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It had been bright when I'd first arrived, but now the sun had set and the streets were shrouded in darkness.
I'd been sitting here for almost an hour now, and still my fingers clung onto the steering wheel of my car like my life depended on it. At first I'd wanted to wait until I'd calmed my nerves, but it was obvious that wasn't going to happen now and ever passing moment made leaving the safety of my car that much harder.
A week ago, at that stupid party Sasha dragged me to, I'd gotten a little too tipsy and accepted this stupid dare. There was no backing out now, no way of faking the proof they'd need. Failure wasn't an option, so fighting back my ever instinct I left my car and strode over to the store.
The street was empty as I dived into the long stairway that led up to my destination. Feeling heavier with each step I took as the reality of my situation began to set in.
Reaching the top I paused for a moment to examine myself in the glass door. At twenty two year old, I'd accepted my boons weren't getting any bigger. Even with the tiny low cut crop top I was wearing, I still barely had any cleavage. My boobs were small enough I didn't really need a bra, but I did usually prefer to wear one. Going without now in a shirt this tight made me feel practically naked.
My long legs were on full display, only emphasizing the tininess of the mini skirt I had on. Testing at home let me know that even bending over the slightest amount would see my ass on display, the deep red line of my thong disappearing between the cheeks.
I barely looked like myself, but the rules of the dare forced me to wear this slutty outfit. At least my hair was still my own. Jet black, long and straight, it had always contrasted well against my pale skin. On me now it's plain styling looked out of place with this outlandish outfit, but it felt good to still have a part of 'me'.
I stepped closer and pushed the door open, a loud buzzing sound startling me as I entered. I'd wanted to be quite and discreet, but now all eyes would be on me as I walked in.
All eyes as it turned out, were just two sets. One from the large older man in a large coat browsing the shelves, and another from the sharply dressed middle aged shop clerk. He was balding pretty bad, as much as he tried to hide it with a comb over and had just the sleazy look in his eyes I was expecting to find in here.
"Excuse me ma'am." His voice croaking as a devilish smile crossed his face. "But as beautiful as you are, you can't 'work' here."
"I... I'm not a whore." I said, crossing my arms around my waist. With the amount of make-up the girls had layered onto my face I got why he thought that, but still it felt pretty insulting to hear.
"My apologies madam." He gave an over dramatic bow, and then walked around his counter. "At Divine Pleasures, we guarantee you'll go home satisfied. How can I help you today?"
He didn't even try to hide the fact that he was checking me out as he walked over to me. His eyes darting up and down my body, eventually settling on my check. with the cool air being pumped into the room I knew my large nipples would be prominently poking out through the thin fabric of my shirt.
I wanted to slap this creep across his stupid grinning face, but I still had my dare to fulfill. Gritting my teeth I put on a fake smile and tried to ignore his perving eyes. I'd just get this over with quickly and forget it ever happened. Quietly, I began asking him.
"I was wondering...."
"Speak up girl I can't hear you."
I didn't want to make a scene with this other fat bastard I'm the room. Even without my focus on him, I could tell he was constantly checking me out as well. I started asking again, this time at a normal volume.
"I was wondering if you could show me the biggest dildos you have." My face must have been bright red as I said it, my eyes glued to the floor.
This had been the stupid dare I'd agreed to. To dress like a slut go to a sex shop and buy the biggest dildo they had. Not only did I have to ask the owner for it directly, I had to follow their recommendations. If this sleezball recommenced I get anything else while I was here, I had no choice but to accept.
"My my." he said. "Our biggest might be a little too much for such a petite lady."
He ran his hands over me like he was appraising my size. I hated being touched and treated like an object, but I couldn't make a scene.
"I... I can take it." My voice shaking in disgust as he ran his hands across the bare skin of my stomach.
"Listen to yourself girl, you sound down right scared." I was still staring at the ground so I couldn't see his face, but from his voice I was sure he still had a stupid smirk on his face. "Tell me honestly, have you ever used a dildo before?"
Ironic that he was asking that, when it was the same question that had led me here. At the party one girl had complained about the size of her boyfriend which led the conversation to the topic of home many toys each girl owned. Even sitting in the corner away from the main discussion hadn't saved me from answering, and with my lips loosened from the drink I told them the truth.
"I've never owned one." I gave him the same answer I'd given them. looking up at him he was staring me in the eyes now, a clear unbridled hunger in them.
"Well then." He paused, biting his lower lip. "Let me show you our collection and we can start you on something more suitable."
Wrapping an arm around my waist he took me to a row of shelves, covered in a variety of dildos beyond anything I'd even seen. Some had large girthy veins, some had strange attachments on them, and too my disbelief some were even shaped like tentacles of all things!
"Like what you see?" He asked, his hand slowly getting lower on my sides.
I stepped forward before he could slip his finger down my skirt, looking over the selection in front of me.
"Yep. They all look great." I said in a voice that didn't even convince myself. "But I'm really only after your largest one."
The man had his hand on his chin, studying me before he asked. "What's your name miss."
I was keenly away for the other stores occupant, standing behind a row of shelves watching our exchange. But still this situation had be so nervous, I couldn't even think of a fake name to give him.
"Ally."
"That's a very pretty name Ally, you can call me Ryan." He walked up close to me again, putting both his hands on one of mine. "I'm sorry Ally, but I can't sell you my biggest dildo."
"What?! Why not!"
"It would be a health hazard." He nodded his head, matter of factly. "Unless you can prove you're capable of taking it I can't sell it to you."
Unbelievable, did this bastard really think I would fall for this? In any other situation I would have been long gone, but with the dare hanging over me I had no choice but to play his stupid game.
"Mmmmmhhhhh.... fine." I said, unable to suppress even a fraction of the frustration I was feeling. "How can I prove it to you?."
his eyes lit up in surprise, like he hadn't really expected this to work, but he quickly recovered.
"Might I recommend starting with this one?" He gestured to one on the lower shelves. It was short but fat, veiny with what looked like worts molded onto it. A garish purple silicon, it looked more like a torture device than something meant to pleasure. I didn't know anything about dildos, but it seemed to be this disgusting thing was clearly meant to be a joke. A gag gift to give to friends at a party, not a serious toy to be used.
"God no." I said, my disgust dripping in my voice.
"Very well." Disappointment flashed across his eyes. "I'm that case, this one-"
"Wait." I said, interrupting him. "That's the one you recommend?"
I pointed at the original one he picked out, praying he'd say no to my question.
"That's the one."
"Then I'll start with that one." I nearly threw up in my mouth, but this was the deal. If that was what he recommended the dare demanded I follow.
He was clearly confused, but happy with this turn of events. Picking it up he placed it in my hands, giving me a moment to take it all in.
"I 'recommend' you suck it first." He smiled, putting extra emphasis on that word. "Personal lubricant for your first time."
I gagged thinking about this thing being in my mouth, but my hands were tied. Wanted this to be over quickly I put my lips over the shaft, letting my drool coat the filthy toy. The stranger was still pretending to browse as he watched the show in front of him, his eyes darting between me and the shelves.
"Bleugh." I groaned, taking it out of my mouth. "That taste is awful."
"Some flavoured lube for next time them." Ryan smirked. "For now, I'd like to see you take the entire length of this toy before we can continue."
The other man wasn't pretending to shop anymore, he was watching and waiting to see what would happen.
"You must have a back room." I asked him. "Somewhere with more privacy?"
"We close soon Ally and there's still another customer waiting to be served." He spoke firm, but professionally, his voice contrasting against the dark grin he wore. "I recommend you demonstrate right here, or I'm afraid you'll have to come back later.
Goddamn it. Why had it taken me so long just to talk in here. If I'd hadn't been such a coward I could have been done with all this already. Instead I'd be giving some fat old man jerk off material he'd be using for the rest of his life.
