie from her hair, so her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders and down her back. 

And then Sarah kissed Mike.  She kissed and tongued him as Antonio fucked her.
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LATER THAT NIGHT, SARAH went into Mike’s room.  He was listening to music.  “Hey Music Man,” Sarah said with a smile.

Mike pulled the foam earphones off and hit stop on his Walkman.

“I said, hey Music Man,” Sarah said.

“I heard you,” Mike said glaring at Sarah.

Sarah gave him a playful pout.  In her baby voice, she said “Is Mickey mad at Sa-Sa?”

“Will you stop saying that?” Mike yelled.  “I hate when you say that!”

“Sometimes you like it.”

“No, I don’t!”

“Yes, you do,” Sarah insisted stubbornly as she sat on the edge of Mike’s bed.  “Antonio’s gone.”

“I don’t care,” Mike snarled.  “Go away.”

“No,” Sarah said.  She pulled away the covers.  Mike had his boxers on.  “You should sleep in the nude.  I do.  The sheets feel awesome where you don’t have any hair down there.”

“Well, my dick’s in a plastic cage so how’s that gonna help me?” Mike angrily said.

Sarah laughed.

She picked up the cage with her thumb and forefinger.  “How does it feel?” she asked.  “No really, I’m curious.  Like, you must want to get hard, but you can’t in the cage.  So, how does it feel?”

“It’s frustrating, that’s how it feels,” Mike snapped.  Sarah laughed.

Then she got serious again.  “No really.  I want to know.  How does it feel?”

Mike glared at Sarah.  Then the glare turned into a frown.  Then the frown turned into a whatever look.  “It feels like, fire burning inside me,” he said.  “Pressure.  Not just at my dick.  But everywhere.  I feel my dick trying to get hard.  It presses against the hard plastic.  But the cage prevents me from getting hard.  So, it feels frustrating.”

“People say it gets easier,” Sarah said.  “Some guys are caged for months.”

“Is that your plan?” Mike said, the glare back in his eyes.

“Maybe,” Sarah said.  “Eventually.  I like controlling you.  I don’t know why Mike – it just gets me really hot.  I’m a freak.  I’ve told you that.”

Sarah took the key from around her neck, and she unlocked the cage.  She took off the cage and Mike immediately got hard.

How could he not get hard?  Sarah was still naked except for the nude thigh highs and shiny black pumps.  And she looked just fuck, which she was.

“Don’t touch yourself,” Sarah said.  “I’ll get you off.  But I want to tell you some things first.”

“What?”

“I’ve never told anyone this,” Sarah said.

Sarah told Mike her story.  Starting in high school, with Mr. Moretti.  As she recounted her story, she caressed Mike’s inner thigh.  She never got close to his dick. She didn’t want him to cum.  She just wanted to keep him hard.

Not that Mike had any trouble staying hard, as Sarah told him about her most extreme sexual experiences.  The big football player in college when she was drunk, and he took advantage of her.  Bitch Boy and the other men from Paradise.  The policeman, Buchanan.  Jeremy paying to fuck her during the GFEs.

Finally, she summed up by saying, “I call them Mo orgasms.  I hardly ever have them.  But I always have them with you.  Almost always. When you’re watching.  And when I’m mean to you.  And when the man I’m with is mean to you.  I don’t know why.  I’m selfish.  I just want to experience them.  I’m sorry. I’m selfish.  I’m sorry.”

Mike’s eyes got big as Sarah revealed all of this to him.  His heart was pounding.  He hurriedly said, “It’s okay.  You can keep doing it.”

Sarah smiled. “Really?” she asked.  Once again, Mike’s genuineness ... his honesty ... the way he wore his heart on his sleeve ... it charmed her.

“I think, I mean ... I think it only works if you hate it,” Sarah said.

Mike laughed.  “You don’t have to worry about that.  I hate it.”

Sarah took Mike’s hand and put it on the lace of her stocking top.  “You like that?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Mike said, panting as he caressed the intricate lace of her nude stocking top.

Sarah took Mike’s other hand.  She pulled it to her breast.  “You like that?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Mike said, caressing Sarah’s beautiful, perfect breast.  “I like it.”

Sarah smiled at him.  She wrapped her hand around Mike’s hard cock and began stroking him.  “You better enjoy this Mickey,” she said.  “It’ll be a long time until I let you out of your cage again.”

“How long?” Mike asked.

But before Sarah could answer, he came.

Like before, Sarah tenderly wiped his cock with a warm towel.  Then she put his cock – his pretty, little dick – back in the cage.

“Angie and Buddy are coming this weekend,” Sarah said.  “Don’t even ask.  I’m not letting you out of the cage.  And when I tell you to take off your clothes, or whatever, don’t fight me.  Or you’ll be in the cage longer.  I’m not kidding Mike.”

Mike stared at Sarah.  But he didn’t argue.
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CHAPTER 12

“Are you coming?” Sarah asked Mike.  She was getting ready for dinner with Angie and Buddy.  Jeremy and Bert were treating.

“I’m not sure,” Mike said doubtfully.

“We’re going to the 21 Club,” Sarah said.  “It’s Bert and Jeremy’s favorite.  They have really good steaks.  And a long scotch list.  You know, the 21 was New York City’s first speakeasy.”

Mike was tempted.  Steak and scotch were his Kryptonite.  “Why is Buddy coming?” Mike asked.

“He’s Angie’s boyfriend,” Sarah said.  “He’s like you.  He likes watching Angie with other men.”

“So, he’s ...,” Mike began but his voice trailed off.

“Is he a cuckold?” Sarah said, completing Mike’s question.  “I think so.  Angie told me they have an open relationship.  But mostly he likes to watch her with other men.”

“Is his ....,” Mike began but again his voice trailed off.

“Is Buddy’s cock in a cage, like yours?” Sarah said, again completing Mike’s question.  “No, Angie told me it’s not.” 

Sarah grinned and reached down.  She cupped Mike’s crotch and felt the hard plastic tube.  “You’re the only one not getting an orgasm tonight, Mickey.”

Mike sucked in his breath.  Sarah’s teasing pushed his buttons and aroused him.  But the cage prevented him from getting an erection.  It was a strange feeling.

Mike knew Sarah had told Bert, Jeremy, Angie and Buddy about the cage.  She said it would be less embarrassing for him if they knew about it before the clothes started coming off.  He wasn’t sure about that, but what was done, was done.  He was kind of following Sarah’s lead in most things nowadays.

Mike looked at Sarah.  He said, “You’re wearing your hair down.”

“That’s because I assume you’re going,” Sarah said.  “I want you to go Mike.  I know you hate being around people.  But I want you to go.  It won’t be any fun without you there.”

Mike’s heart leaped at her words.  Sometimes Sarah said things a girl would say to her boyfriend.  But he knew that was only a façade.  He knew their situation was temporary. 

Sarah still had him friend-zoned.  Yes, they did kinky things, but that was because of the situation with Bert and Jeremy.  Eventually, Sarah would get regular gigs on Broadway.  Once that happened, she would end her relationship with her “patrons.” 

After that, Mike knew Sarah would find a guy her age she liked – probably a tall, handsome, fit, well-hung Italian guy – and his relationship with Sarah would end.  Maybe they’d still be friends, but any intimacy would come to an end.

Mike decided at that moment to go to dinner, if only to spend as much time with Sarah before that happened.
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IT WAS ACTUALLY A NORMAL dinner.  Buddy was nice and tried to make conversation with Mike, but as always, Mike had a hard time talking to people he didn’t know.  So, Buddy turned to Jeremy and Bert and the 3 men talked about sports and politics.

Sarah and Angie giggled and whispered the way girls do.  They were friends after all, and Angie caught Sarah up on all the gossip and happenings at Paradise.

Mostly though, Angie wanted to know about Sarah’s successes on Broadway – they were few and minor, but a start.  And Angie wanted to know about Mike.  She’d met him before, but clearly things had progressed.