"Ffffine" I said, my fingers digging into my fist.
Bending over to step out of my thong, I was careful to turn around so these creeps couldn't look down my top. It wasn't until I was stepping my first leg out of the pare that I remember the skirt I was wearing! They couldn't see my chest anymore, but they'd be getting a perfect view of my ass as I stripped my panties off.
My thong in one hand, and sloppy dildo in the other, I turned back to face them men.
"You're sure your not a whore? Because that's a million dollar ass!" Ryan said, laughing to himself so hard he began coughing.
I flashed a half hearted smile but it her wise ignored the stupid comment. Putting the dildo under my skirt I readied myself.
"Hang on a minute there girl." Ryan said, recovering from hos coughing fit. "We- Mhumm, I need to see it all to make sure you're taking it properly."
I could about kill the man now, but I'd gone too far to give up and just murder him now. Not wanted to give them the satisfaction of another show, I dropped the skirt to the ground and left it there.
Like animals, both men licked their lips as they stared at my pussy. My puffy lips were something I'd was been self conscious about, and now I had these two creeps drooling over the sight of them.
It didn't exactly make me feel good, but... it wasn't the worst.
Wordlessly Ryan nodded in approval as I lined the dildo up again. I was so nervous I could barely stay up, but I had to do this. For the sake of the dare.
It slipped into me with surprising ease, when had I gotten so wet? I pushed the full length inside me, the nubs and veins rubbing against my insides in a way that was unexpectedly good. Even as small as it was, it felt a million times better than my fingers did and I couldn't help but softly moan as it filled me.
The flash of a camera startled me as I remembered I was being watched.
"Perfect, perfect." Ryan said, looking at his phone. "Just needed some records for liability."
I couldn't believe this fucker had a picture of me like this on his phone! but more than that, I couldn't believe the way that flash had made me clench and squirm. I wasn't getting off on this, was I?
"You can try for a larger one now." Ryan said smiling. "Unless you'd like to keep that one inside you?"
"Mmmhhh ahh, No." I said, pulling it out of me. "L-lets... let's just move on."
"Of course. I do however, recommend, you buy this one. It would be a shame to not own your first dildo."
He had to of known what he was doing. The smirk on his ugly face was to pointed to not know. Even so I didn't have a choice but to accept.
"Great idea." I said dryly, covering myself with my hands.
"Very good. Sir?" He turned, addressing the other man who'd been staring at me in a daze. "Would you mind holding onto it for her?"
The fat bastard got startled, like he somehow thought we hadn't been able to notice him there. He walked over with his shoulders held high, practically drooling at the sight of my exposed lower half. He took the dildo from me, wrapping his sausage fingers around the shaft that was coated in my wetness. He didnt even bother turning around before he started sniffing them, breathing in my scent like it was something intoxicating.
"I have a special one for you to try next." Ryan said. "I won't be a moment."
He scurried off into a back room, leaving me alone with the old man. I thought about putting my skirt back on, but decided against it. Ryan would just make me take it off again, and that felt more humiliating than having to stand here covering myself.
"I'm Clandon." the old man said, talking at my hand covered pussy.
"Ally" I said, because not saying anything at all felt more awkward.
"Ally." He said back. Then to my horror he took his fat fingers that had been covered in my juices and sucked on them with a disgusting ferocity. "Sounds just as sweet as you taste."
Watching his tongue lap up the remaining traces of my fluids was almost enough to make me barf. It didn't help that my own fingers were getting soaked from covering myself up, and I couldn't help but imagine Clandon's tongue running over them.
Ryan's return saved me from having to think about that too much. He held a dildo that was much more plain than the last. Flesh coloured and only slightly above average in size than a regular cock. After the humiliation of the last one, this was a breath of fresh air.
"This one's... special" He told me, handing it over. "Tell me, how does it feel?"
I could hear the anticipation in his voice, but I didn't understand. It didn't look or feel any different than any of the other dildos, but something must be different about it.
"It's good." I gave a neutral response, holding the shaft and feeling the tip to see if he had tampered with it at all.
"MmMmhhh yesss, and the size is good?"
Was this a test some game? Did he expect me not to like it so he could get me to try something worse?
"It's perfect." I said, rubbing it against my pussy. Before he could ask any more stupid questions I pushed the tip inside me, he wouldn't be able to switch it out now!
"So eager to take it are we?" Ryan said, taking out his phone again. "But can you take it all?"
I didn't want to admit it but this was the biggest thing that had ever been inside me. The last dildo barely reached inside me, but this one...
This one felt good.
"Nuugghh, fuuuck." I said, louder than I'd intended. "I... I can take it all."
I was taking it slow. Pushing the toy up and down, reaching deeper and deeper with every thrust. Maybe it was because the last one was comically small, but something about this felt more real. The size and shape of it more like an actual cock that was actually fucking me.
In a way it was like I was in the middle of loosing my virginity. Like this toy was taking it from me right here in front of these two perverted freaks. Knowing that should have been a turn off, should have made me stop and run back to the car.
Instead I fell to my knees, fucking my slopping wet pussy even harder with the toy that was now completely filling me up.
"Tell me how good that cock is." Ryan shouted, filming every moment of my shameful display.
"Ahh, ahhhHh ahhh, ohhhh fuCK it feels good!" I cried out. All sanity having left me, being replaced by the mind bending pleasure.
"That's right! You love that cock don't you!"
"Yes, YES, GOD YES!" I'd never experienced anything like this before. Clandon had taken his dick out and was openly jerking off to me, but I didn't even care. His dick was aiming right at me and in moments a stream of cum would be flying out, but I didn't want to move an inch.
"That's right slut, cum on that cock. Cum on that cock that you love so much."
I felt it slap against my face and stick to my skin before the grunt and moan from the fat old man registered in my mind. Clandon was standing right over me now and his cock was dripping cum all over my face and shirt.
Feeling the hot sticky mess clinging to me was too much. Shoving the toy as deep as I could possibly get it, my toes curled and my knees buckled and the overwhelming wave of pleasure took over
"UuuGghHHH FUCK I LOVE THIS COCK!" I screamed as I came crashing down onto the floor, unable to hold myself up. my whole body twitched and convulsed as I felt more pleasure in a moment than I'd felt in the entire rest of my life.
I could have stayed like that for twenty seconds or twenty minutes. Panting on the floor covered in sweet and cum. By the time I'd regained my sense Clandon had disappeared and Ryan was beginning to close up the shop.
"I've got your order ready for you." Ryan told me, chuckling to himself. Our biggest dildo, as well are our smallest. I'm sure you'll get good use out of both."
I picked myself back up, slowly pulling the toy out of me. I could feel myself clinging to it as I pulled it out, as if my body didn't want me to take it away. I used my shirt to wipe the remaining cum off my face while I reflected on what just happened.
There was an emptiness that followed, as I wordlessly put my skirt back on. An emptiness I felt in my chest as well as other...lower parts. Both men had been fawning over me, watching my every move, but after that show I was nothing more than an afterthought.
"I, uhh, I enjoyed this one to." I said, approaching Ryan at the counter. He didn't even look up, keeping his eyes buried in paperwork. "C-can I get this one too..."
"Mmmhhh that one's actually not for sale." He said, still not looking up at me. "But if you really enjoyed it, I don't you holding onto it."
There was an awkward tension I'm the air after everything that had just happened. Silently I paid, took the items and walked towards the door. The dare was complete, I'd done everything I'd had to and the recently resurfaced rational side if my brain was screaming at me to just go home.
But I couldn't just leave it at that. This man had watched as I'd fucked myself with a toy in public and now he was acting like I barely existed! I just didn't know what to say though. By all rights i should be happy he wasn't paying attention to me, but for some reason it just made me angry instead.