“So, let me get this straight,” Angie said.  “You and Mike aren’t a thing – you’re not dating.  But you like when he watches you, you like humiliating him, and all that gets you off.  You’ve got him caged, you’re controlling his orgasms, and that gets you off even more.”

“Yeah, that about sums it up,” Sarah said with a laugh.

“So, who is Mike?  I mean, to you?”

“He’s Mike.  He’s Mickey,” Sarah said.  “He’s my best friend.”

“And you know he’s in love with you, right?” Angie said.  “I mean, I could tell that as soon as I saw you together, back when you were moving to New York.”

“That’s why he likes watching me,” Sarah said.  “I’ve read things about cuckolds.  They only get excited if they like the girl who they’re watching.”

“But you know it works the other way around too, don’t you?” Angie asked.

“What?” Sarah said, not understanding.

“You like all that.  You get off on it,” Angie said.

“So?”

Angie frowned at Sarah.  She wasn’t getting this?

“Just answer me this,” Angie said.  “Would it be the same if it was Bert who was watching, instead of Mike?  Or Jeremy?”

“Of course not,” Sarah said with a look of distaste on her pretty face.

“That’s my point.”

“I don’t get it,” Sarah said, still not understanding.

“You like Mike,” Angie said.  “That’s why you get off on humiliating him, putting his dick in a cage, having him watch you.  You like him.”

“I told you, he’s my best friend, of course I like him.”

“I’m not saying like,” Angie said.  “I’m saying you like like Mike.”

Sarah frowned.  “I don’t think about Mike that way,” she insisted.

“You wear your hair down only for Mike.  You kiss only Mike.  Seriously? Are you sure?”

“I had to give him that so he would put on the cage,” Sarah said.

Angie shook her head and laughed.  “Sarah, just think about it,” she said.  “Just think about it.”
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THINGS WERE ANYTHING but normal once the 6-some got to Mike and Sarah’s apartment.  The action immediately moved to the bedroom.  Sarah was hesitant because she’d never been with a girl before.  Angie, the experienced cougar, took charge.

She undressed Sarah as she kissed and fondled her.  Angie undressed herself, too, and showed Sarah how she liked to be touched.

It was clear to the 4 men that Sarah never got comfortable with Angie.  She wasn’t into girls, whereas Angie was bi-curious (and had been with a few girls before).  Sarah’s reluctance actually made the scene hotter.

And it was sexy seeing the 39-year-old, brunette Angie with the 20-year-old, blonde Sarah.  Angie had a curvy body with big breasts, a classic hourglass figure.  Whereas Sarah was slender and petite, with small tits, and slim (yet shapely) hips and ass.

Also, the older Angie looked mature and worldly, whereas the young, blue-eyed and blonde Sarah looked sweet and innocent.  It was an explosive combination and within moments the men were rock hard.  All except Mike, of course; the cage prevented him from getting an erection.

Things moved fast.  Buddy had previously given Bert and Jeremy permission to fuck his girlfriend Angie.  Both men quickly got on the bed with the girls.  Since Angie was new, they focused their attention on her.  Bert and Jeremy took turns in Angie’s mouth and pussy.

Sarah looked lonely.  Despite not being into girls, getting kissed and fondled by Angie had gotten her super-hot.  She glanced over to Mike and Buddy and saw two things.

One, Mike had his clothes on.  Even though she had told him earlier at the end of dinner that she wanted him to get naked once the action began.

Two, Buddy was naked.  He was jerking off as he watched his girlfriend with the two older men.

Sarah was surprised by what she saw.  Buddy didn’t have the best body.  He was kind of chubby.  He had clearly hit above his batting average at landing the beautiful and sexy Angie as his girlfriend.

But what surprised Sarah was the size of Buddy’s penis.  It was big, much bigger than Mike’s.  It curled inward and had thick veins running up the sides.  Buddy had a scary, ugly cock, whereas Mike had a little, pretty dick.

Sarah wasn’t really mad that Mike had not taken off his clothes.  It was just a kinky game she was playing.  But she thought of a wicked way of humiliating him.  That got her hot.  Also, Buddy’s big cock was enticing.

She got off the bed and moved towards Mike and Buddy, who were sitting next to each other.  “You didn’t take off your clothes Mike,” she said with as stern a voice as she could muster.

“I can’t play with myself, so—,” Mike began, but Sarah cut him off.

“It’s not about what you want,” Sarah said.  “It’s about what I tell you to do.”

“Now I’m gonna punish you,” Sarah said looking into Mike’s face.

She glanced at Buddy’s package, and then back at Mike.  “Buddy’s a cuck just like you Mike.  But he’s got a man’s cock.”

Sarah straddled Buddy’s legs and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Since you didn’t do what I said, I can kiss anyone I want.”

Sarah kissed Buddy.  He was surprised but he went with it.  Yes, he was a cuckold, but he and Angie had an open relationship, so he had a free pass, just like she had a free pass.

Sarah and Buddy made out for long moments.  She pulled her lips from his and looked at Mike.  “He kisses good for a cuck.  Better than you.”

Then she produced a condom from somewhere.  She rolled the condom down Buddy’s cock.

“Sarah, don’t,” Mike said pleadingly.  It was one thing for Sarah to have sex with Bert and Jeremy.  They were her patrons.  And for her to have sex with men like Antonio, Marco and Lorenzo.  They were handsome Italian men with fit bodies and big cocks.

But Sarah couldn’t have sex with Buddy.  He was a cuckold.  She could not, she could not, she could NOT, have sex with a cuckold!

Sarah read Mike’s thoughts.  “Buddy’s a cuckold Mike, but he has a big cock. A big, ugly, scary looking cock.  It’s worth fucking.  Your little, pretty dick isn’t worth fucking.”

“Sarah ...,” Mike said.  He looked so upset.  So devastated.  He looked like he was going to cry.

It got Sarah hot!  Yes, it made her feel bad too.  But demeaning and humiliating Mike got her so hot!

She reached down and guided Buddy’s cock into her pussy.  She wrapped her arms around Buddy’s neck again and kissed him as she began moving up and down on his cock.

Sarah had never been so mean to Mike.  He felt so hurt.  So humiliated.  So devastated.  Anguish was all over his face.

It was too much.  He got up to leave but Sarah grabbed his arm. 

“Don’t you dare leave!” she harshly said.  “If you leave it’ll be worse for you tomorrow!”

So, Mike stayed.  He watched Buddy fuck the girl he loved.

Then he watched Bert and Jeremy double penetrate the girl he loved.

Then he watched Angie with a strap-on fuck the girl he loved.

The entire time, his eyes were wet, but he managed not to cry.  And inside, his body was an inferno.  He had never been so turned on.

Yet, his arousal was muted.  Since the cage prevented him from getting hard – negated any possibility of an orgasm – his arousal was muted.  It wasn’t so much an inferno inside him, but super-hot burning embers that never ended.  It was like ruined orgasms happening over and over again.
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CHAPTER 13

The next morning, Angie, Sarah and Buddy were eating breakfast.  Jeremy and Bert had left last night.  Mike was in his bedroom with the door closed. 

Sarah knew he was probably still upset and brooding about last night.  She planned to talk to him after Angie and Buddy went home.  Mike was probably mad at her, but she knew he could never stay mad at her.

“So, last night was fun,” Angie said with a grin at Sarah.

“Ah ... yeah,” Sarah hesitantly said.  She still wasn’t sure how she felt about girl-girl intimacy.

“Richie asked me to tell you, you’re always welcome at Paradise,” Angie said.  Richie was the owner of Paradise.  “Even if it’s just now and then.  The customers ask about the College Girl all the time.”

“Thanks,” Sarah said.  She was genuinely flattered by the offer.  To be honest, she loved the excitement of New York City and Broadway, but she missed Penn State and College Park.  And she missed Paradise too.  She never thought she would, but she missed Angie and some of the other dancers.  She missed Jerry, the bartender. 

She even kinda missed Richie.   He had looked her up and down all the time, leered at her, but he did that to all the girls.  He never touched her or tried to get physical with her, and he never shorted her on tips.  So, in Sarah’s book, that made him a pretty good boss.