"Was there anything else miss Ally?" His voice echoed through the empty store. I'd been standing there at the door, not knowing what to say but not wanting to leave.
There was something else though. A lingering thought that nagged at me.
"Ummm." My heart starting besting a little faster as I looked back and met his eyes. "Why wasn't this one for sale?"
I still held the silicon cock in my hands. I hadn't realised but I'd been unable to let go of it.
"W-whats so special about it?"
The way he'd been acting and the way it had felt. There had to be something up, some kind of drug laced on it or something to make me feel that good. Surely a regular toy couldn't make you feel that good and, and that's why I'd done all those filthy things in front of him!
His face lit up as I'd asked the question, like he'd been waiting for it.
"It's one of a kind ma'am?" His tongue ran over his lips as he stared deep into my eyes. "A test of one of our products. A mold you can make to create a replica of someone's penis."
He paused, letting the silence hang in the air as gears began grinning over in my head.
"Then-"
"Yes Ally, what you have in your hands there is an exact copy of my cock."



A grin took over his face as he soaked in my reaction to the revelation. To knowing that the dildo that made me feel so good, that took my virginity in once sense, was a duplicate of his cock.
"Oh."
Was all I could manage to say, turning around and rushing out through the doors before I died of embarrassment on the spot.
I didn't even react to the buzz of the door opening, my thoughts to distant to even register it. Despite how disconnected I was right now, I still heard his final words ringing down the stairwell as I descended. The dildo still held tightly within my grip.
"I'll see you next time, sweet Ally..."
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Throughout my life, I'd never been much of a social or outgoing person. It just wasn't my nature. Always the quite kid, I learned to find a kind of vicarious thrill in watching or observing others as they did what I couldn't or wouldn't do.
I had a small, close knit circle of friends I'd known since high school, but that was it. That was enough. We all got along well being outcasts in one form or another, but even among our group I was noticeably less outgoing. They always joked about how much of a recluse I was. Telling me I'd stay single my whole life if I didn't get out more, despite the fact that not one of them had so much as talked to a girl alone. I was a proud smug man the day I showed them all, being the only one in our group to get a girlfriend.
We meet online, talking to each other on message boards for months before we finally met up. She was even more beautiful than the few pictures she'd shown suggested, even funnier in person and all around just amazing to be with! She was everything I could have wanted and I knew from that day I'd make her my wife.
That felt like a lifetime ago now, though it hadn't even been ten years yet. Claire and I had been married for a while now, living together in an apartment while we tried to save for a house. If it were just up to me, we would have already had a a beautiful child together but Claire insisted we own our own place before having kids.
"I just don't want our kids growing up in such a cramped space, without any grass for them to run around on!"
"I know, I know. But it just feels like prices keep rising faster than we can save!" This was an argument we'd had weekly now, but we always just seemed to go in circles.
"We'll figure something out, right?" She leant down to kiss my forehead, before finishing getting changed. "We always do, don't we?"
I leant back on the bed, I'd been ready to go for a good few minutes but Claire was only just throwing her top on. The years had been far kinder to her then they'd been to me. Though, that was certainly because she put in far more effort than I did.
She was a small girl, smaller even than I was which I was secretly thankful for. Her curly brown hair reached down just below her shoulders, and bright blue eyes that just lit up her face. She normally wore glasses but right now they were off, giving me a clear view of the fair line of feckless that crossed the middle of her face.
"Is this top alright, Simon?" She asked me while staring at herself in the mirror. "I like the material but I hate how much cleavage it shows."
Her chest was a point of insecurity that i just never understood. They were large, larger than my head maybe, and so beautifully soft and pale. But as much as I loved them, I did have to admit that on her smaller frame they looked a little out of place. She'd never gone in to it fully but I was pretty sure she got teased for them a lot in high school, and that was why she was spending so much time online like I was.
"You look perfect." I told her. The shirt definitely showed off more cleavage than she usually did, but I didn't think any of the guys would complain. You could almost make out her bra through the white material, but only if you looked really closely.
"Ughh, I knew I should have done that washing earlier." She let out a sigh and then picked up her bag, hitching it to her shoulder. "Let's just go, we're already late."
She walked out first and I followed right behind. Watching her skirt bounce as she skipped out of the apartment. Even in a frustrated mood, she always had a positive energy about her and that went double on game night.
As much as my friends had teased me about Claire not being real when we were dating online, they fully embraced her after they met for real. Our games nights had been strictly guys only but for the last few years they'd been happy for Claire to come. A little too happy maybe.
While it felt like my life had been a whirlwind of change that was only just getting started, the guys seemed to live in a never changing bubble. They still worked their same dead end jobs, still stayed up all night gaming and still hadn't had a single girlfriend between the three of them.
The only thing that's really changed is that they've gotten a bit more desperate. They had always been jealous of me and Claire, but recently their comments and leering had become more prominent. Claire never seemed to notice, but I could see how their stared at her sometimes. It's probably something I should have discouraged or talked to them about by now, but their longing gazes always gave me a kind of confidence boost.
I knew that her wearing a shirt as tight and low cut as hers was would be asking for trouble tonight. I knew that more than ever their horny eyes would be all over her. But I couldn't have known just how much of an effect it would have on them.
"I shouldn't have worn this top." Claire said, crossing her arms over her chest as we walked up to the guys apartment. "I'm already getting looks."
"If anyone is looking, it's only because you're too beautiful to look away from." I told her, wrapping my arm around her waist.
She blushed but didn't say anything else as we climbed up the apartment steps, keeping her arms over her cleavage. She was normal so confident but when it came to her appearance that all just fell apart.
"You think they've cleaned up at all since last time?" Claire asked as we approached their door.
"I'd be willing to be those dishes in the sink haven't even moved a inch." I joked back. We both would have much preferred hosting these nights ourselves, but their were three of them and two of us. It was just easier going over here than for all of them to come to us.
We didn't bother knocking on the door and just opened it, these guys weren't they type to remember to lock it even living in the side of town they did.
"Hey hey look what the cat dragged in." Tom said, leaning back in his chair and making no effort to hide where his eyes were staring. "And what a beautiful cat she is today."
Tom was the tallest and skinniest of the three, and that made him think he was the smoothest. His short curly hair and acne that still persisted on his face didn't help him with the ladies though. Out if our group he was the guy with the next most experience with girls though, and that made the others respect him.
"Come on Tom, don't talk about her like that." Dorian said in that nasally tone he always had. "Clearly she's a fox ya know? A voluptuous vixen."
Dorian fit the basement dwelling nerd archetype to a T. Not only was he on the larger side, but also hygiene seemed to be a concept beyond his grasp. It wasn't even just the smell that was a problem, but his thinning short brown hair was visibly greasy and matted.
"Alright boys settle down." Claire said, relaxing her posture and dropping her arms to her sides. "If anything I'm a beautiful Swan. Flying high in the sky, far, far out of your reach."
I loved knowing she didn't feel ashamed or intimidated by these guys, even with as crass as they were. She knew they were all bark, no bite and wasn't above teasing them right back.
"H-hi Claire." Jimmy said as we took our seats at the table, his voice as quite and meek as he was.
Jimmy was a small guy, smaller than me even and I was already below average. He was the kind of guy that still tucked his shirt out of high school, and would have been even more reclusive than I was if the other guys didn't pressure him to go out with them. To top it all off he even went and got braces on a few months back, which combined with the thick rimmed glasses he wore completed his look as a stereotypical, capital N nerd.
"Oh hi my best friends for almost a decade now, so nice to see you again." I said in a mocking tone. "Oh me I'm doing well, thanks for asking."