“So, you two had fun last night,” Angie said with a grin as she looked at Sarah and her boyfriend Buddy.

Sarah was suddenly concerned.  She asked, “Was that not okay?  I thought you guys were open.”

“I’m not giving you shit about it Sarah,” Angie said with a laugh.  “I’m just saying, now you owe me.  Fair is fair.”

“What?” Sarah said, not understanding.

Angie said, “Now I get to fuck Mike.”

Sarah stared at Angie, looking mystified.  “What?” she asked, like she didn’t understand what Angie had said.

“You heard me,” Angie said with a grin.  “I want to fuck Mike.”

“Why?  He has a small dick.”

Angie laughed again.  “Sarah, you say the meanest things about a guy you say is your best friend.”

“Mike gets off on that,” Sarah said with a frown.

“And you do too,” Angie said.  “And you would not get off on it so much, if you didn’t have a thing for Mike.”

“I don’t have a thing for Mike,” Sarah insisted.  “We’re just really good friends.  Platonic friends.”

Angie rolled her eyes, clearly not believing Sarah.  She said, “Okay, if that’s true, then you won’t care if I fuck him.”

“I don’t care,” Sarah said defiantly.  She took the key from around her neck.  “Here,” she said as she tossed the key onto the kitchen table.  Then she crossed her arms across her chest and glared at Angie.

“It seems like you don’t want me to do this,” Angie said, still smiling.  She was enjoying this.

“Do whatever you want,” Sarah said with a dismissive, I-don’t-give-a-fuck tone and attitude.  She got up and said, “I’ve got an audition anyways.”

As Sarah disappeared into her bedroom, Angie grinned at Buddy and said, “She’s got it bad for this boy.”  They both laughed.
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ANGIE KNOCKED ON MIKE’S door.  “Can I come in?” she asked.

It took a few moments, and then the door opened.  Mike was there. 

“Can I come in?” Angie asked again.

Mike didn’t understand why the older woman would want to come into his bedroom, but he stepped aside so Angie could come in.  She closed the door, sensing Mike would be more comfortable if Sarah and Buddy couldn’t see or hear what they were about to do.

Mike gave Angie a questioning look.  His eyes went wide when she held up the key.

Angie was wearing a robe.  She untied the robe and let it slip off her shoulders.  Mike had seen her naked last night.  He had seen her getting fucked last night.  But having her naked, in his bedroom, standing not two feet from him, was overwhelming.

“Sarah fucked Buddy, so I get to fuck you,” Angie said with a grin.

Mike’s head was spinning as Angie quickly undressed him.  She laid him on his back on his bed.  She unlocked the cage and took it off. 

Mike’s cock was soft.  Angie lowered her head and took his soft dick into her mouth.

Mike’s body seized up as he felt his cock inside Angie’s warm mouth, with her tongue running up and down his rapidly hardening shaft.  His cock had not been in a girl’s mouth for years.

Quickly, Mike was hard.  Angie straddled his hips and lowered herself, using her hand to guide him into her.  He didn’t last long.  After only a few moments, he came. 

“That was sweet,” Angie said with a kind smile as she gave Mike a peck on the lips.  Then she stood up, grabbed her robe and left Mike’s bedroom, closing the door behind her.  She had been there less than 5 minutes.
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SARAH WAS THERE WHEN Angie came out of Mike’s bedroom.  She glared at Angie.  “Enjoy yourself?” she hissed.  “God, at least put your robe back on!”

Angie and Buddy were already packed, and Buddy was dressed.  Angie got dressed too.  “We’ve got to get going,” she said.  “Our flight leaves this morning.”

“Whatever,” Sarah said in that same dismissive, I-don’t-give-a-fuck voice.

Angie said, “Sarah, do you really think you’re going to make it on Broadway?  You’re 20 but you look like you’re 15 years old.  How many parts are there for 15-year-olds?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Sarah hissed.