"What's that? You're here Simon? Somehow I didn't notice you come in..."
Dorian stared right down Claire's cleavage as he talked, as did all the other guys. Claire was leaning against the table which was already at chest height, having them spill out onto the table and be pushed up by it. She could have sat back a little to avoid it happening, but I knew she liked the attention she'd got here. Especially after getting unwanted looks in public, flaunting a little here seemed to be her way of feeling in control again.
"That's no way to treat a guest Dory." Claire said. Her little mocking nick name for him. "You haven't even offered us a drink yet."
"I'll get it!" Jimmy said. His chair loudly scraping on the floor as he rushed off.
"So how have you guys been then, hmmm?" Tom asked. He at least had the decency to look in our eyes while he talked to us at least. "How's your little slice of paradise going?"
"Uuggh, you know how the renting life is." Claire groaned. "We're still trying to save up for a house deposit, but with the landlord increasing our rent it's getting harder and harder."
"I can think of a way for a girl like you to make money." Dorian said, smirking widely.
"Okay, come on man. You shouldn't be saying stuff like that." I said, making my voice a bit firmer.
"I'm just saying, lots of girls do it nowadays." He threw up his hands, pleading his innocence. "I think she'd do well, don't you agree Tom."
"Our fair lady would do well in any endeavour she set herself to." Tom said, diplomatically.
"Thank you boys, but we're trying to start a family here." She was leaning back now, crossing her hands across her chest again. "I wouldn't want anything like that being dug up years from now."
"Ahhh so you're not against it on principle." Dorian said, raising his eyebrows.
"Come on man, knock it off. Don't be a creep." I chastised him. The guy was my friend and generally civil with Claire, but I knew he didn't have the best opinions about girls. It was best just to put a stop to all this discussion before it ended up with us arguing.
"Here's yours Simon." Jimmy put my drink down on the table. I took a sip and could feel the alcohol burn down my throat, just how much did he put in it?
Without thinking I pushes my chair back, wanted to go to the kitchen for some water to clear my throat. The chair bumped right into Jimmy, who'd been going around to give Claire her drink.
I watched in what felt like slow motion as the drink splashed all across Claire's chest. Spilling over her top and into her cleavage.
"Oh..oh God I'm so sorry Claire!" Jimmy stammered.
"No that's my bad." I admitted. "I should have watched what I was doing."
"It's, fine boys." Claire was wiping some of the liquid off her chest, unintentionally making the soft flesh of her boobs jiggle a little. "Could somebody get me a towel?"
"I-i'll get it." Jimmy said, rushing off again.
"God it's soaking right into my top." Claire said, wasting no time in stripping out of it. "Can I borrow a spare shirt from one of you guys?"
I was expecting them to have some kind of snide comment from them about her situation. Instead they both seemed to be speechless, taking in the sight of Claire in nothing but her bra.
It was just a basic white bra, no fancy lace or anything else to make it sexier. Really it wasn't showing much more than she'd been with her top, but the guys still looked like their jaws were going to hit the floor.
"Hello? A shirt guys?" Claire waved, trying to get their attention. The motion of her hands made her chest sway side to side, and you could see their eyes tracking the movent.
"Jimmy, can you grab a clean shirt as well." I called out. Tom and Dorian weren't going to be any help here.
"Don't tell me all the blood rushed out of your brains guys." Claire was blushing, trying to hide her embarrassment. "They're just tits, nothing special."
"Very special, indeed." Tom said, drool practically dripping out if his mouth.
"I don't know why you're worried about money Claire." Dorian composed himself, snapping out of his daze. "There's enough milk in those to feed every guy in town."
"Could be the best selling milk in town." Tom said under his breath.
"Here's the cleanest towel we have! B-but nobody really has a clean shirt lying around..." Jimmy said, passing her the small hand towel. She took it reluctantly, clearly a bit worried about his use if the word 'cleanest'.
"I can't believe you guys don't have a clean shirt between the three of you." She wiped herself down, much to the delight of the guys. I didn't mind a bit of the teasing she did at these things, but it was getting to be a bit much now. if I didn't do something the whole night would be about her tits.
"Do you want my shirt?"
"No honey it's alright, I don't think yours would fit me anyways."
"She's welcome to use mine." Dorian added.
"Then we'd be forced to look at your tits all night, and I'd very much like to keep my lunch down." Claire said back, finishing wiping her chest off.
"Maybe I should just rush home and get another one then?" I didn't like it, but it seemed like the best option. I'd be leaving her topless and alone with these guys for the forty minutes it would take to grab and shirt and come back, but the alternative was a full night of gawking.
"Could you?" She gave me a big smile and her puppy dog eyes. "Maybe take this top as well and wash it?"
"Of course." I stood up and kissed her forehead. "I'll head right back."
"Thanks honey, I'll make sure to reward you when we get home" She said it quietly but the guys still heard, groaning out a mocking OooOooohh.
"You'll be alright with these creeps." I said it jokingly but a part of me was seriously asking her.
"I'll be fine." She sounded alright but I could still detect a faint about of embarrassment or nervousness on her face. Proving my suspicions right she took my glass and nearly downed the whole thing in one go. "Ahha, I'll see you in a bit!"
I walked out towards the door of the apartment, Jimmy taking up my seat next to Claire. The last thing I heard before closing the door shut was Tom asking what game they should play, and Dorian jokingly replying 'Strip poker'. I knew she wouldn't cheat on me, especially not with guys like my friends, but I still hurried a little hearing that.
Claire couldn't really hold her alcohol and never really drank much unless she was nervous. I'd picked her up after a work Christmas party she'd been worried about going to once, and she'd been absolutely wasted. I still hear her colleagues talking about the pictures of her taken that night, but she always told me they were too embarrassing to show me.
I hurried back to my car and speed back home. Traffic was light so I made pretty good time, but the more I thought about her alone, topless and drinking with my sleazy friends the more tense I got.
Out of the car, up the elevator and through the hall to our door. I fumbled with the keys and had to calm myself down. It was ridiculous to be worked up about this, I needed to take a breath.
Stupid thoughts of what might be happening out of my mind, I entered the apartment. I grabbed the first shirt I could out of a pile of Claire's clothes, but then a thought flashed through my mind. She mentioned all her tops needed to be washed hadn't she? I doubt she would still care given her current state, but I thought it best to call anyways.
I call the first time and it rung out. A little more concerned, I called again and she answered on the third ring.
"Heeyyy hoooney, is there a problem?"
"No, no problem babe." I could hear the tipsiness on her voice, not completely wasted but she was getting there. "I just wanted to make sure it was alright to bring an unwashed shirt."
Her voice was distant, not talking to me but one of the guys in the background. I couldn't quite make it out but I think she was telling them to stop touching something. Maybe her cards or her drink?
"Whaa?" She said, talking to me again. "No, it has to be clean."
"Oh, are you sure?" I asked. "It'll take like an hour at least to was and dry a shirt!"
I heard her faint giggling on the other end and then some more hushed conversation.
"Babe?" I asked again, waiting for her reply.
"Humm? Oh yes, thaaat's fine. I gotta go. Looove yooou."
"Lov-" The tone of the call ending cut my words short.
I probably should have just taken any one of her shirts and get back to her as quick as I can, but a part of me resisted the thought. If I didn't bring a clean shirt back like she asked, would she think I didn't trust her? I knew the guys were probably desperate enough to try something with her, but did I really believe my wife would let them?
No, it felt wrong to think of her like that. Even if she was drunk she was still my wife.
So I reluctantly grabbed one of her plain oversized shirts and threw that with the drenched one into the washer. The shortest cycle it had was twenty five minutes, but it felt like it took an hour.