“I get New York’s exciting.  And you’ve gotten some parts, and I’m proud of you for that,” Angie said.  “But I think the reason why you’re here, is because Mike is here with you.”

Angie hugged Sarah and kissed her cheek.  She said, “See you later, girlfriend.  Take care of yourself.  And that sweet boy of yours.”

As Angie and Buddy left, Sarah just stood there, in the middle of the apartment, looking stunned and bewildered.
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CHAPTER 14

Sarah went to the audition but she missed her cues and stumbled a couple times.  She was too distracted, thinking about last night.  And about what Angie said.  And what Angie did with Mike this morning.

Sarah made the first round of cuts, but then ... fuck it.  Even if she got the part, it was just a minor gig paying almost no money.  And if she did get the part, it was because of Bert. 

The parts she had gotten – and there weren’t many—were because of Bert.  The girls she auditioned with were more talented than her. 

And Angie was right.  A few directors told Sarah she looked too young for their productions.  They couldn’t have a 15-year-old looking dancer in a chorus line with dancers who looked – and were – in their 30s.

The truth was, Sarah didn’t have the training or the experience to dance on Broadway.  She was too young.

So why the fuck was she here?

It wasn’t like she wanted to be Bert and Jeremy’s mistress.  Yes, it had been exciting at first, to be paid to have sex with men.  But that had worn off a long time ago.  The only reason it was still arousing – the only reason she still got off on it – was because of Mike.

Was Angie right?  Did she have a thing for Mike?  He was sweet, the nicest and most considerate person she knew.  But he was soooo not her type.

Her type were tall, handsome Italian men like Marco, Antonio and Lorenzo.  But really, she was only attracted to them physically.  She liked them okay, but she knew she would never fall in love with a man like that.

But Mike?
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WHEN SARAH GOT HOME, Mike was at the kitchen table with the foam earphones on.  He was listening to music and reading a letter.

Sarah was still annoyed about the morning.  It didn’t make sense because she had encouraged Mike to date and bring girls home for sex.  Still, having sex with Angie bothered her.  And it wasn’t because it was Angie.  It was the idea of Mike having sex with any girl.  It bothered her.

It made her jealous. 

So, still feeling annoyed, she jerked the earphones from his ears (and she wasn’t exactly gentle about it) and said, “Hey Music Man, what are you reading?”

“It’s from Penn State,” Mike said as he rubbed his ears.  “They’re offering me a scholarship, to get a Ph.D.”

Sarah grabbed the letter from him.  Mike was already on a full ride for his Master’s degree.  The letter was an offer for another full ride for a Ph.D., plus a big monthly stipend to be a research assistant.

Sarah threw the letter at him.  She was furious.  And hurt.

“What about you being my wingman?” she angrily said.  “You’re gonna leave me?  Just like my father left me?  I guess you feel like a man now, after fucking Angie!”

Mike stared at Sarah like she was crazy. “How is that fair about Angie?  After the way you treated me last night?”

“You like what I do!” Sarah screamed.

“You treat me like shit!  You don’t care about me!” Mike yelled back.

“If I didn’t care about you, I wouldn’t be so mad right now!” Sarah screamed.

Sarah and Mike glared at each other for long moments, not saying anything.

Finally, Sarah grabbed Mike’s arm.  “Come on!” she said, jerking him into her bedroom.

She pushed Mike onto her bed.  “Just stay there!” she ordered.

Then Sarah quickly took off the dancewear she had worn to the audition.  In no time she was naked.

She scrambled onto the bed and climbed over Mike.  She straddled his face.  Mike stared at her pussy just inches from his eyes. 

Sarah’s pussy was sweet looking, just like her face.  It was a short slit with thin lips on either side, just a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  Despite being fucked hard last night by Bert, Jeremy and Buddy, her young pussy still looked sweet, pretty and unspoiled.

“Lick me, Mike!” Sarah ordered as she pressed her pussy onto Mike’s face.  “Make me cum with your tongue!”

Mike didn’t understand what was going on.  He didn’t understand why Sarah was so mad.  He was the one who should be mad after last night.  And he was mad.  But he wasn’t going to give up this chance to go down on Sarah.