I watched the clothes tumble round and round, to anxious to relax or look away. I wanted to call again to get an idea of what was happening but I stopped myself. I didn't want it to look like I was constantly checking up on her.
Another twenty minutes in the dryer leaving me with nothing to do but imagine what could be happening over there. Did they take Dorian's suggestion to play strip poker seriously? Claire wasn't good at the game when she was sober, so I'd imagine she'd loose every hand while drunk.
Was she sitting there naked right now while the guys slyly took picture of her? Did they escalate the game and start betting other things after she got naked....
Fuck I had to stop myself, a tent was building in my pants and i didn't want to head back like that. I wasn't the kind of guy that liked sharing my wife. I mean, I liked seeing the attention she got sometimes, what guy didn't? But for some reason the thought of her alone with the guys, being made to strip.... It did something to me.
I threw open the dryer door and grabbed the shirt out. It was damp but I didn't care, I just had to get back and get these thoughts out of my head.
The drive back felt like it took twice as long, I got stuck behind the slowest drivers and hit every red light. By the time I was standing in front if their apartment it had been over an hour an a half since I'd left.
An hour and a half of Claire sitting with the guys, wearing nothing but her bra.
I raced through the door and up the flights of stairs cursing their shitty old apartments lack of an elevator. I had to stop by their door and catch my breath, I didn't want Claire knowing I'd rushed up the stairs because I was worried about what she might be doing in there.
As I recovered I heard muffled sounds from inside the apartment. Voices and laughing that I couldn't quite make out. The rational thing to do would have been just going inside and seeing what was happening. Instead I put my ear to the door, telling myself I hadn't recovered enough to go in just yet.
"Tommy, what are you dooing?" I heard Claire's voice, more slurred than she'd been on the phone. "You've already had your turn!"
I relaxed, moving my head from the door and leaning back against the wall. I'd been stressing myself over nothing, they were just playing games like we always did. Claire had been drinking more obviously, but even drunk she wasn't about to cheat on me.
I knocked on the door, waiting for a few moments with no response. I knocked again, harder this time. Still nobody opened the door.
"Hey guys?" I shouted. "It's me, let me in already."
It still took a few moments after that for somebody to finally get the door. Claire opened it and practically fell into my arms, wrapping herself around me.
"Baaabbhy, whaa took you soo long?" I could smell the alcohol on her breath as she hugged me. She was definitely fully drunk now, not even able to stand without somebody supporting here.



"Whoa, you doing alright Claire?" I asked, trying to pull her off me to see if she could stand straight. As I pulled her off I felt her chest cling onto my top for a second. Was she still wet from that earlier spill? No I saw her clean that up, it must have just been sweat.
"Phff, I'm...Fine..." She could barely keep her head up, just how much did she drink!
"You two coming back in?" Dorian said. I could tell he was staring at Claire's ass as she leaned on me, never one to miss an opportunity.
"Sorry guys, I think I should take her home." She fell back onto me, her wet chest pressing against mine. She groaned as I mentioned us leaving, but seemed other wise dead to the world. "We'll just have to catch up next week!"
"Do what you gotta do man." Tom said. "We'll see you next week."
Jimmy and Dorian added their goodbyes as I started closing the door. Just as I was about to shut it I heard Dorian's last comment of the night.
"See you Monday Claire."
Maybe I was being paranoid again but it felt like he timed his words to hit right as the door slammed shut, too late for me to ask just what the hell he meant. I could try and open the door with Claire clinging to me, but something about that just felt pathetic.
Instead I just carried a half passed out Claire back to the car and took her back home. The cool outside air seemed to help sober her up and getting her into our apartment was much less trouble then getting her out had been. She collapsed onto our bed the moment we were inside, her head probably still spinning a little.
"You doing alright babe?" I asked, cautiously handing her a glass of water.
She reached out blindly, her hand missing the glass and grabbing onto my shirt. she tugged at it, not hard enough to pull me in but enough for me to get her intention.
"Okay, okay." I put the glass down and crawled onto of her, embracing her in a hug. "You get so needy when your drunk."
I gave her cheek a cute little peck that seemed to fire her up like an engine. She locked her legs around my waist and rolled over, pushing me down onto the bed and placing herself on top of me.
"Mmmhhh I'm always a needy girl!" She kept me pinned down with an arm and her legs, her free hand tracing it's way down my chest and circling the growing bulge in my pants. "And I think you know what I need right now."
She had that devilish smile she got whenever she took control. her tits hanging right in front of my face, hypnotic moving back and forth. enticing me to come and take them.
I wanted to take her, and I would, but a nagging feeling in the back of my mind wouldn't leave me alone. It threatened to ruin the moment if left alone, so begrudgingly I took her hand and moved it away from my crotch and asked her my question.
"What happened while I was gone?"
"Hmm?" She took a moment to mentally reset herself, clearly not expecting me to ask something like that in a moment like this. "We were just handing out, you know?"
"Right." I could have just left it and that and moved on to the action, but I needed more clarification. "So, you guys just played games and drank a little to much?"
I could see the frustration build on her face. Her smile dropped from her face as she moved down and sat on my lap, her knees at my sides.
"Well, not exactly."
"Not exactly?"
She crossed her arms and pouted, clearly mad I wouldn't drop this. Really I wanted nothing more than to tear her clothes off and take her right now, but that nagging feeling was only building and building.
"We tried at first but the guys couldn't concentrate with my tits out like they were." Her eyes darted around the room as she explained. "They wouldn't stop making comments about how nice they were, or how amazing they'd be to suck."
She was blushing, clearly embarrassed but she didn't stop.
"Then you called, and I start to realise I'm getting a bit drunk. Tom, ever the gentleman, helped me answer my phone so I could talk to you but then he started tickling me!"
"He... he tickled you?"
"Yeah, I think he was trying to get me to squirm so they could watch my chest jiggle."
Okay, that wasn't so bad. Kinda creepy behaviour but better than I'd expected really. Definitely better than I'd feared.
"Then after that call you took forever to get back. What happen with that anyways, you said you had the shirt and then took like an hour to show up again?"
"What? You told me I had to wash it!"
"Did I? I'm pretty sure I just said to grab any clean shirt?"
"There weren't any so I had to wash and clean one!"
"Really? I'm pretty sure they were all mostly clean enough. Anyways let me continue."
Continue? I felt my body clench up a little, so they did more than tickling then...
"With you being gone so long, things were getting a little awkward and umm, that drink was a little strong. They wouldn't stop talking about how nice my tits must be to feel, so I maybe suggested they should just get it over with and touch them."
"Wh...What?! You told them to grope you!"
"It's not a big deal! They just couldn't get over them, so I thought if I let them cop a feel they'd stop staring at me! It's not like I took my bra off or anything!"
Fuck, I knew those bastard's would take advantage of her in that state! I mean, I guess she suggested it, but they must have knowing leering at her like that would make her feel uncomfortable!
"Fuck babe, why didn't you just tell them not to stare!!"
"Well it was your fault my shirt got drenched!" She was getting a little angry now. "And they're my tits, so it felt wrong to be blaming them for the situation. But come on, it's just a bit of touching. Not a big deal."
It was the kind of logic that only made sense a couple drinks down. But it was hard to stay angry when she'd done it with kind intentions in mind, harder still while she was sitting on me topless. she was right anyways, the guys probably wouldn't ever stop talking about it but it wasn't that big if a deal.
"Yeah, your right. Sorry" She smiled again, taking my apology as a sign we were moving on from the conversation. She slid her pants off, revealing her pink cotton panties with a wet stain already visible.
I put my hands on her waist as she began grinding herself against me. The moment she had her bra off I moved my hands to her tits, groping the bountiful soft mounds...much like my friends would have been doing not to long ago...