He tentatively licked her slit up and down.  He forced himself not to think about all the sperm Bert and Jeremy shot into her last night. 

Sarah could tell Mike was inexperienced with licking pussy.  She reached down and pulled the skin off her clit.  “That’s my clit Mike,” she said.  “Lick me there.”

Mike did as Sarah instructed, and it felt better.  She grabbed his hair and pulled his face so it pressed against her pussy.  She knew she was being mean, but he deserved it because he allowed Angie to take off the cage, and then allowed her to fuck him.  In her mind, he had broken their agreement, so he deserved to be punished.

And Sarah liked punishing Mike.  It got her hot.

It took a few minutes, but soon Sarah was close to cumming.  She pulled his hair harder to get his tongue right over her clit, and sat down on his face so the flat of his tongue was licking her.

“Oh, shit, yeah, shit ...,” Sarah moaned as she rolled her head back.  The orgasm washed over her, like a wave.  It wasn’t a tidal wave.  It wasn’t a Mo orgasm.  But still it felt good.

Sarah collapsed onto her back next to Mike, panting as she came down from her orgasm.

Mike wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.  “What was that about?” he said with a frown at Sarah.

Sarah answered Mike’s question with a question.  “Are you taking Penn State’s offer?”

“I’m thinking about it,” Mike said.  “I’ve got to do something with my life.”  He hesitantly added, “I can’t be just your wingman.”

“I’m thinking about going back to Penn State too,” Sarah said.

Mike’s eyes got big with surprise.  “You are?” he asked.

Sarah shrugged and said, “I don’t think I’m ready for Broadway.  And I miss school.”

They were silent for long moments, both thinking about their futures.  Then Sarah said, “We could be roommates.  Get an apartment.  The ones off-campus aren’t that expensive.”

“I’d ... like that,” Mike said.  His heart was flipping.  Sarah was moving back to State College!  And she wanted to live with him!

“Even if I’m a shit to you sometimes?” Sarah said with a grin at Mike.

Mike smiled too, but his cheeks went red with embarrassment at the reminder of what happened last night.  “So, are we going to keep doing what we’re doing?” he hesitantly asked.

Sarah could see that Mike was hard.  His erection was tenting his PJs.

Sarah got up on her knees.  She pulled down Mike’s PJs.  She looked at his erection.  Then she took it into her hand and slowly pumped up and down.  She softly said, “I never said I didn’t like your pretty little dick.”

Then Sarah straddled Mike’s hips.  Looking into his eyes, she reached to her hair and pulled the hair tie out.  Her long blonde hair cascaded down onto her shoulders and back.

Then Sarah reached down.  She guided Mike’s cock into her. 

Mike’s head was spinning.  Sarah had let down her hair for him.  For him!  And now his dick was inside her!

Sarah began to slowly rock back and forth on Mike’s hard dick.  She looked into his face and said, “Maybe we’ll do it differently.”

“How?” Mike asked.

“I don’t know Mickey,” Sarah said honestly.  “We’ll have to just see.  But you know how I said you should see other girls?  I take it back.  I don’t want you to.”

“Will you see other guys?” Mike asked.

“Yes,” Sarah said as she continued to slowly rock back and forth.  “Do you think that’s unfair?”

Mike hesitated, then said, “No.”  After a moment, he said, “I want to keep watching you with other guys.”

Sarah smiled.  Then she leaned down and wrapped her arms around Mike’s neck.  She kissed him.

Sarah and Mike kissed as they made love.
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EPILOGUE
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THREE YEARS LATER
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IT WAS A SMALL BUT beautiful wedding. 

The reception was at the Naked Egg Diner.  And the menu was breakfast for dinner, with a buffet of scrambled eggs, pancakes, bacon, biscuits, sausage gravy, toast with butter and jelly, and scrapple.  Mike and Sarah didn’t have the money for anything more expensive.   And their parents didn’t have the money to help much.

But they were a young couple in love and had a bright future.  Mike was teaching math in the local community college.  He hoped to teach at Penn State someday.  Sarah had changed her major and now was a physical therapist working at one of those PT chains.

Their jobs weren’t exciting, but they paid the bills, and the young couple was saving to buy a house and have children someday.  And anyway, they got their excitement from other things.

After the reception, Mike and Sarah went back to their apartment.  They planned to go on their honeymoon in the summer, after Mike’s school year was over.

Sarah’s wedding dress was on the floor.  But it wasn’t Mike who helped her take it off.  It was her ex-boyfriend, Marco. 

Sarah didn’t have to worry about Marco revealing her secret about Paradise, because she didn’t work there anymore.  She just loved the way Marco fucked her.  She also hooked up sometimes with Lorenzo. 

Sarah loved tall, handsome, Italian boys with big cocks.  And she loved torturing Mike, who hated – but loved – seeing her with other men.  There was also something about being in bed with her ex’s that really tore at Mike’s insides.  Sarah loved that.  So that’s why Marco was here in their apartment.  Lorenzo too.

Sarah’s two ex’s would be the first men to fuck her on her wedding day.  Mike would get his turn only after Marco and Lorenzo had thoroughly used and enjoyed his new bride’s body.

Sarah knelt on their bed – now, after taking their vows, their marital bed—in only her bridal lingerie.  Bra, panties, stockings and heels.  All bridal white.

Sarah’s hair was up, and she still wore the long, sheer chiffon bridal veil. 

Mike was naked and sitting in a chair facing Sarah.  His dick was in a cock cage, the same one from New York City.  Sarah mostly kept Mike caged.  For some reason, not being able to get an erection focused Mike’s attention even more on Sarah, and she loved that.  And she loved controlling his orgasms.  It got her incredibly hot. 

Since it was their wedding night, she would let him cum tonight.  But only after Marco and Lorenzo were done with her.

Marco and Lorenzo got onto the bed with Sarah.  Marco kissed her lips while Lorenzo fondled her body.

Sarah kissed Marco back.  Even though she still kept Mike caged, the “only kissing Mike” rule was gone.  Now, Sarah kissed any man she wanted.  Mike hated that, but she knew he loved the delicious agony.

And Sarah kissed many men.  Not just Marco and Lorenzo.  Sarah liked variety.  And she loved the tortured look on Mike’s face whenever she brought a new man to their bed.  She loved watching Mike circle-jerk his little, pretty dick as another man fucked her.  It got her so hot.  It never got old.

As Marco kissed Sarah, he said, “Let your hair down, babe.  You know I love that.”

Sarah looked over Marco’s shoulder, into Mike’s eyes.  She said, “No.  Just do me like this.”

Marco shrugged and went back to kissing and fondling Sarah.  He didn’t care.  It didn’t mean anything.

But Mike cared.  To him, it meant everything.

Because Mike knew that Sarah loved him.  Even though she had sex with other men, she was his.  And now, she was his bride.  His wife.

The rest of their lives – and they had long, happy lives—Sarah had sex with many men.  All were better looking than Mike.  All had better bodies and bigger cocks.  They all fucked her better than Mike.

But Sarah loved only Mike.  It was that way the rest of her life.  She loved only Mike.

And Mike was the only man she ever wore her hair down for.


Blue jean baby, L.A. lady,

Seamstress for the band

Pretty eyed, pirate smile,

You'll marry a Music Man

Tiny Dancer, Elton John

OEBPS/image_rsrc16R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc16N.jpg
THE CONCLUSION!

TINY
DANCERC

A Modern Romance
=<’ BOOK 3 ‘s

y

PETE ANDREWS

! w?





OEBPS/image_rsrc16P.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		ABOUT THE AUTHOR – AND A DEDICATION

		CHAPTER 1

		CHAPTER 2

		CHAPTER 3

		CHAPTER 4

		CHAPTER 5

		CHAPTER 6

		CHAPTER 7

		CHAPTER 8

		CHAPTER 9

		CHAPTER 10

		CHAPTER 11

		CHAPTER 12

		CHAPTER 13

		CHAPTER 14

		EPILOGUE




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86