"Poor bastards are probably jerking off to the memory of touching these just over your bra." I said, unable to keep my big mouth shut. "Meanwhile I get to see and feel every inch of them!"
I circled her large nipples with my fingers, lightly squeezing them. She let out a soft moan from the contact, always having been sensitive there.
"Mmmhh yeeaahh." She moaned, slipping a hand under my pants. "Except, well...."
"Except what...." My hands went still but hers kept going, rubbing the length of my shaft that pressed tightly against my underwear.
"So, Jimmy went first right? He was next to me so I let him get a couple grabs in."
I dropped my hands from her, letting them rest at my sides. That nagging, tense feeling clawed at the back of my mind as she told her story.
"I had to convince him, but he got their eventually. Then Tom came over." She wriggled down my legs as she talked, pulling my pants down and releasing my cock. "Tom didn't need any convincing, he got right to it! Jimmy kept his hands over my bra the while time, but Tom wanted to get a better feel."
She started teasing my cock, her fingers lightly brushing against it and cupping my balls. She looked directly at me, her eyes raised with a strange look I knee the exact meaning of. 'You wanted details, so listen to each and every detail then'.
"Tom's hand started on the top of my chest, and made their way down. With one hand down each side he got to get a proper feel of them, jiggling and squeezing them as if he owned them!"
She leant down, taking her tits out of my view but moving her face towards my cock.
"With all that alcohol I'd had... it started feeling a little good... but finally I told him his turn was done!" She ran her tongue from the base of my cock to the tip and I could feel the goosebumps ripple over my skin. My while body on edge as she kept teasing me.
"And then... well. Dorian wanted more, since he went last and all..."
She took it all into her mouth, running her soft wet lips down my cock all the way to my balls. My fingers dug into the beg as I did everything I could not to burst right there.
"Shluurp, ahhh. Getting a little excited honey?" She asked, giggling next to my cock.
"Fuuccc, juust.... What did he do..." My voice was quite. I almost couldn't bare to hear her continue but I couldn't let her stop now.
"He took those big meaty hands of his and he grabbed my tits right out of my top!" She started jerking me now, hard and fast. Her soft hands feeling amazing as she worked my cock, slick with her saliva. "The other guys all had their cocks out, jerking themselves silly while Dorian pinched and pulled my nipples!"
Claire already had me so far on edge it didn't take long to push me over. Her tight grip around my cock working relentlessly to finish me off.
"Ohhh fuuUuck baby!" I moaned, unable to hold myself back.
"That's it honey! Cum all over my big far tits just like the other boys did!" She leaned forward and jerked my cock right over her cleavage. My knees involuntary writhing as I experienced one of the most intense orgasm of my life.
"Nuugghhulllggh fuuuuuck." She kept me perfectly aimed as I shot my cum over her chest. Her tits gleaming in the soft lighting, my cum slowly dripping down them.
"Jesus honey, I've never seen you cum that much before!" Claire said, leaning over to the bedside table to wipe herself up with a tissue.
"Fuck that was amazing." I said, my breathing heavy. "But, umm... that didn't actually happen right?"
She gave a quick laugh, throwing away the tissue and lying down next to me.
"Come on baby, do you really think I would let something like that happen?"
I laughed as well, feeling a different kind of relief wash over me.
"Dorian did pinch my nipples, but only a little bit." She said, gently stroking my hair. "Nobody got a look at my tits and they definitely didn't get any cum on me."
"Wait, so they did touch you!"
"That's what I've been saying! But we didn't take it to far or anything. Besides, after a performance like that you can't tell me it doesn't excite you a little!"
She was snuggled up against me, so warm and soft. Fatigue from such an intense orgasm started to grip me, a yawn escaping my throat.
"Maybe." I said, my eyes slowly closing.
"So you'd like if we did this again?" She asked, trepidation in her voice.
I really wasn't sure, and I was too tired to work through everything I was feeling, so I repeated my answer.
"Maybe." Then I added. "Nothing beneath the clothes though..."
"Of course! I let them get a little carried away before but I think we can have a lot of fun with this! Honestly those guys could use just a bit of feminine attention. They live like such slobs and I think...." I could tell how excited she was, but her words began to get more and more distant as I lost myself in her arms.
"Babe?" Claire asked, jolting me awake. I must have passed out for just a second.
"Humm?" I said, half conscious.
She looked like she was about to say something, but stopped herself. Putting a hand to my cheeks she smiled, her eyes as warm as she was.
"Why don't you slip under the covers and get some sleep." She said. Soft, comforting.
"Mmm yeah." I said, making myself comfortable. Wrapped under the blankets I nearly feel back asleep, until a stray though caught my attention. "Mmmhhh but you didn't get your turn."
"It's...alright" She said
getting into bed next to me. "You can make up for it tomorrow."
Cuddled up against her, I began to drift back off. This was a new and maybe exciting discovery we'd made about ourselves, but we'd work out what it meant tomorrow.
Claire stayed up, texting friend on her phone or something. I realised in my final moments of consciousness that I'd forgotten to ask why Dorian had said he would be seeing her on Monday. I let the thought flutter away, something to deal with tomorrow.
I ignored that small remaining persistent nagging kernel of tenseness that had nestled into my mind. What harm could leaving it one more day do?
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One day could change a lot as it turned out, and pass by quicker than you'd like.
A beautiful and relaxing Sunday morning moved onto a beautiful and relaxing Sunday evening, which of course transitioned into a beautiful and relaxing Sunday night.
Maybe I was avoiding thinking about it because the day was so nice, or maybe not bringing it up was the only reason the day was nice. It didn't change anything, because no matter how much I wanted to pretend like I'd miss heard or that not thinking about it would make it go away. Inevitably the elephant in the room would get tired of sitting there quietly.
"Sooooo, we don't have anything planned for tomorrow night? Right?" Claire asked.
I looked up from my phone and studied her. She was sitting up in the bed, facing the book in her hands, but she looked at me from the corner of her eyes. Peering at me from behind her glasses, she tried to act cool but failed to hide the tenseness in her body.
"No." I said. bringing myself up to her level. "Nothing special."
"Great... because I kind of... sort of accepted a second job." She turned to look at me, flashed a nervous smile and then returned to her book. "In a way..."
"A second job... who hired you?" I asked, knowing the answer. Dorian had already spilled that she was going to see him tomorrow.
"Just a friend." She blurted out. "A-a work friend! They had a friend that knew somebody who needed a part time cleaner."
Wait, what? Was she lying to me?
"It'll just be a few hours a couple nights a week! But it's two hundred dollars per night! Cash up front."
"That much for just a few hours...." Why didn't she want to admit it was for Dorian and the guys? And why the hell were they going to pay her so much for it.
"It's a last minute cover so they upped the pay a little." She kept avoiding eye contact. Nervously biting her lip. "And ummm... there's a...uniform..."
Okay yeah, now I was starting to see why.
"Tell me you're not dressing up like a French maid."
"No it's.... it's more of a Japanese maid style I think..."
"Which you know is based on the French maid style." I couldn't believe the sliminess of that bastard, asking her to clean for them dressed up like that. "And what do you mean 'you think'?"
"It's all gone so fast. I haven't seen the costume yet... but we really need the money Simon!"
"I know we do, but there has to be a better way." I didn't like the idea of sending her off to my friend's place, dressed up as a sex object. Especially not when those friends had just spent the last night feeling her tits up.
Yeah they were all virgin's, and probably wouldn't take things any further than they'd gone. But it didn't feel right letting her do something so skeevy just for a bit of cash.
"You know there isn't honey. We don't have the time or energy for a real second job, so this is perfect!" She put her book down. turning over to me. "Besides... I know you like it when guys look at me..."
"This is different."
"Is it?" She asked. A coy smile on her face.
It was. These weren't random strangers and it was more than a passing glance. She'd be in their house for hours, cleaning in a ridiculous outfit while they watched the whole time. Knowing the guys, they'd probably set up cameras to record the whole damn thing.
But she didn't know that I knew it was them. Didn't know that I knew she was lying. Was she ashamed to have taken the offer from them? Or did she think I would worry about her more, knowing the guys already pushed boundaries last night?
"Yeah I, I think it is." Was my weak response. Unwilling to call her out in her lie.
"Oh really?" She asked. Running a hand down from my chest to below the sheets. "If it's so different, then why are you so excited?"
She rubbed over the top of my shorts. Her fingers gently stroking the length of my shaft that bulged against the fabric.
"You seem pretty excited. Knowing I'll be wearing a tiny little maid outfit and bending over to clean somebody's house." She purred into my ear.
"It's not like that." I lied. My mind unable stop imagining her dressed up and bent over, dusting something.
"Come on baaaby." She drew out the word. Slow and tender. "I know how much your friends getting a feel turned you on."
She was curled up against me now. One arm wrapped around me, stroking my chest while the other worked my cock. She kept rubbing me over the top of my shorts, a little harder and faster now than she had been.
"Maybe I'll let them have a taste next weekend? Let them lick and suck on my nipples?"
Or maybe she'd be doing that tomorrow.... maybe she'd take things further...
"You- you promised nothing under the clothes..." I groaned out. Fighting back the oncoming wave of pleasure.
"And I'll keep that promise.... but you can't deny that the thought of it doesn't excite you."
She was rubbing me fast and hard now. Teasing the tip of my cock and bringing me closer and closer to the edge.
"Just admit it honey." She whispered faintly into my ear. "Admit it and I'll let you fuck me what that hard cock raw!"
Oh fuck that sent shivers down my spine. Claire didn't like taking birth control, it didn't agree with her, so we'd never done it without a condom before. The most she'd let me do was rub my shaft up against her entrance, and even that took some convincing.
"It's exciting!" I yelped. "I love the idea of you being watched and groped!"
"Good boy." She purred. Her hand not relenting as it caressed, rubbed and stroked my cock through my shorts.
And in that exact moment it was all too much. Her voice seductively whispering in my ear, her body pressing into mine and her hand teasing my cock. I grunted and moaned, by body shaking as she held me tightly.
She didn't let up with her hand. Milking all the cum out of me, getting my leg and shorts covered in it.
"Ohhh sorry baby! Better luck next time then." She laughed a little. An evil smile on her face. "Maybe after I finish up on Monday I'll let you take me raw for real!"
"You play dirty." I huffed in between breaths as I recovered in her arms.
"But you love dirty babe!" She giggled again, kissing me on the cheek. "Now let's get you cleaned up and get to sleep. I've got a big day tomorrow...."
I cleaned myself up and without any more discussion we both went to bed. Any of my doubts or concerns brushed aside and left in the corner.
The morning came like any other day, our routines unchanging despite everything that was to come. Claire kissed me goodbye as we drove off to work, and to all the world it would seem like this was just any other day.
It wasn't any other day. Or, that is, it wouldn't be. In only a few hours my wife would be 'cleaning' my friend's apartment. In who knows how skimpy an outfit.
Rational parts of my brain were telling me to stop this. To tell her that I knew she was lying about where she was going. To demand her not to go. We didn't need the money that badly. Not so badly that she needed to debase herself like she may just be doing tonight. There was just no rational reason to let her go through with this.
Other, less rational parts of me had other ideas.
Sure, she didn't need to go... but the money would be nice. And I'd get to see her dressed up in a cute maid outfit! My friends probably would as well, but they'd just spent the night with her in nothing but a bra. This wouldn't be any worse than that.
And I mean, what was even going to happen really? Claire was probably embellishing the story about them groping her. I knew these guys, and they just weren't the type to do something like that. She knew it turned me on to hear fantasies like that, so she played it up. She knew that I knew that they would never, so she didn't need to say the story was fake.
Yeah, that made sense.
So then, she didn't tell me she was cleaning their place because she was embarrassed. Yeah, they were pretty disgusting guys. She would have to pick up their dirty laundry and wash their stained clothes, not to mention how bad their sheets would be! And with a bunch of nerdy virgin guys like they were, I wouldn't put it past them to leave a mess of 'used' tissues behind. Hahaha who would want to admit to having to do a job like that????
And there was her promise. The chance of her coming home all hot and horny... willing and wanting to do it raw.
That certainly made for a compelling reason not to stop her. Not to catch her in this lie. Maybe that was me thinking with the wrong body part, but that part was being very persuasive today.
I'd had a lot of long days at work before, but none of them even felt close to today. Hours passed with me switching between worried and excited, then I'd look at the clock and it'd only been twenty minutes.
As the day dragged and dragged on, I only became more restless. The tension and anxieties building to an overwhelming need to do something.
It was 4:37, just over twenty minutes to go. I sent Claire a text, my first of the day. If I had done it sooner, I wouldn't be able to hold myself back from spamming her all day long.
"Hey babe!!! Hope ur day went fast, mine didn't lol. R u homing home before you head off to this new job...."
Would I get to see her before she was swept away to go sweep up their house?
No reply as the clock on my wall ticked onwards, the steady beats seeming more and more heavy as time went on. Twenty minutes to five and still nothing. Four forty two, five minutes since I'd sent it.
Still nothing.
4:45
4:50
4:55
5 PM
I sat at my desk as my co-workers packed up and said goodbye. Telling them that I was just staying back a minute to finish something up. Maybe she was just having a busy day and now that work was over she'd text me?
5:01
5:03
5:07
5:10
5:29
Okay, this was getting crazy. I couldn't keep waiting here just to get her reply.
I picked up the phone and called her, telling myself that if she didn't pick up she was probably just driving home to get ready.
She didn't pick up, the phone ring switching to her answering message. I hung up and was ready to come home, content that she was just on her way back as well. But right as I was about to pack up and leave, my phone lit up. Her loving face filling the screen above the option to accept or reject her call.
"Heyyy baby! Muupphpp, what's up?" She said as I answered the call. Sounding out of breath and like she'd just been struggling with something.
"Hey honey..." My voice trailed off as I heard odd sounds softly come over the phone. A faint wet squelching? "Is everything alright?"
"Ahhhahhh... Everything's fine." She caught her breath and I could hear a murmur in the background. Not loud enough to make out the words, but they came from a male voice. "I'm just in the middle of my first cleaning job. It's pretty hard, but I think I'm off to a great start! Right master?"
The voice metaphorically off screen grumbled in what I assumed was an affirmation. Her, 'Master'. It was a trope for Japanese styled maids to call the guys they were working for their 'masters', so I shouldn't have been surprised but it still caught me off guard.
"So soon? I was hoping to see you after work."
"Sorry baby. I got off early." She was Interrupted by her master saying something. She gave a confused 'huh?' but then giggled as she understood whatever joke the man had made. "and I came here for a head start."
I went to speak but there were more unintelligible murmurings and more giggling from Claire. It made me doubt this was one of my nerdy friends more than anything had. They never made Claire laugh like this.
"That's so you!" I joked half heartedly. "Just don't work yourself too hard."
"I can take it." She took on an edge with her voice. Like how she did when she was feeling naughty and wanted to tease me. "But don't worry babe. They're going easy on me today. I'm only polishing knobs today."
"Uhhhhhhh."
"You know, door knobs. Big hard ones that need all my attention!"
There was some sniggering in the background silence that followed her statement. From more than one source. No, I couldn't kid myself. She was there. At their apartment. Referring to my virgin nerdy friends as her masters...
"Okay well I won't keep you anymore." I said to break the uneasy silence. I didn't know how else to react.
The line stayed quiet. Faint whisperings both male and female the only thing I could barely make out.
"Claire? Honey?"
"Mmmshullp, yaahh Bahhby?" Her muffled reply came. The sloppy wet noises getting louder again.
"I'll let you get back to it." I repeated. Adding. "I love you."
"Louhhvve yosh tuuhh!"
Tone rang in my ears. She'd hung up the phone and now I was left with nothing but my thoughts.
Thoughts that were desperately trying to find any explanation for what I heard that wasn't the obvious. She was just scrubbing the floor, or their door knobs right? With her mouth full for some reason....
I wasn't so stupid to believe something like that. But maybe, just maybe, it was a joke? A prank? She was teasing me, like she loved to do. Making it sound like and implying she was dressed up like a maid, giving my nerdy friends sloppy blow jobs right now. She promised not to do anything under clothing and unless the guys were just naked, their cocks were under their clothes. So it has to be made up, just a mind game she was playing to mess with me.
It sounded pretty real though... but that could be faked? An ice block for her to suck on? An ice block. Not my fat friends unwashed cock.... Her tongue Their filthy balls so pungent she'd have the smell of them etched into her brains.....
Fuck. I needed to go home.
Or maybe not home? Maybe I needed to drop in to see the guys tonight?
Claire was going to be out for the night, so why wouldn't I go see my friends? No no no, I wasn't planning on finding Calire over there. I trusted her, I wasn't checking up on her. I just happened to shoe up and interrupt them from taking things too far...
Yeah. That sounded believable.
I grabbed my bag and shut down my computer. Heading to the elevator and mashing the button over and over until finally the doors opened. I looked at the time. 5:56. How long had the phone call been? How long had I spend thinking about it afterwards? The building was empty and deserted now, me being the last one to leave.
Heading out of the elevator and exiting the building, I kept my head down as I passed by the cleaning crew that were just getting in. Desperately trying to make it past them without anyone noticing how hard I was. That call had gotten me so worked up. I needed to get out of here and see my wife before anyone did anything crazy. Me included.
One of them waved hello at me, but I kept myself from making eye contact. Rushing out the door and to my car. I threw my bag into the back seat. Igniting the engine and revving off before I even put my seat belt on. Every second I wasn't at that apartment was another chance for the guys to use my wife as their slave, their toy. Would they not be satisfied with her just 'cleaning' their cocks? Would they get her to do more, filthier, things? Have their new maid swallow their cum? Let it dry on her face? Let them rub their balls over her face in some sort of sick real life teabagging?
My fingers dug into the steering wheel so bad it hurt. I was wound up. Worried about the worst possibilities that obviously wouldn't happen. That was okay though. Because soon I'd be at their place and I'd know for sure what was going on. Maybe she wouldn't even be there? And I'd come home to find her waiting for me in bed. This whole maid thing just a sexy fiction she made up to tease and excite me? I'd know soon enough.
I drove through the business park, through the long driveways and out to the exit to the main road. Only half paying attention, my mind in my thoughts, I had to slam the breaks on to avoid crashing.
The gate.
I'd never stayed back this late before. Hell, I was usually the first one out the door. But tonight of all nights I had to stay back. Had to be impatient and wait for Claire to respond. Had to get myself locked in like an idiot.
Fuck.
The chain link fence that locked me in this cage looked pretty flimsy. Just a small chain with a lock on it keeping it closed. I could probably back up a little, and ram it open without damaging the car too much?
Fuck, what the hell was I thinking? Ramming a gate with my car? That was crazy. I let myself breathe for a moment. Opening the windows to get the crisp evening air in. This was going to be okay. I couldn't have been the first guy to get himself locked in here, there must be something in place to get out or in.
The cleaners! They were here and I doubted they were spending the night! Obviously they had a key to the gate in them! I reversed back hard, burning rubber as I sped back down to my building.
I looked at the time again as I approached. 6:07. What would she be up to now? Bending over in a tiny maid outfit, her skirt rising far enough to give the guys a view of her ass?
I stopped myself from thinking about it further. I was going to be there soon. That's what I had to keep telling myself.
I pushed on the big glass doors at the front of the office and slammed against them. They were locked. Because of course they were. I banged on the door, shouting as hard as I could to get someone's attention. Nothing. Were they all on higher floors or-
Then a figure moved in. Headphones on he absently walked to the reception desk and grabbed a set of keys. I banged, waved and shouted to get his attention and for a brief moment I got it. The waving of my arms catching his eyes before he walked back out of the lobby. For a moment we saw each other and I recognised which of the cleaners this was. The man who I had ignored as he waved at me. Surely he wouldn't hold a grudge over something so small, right?
Wrong. Acting like he hadn't seen anything when I knew he had, the man turned around and walked into another room.
Fuuuck.
6:11 and I was back by the gate. Barbed wire surrounded most of the fencing, but not at the gate here. I could jump it and just grab a cab, but what would I say to Claire? I could make something up, but I still had one option. The number for security on a nearby sign.
I got my phone out to call them and saw that I had a message. From Claire, it was a picture of her all dressed up. The sexy black and white maid outfit had a skirt that barely covered half her thighs. A two set piece with the top nearly as small as the bottom. The crop top style showed off most of her slightly chubby stomach, accentuating her curves and making my heart beat faster.
It was very clearly not designed for girls of her size. There was a cat keyhole cut out on her chest, sexy enough on most girls but for Claire it was another level. Her tits pushing hard against the tight fabric, indenting them and making her cleavage spill out.
Under that first picture was one more. Captioned 'What do you think? I make a pretty good maid don't I!"
It was her down on the ground. Scrubbing the floor on her knees. Ass bent over and exposed in a way I had feared, but not quite as I'd expected. I had assumed she would be flashing the guys her panties, but she wasn't. She wasn't wearing any at all.
My heart skipped a beat seeing it. Her pale ass, so plump and juicy, bent over and exposed for the guys to see. Lacy white thigh highs clasping her legs and matching perfectly with the frilly skirt and armbands she wore. All framing her perfect ass in a way that made me want to reach through and just give it a slap.
Would the guys, my virgin nerdy friends, be slapping that ass right now?
I typed fast. 'WHat the he'll are you thinking!' Then waited for a beat. The black bar on the text box blinking on and off.
I breathed deep. Centering myself, deleting the message and starting again.



'You look great! But uhhh, where are your panties???" I texted back.
It was hard not to lose my cool not knowing what was happening there, but I had to trust her. I wasn't going to direct my frustrations at her, not when she was doing this for me. To tease me.
I closed the messages and made the call. The number rang out. Not even an answering machine to leave a message with. That's okay. I told myself again, feeling less and less sure of it. Trying a second time I got hold of somebody. A grumpy old security guard who seemed mad I wasn't deterred by the first attempt.
I explained to him my situation and he assured me in the least convincing manner that he would be right over to free me. No more than a twenty minute wait, thirty tops with traffic.
I hung up and saw that Claire had responded. Five words and a winky face emoji.
"Maids don't wear panties silly."
Fuuuuuuuuuck.
I really contemplated jumping the fence again. Rushing over and seeing her. But the guard was coming now, waiting for me. I just had to sit tight, watch the setting sun and scroll on my phone for a few more minutes. Then I could rush out of here and go see what she was really up to.
7:22
Over a fucking hour and the guy still wasn't here! Forty minutes ago he was just ten minutes out. Twenty minutes ago he was only five minutes away. And now he was apparently 'just pulling up.', pulling up to where security man??? The fucking moon or something!
I teemed with a scorching rage that fizzled into a restless anxiousness. I didn't help that Claire had left me on read. My last text asked her to clarify if she was joking or not. Worst of all was my phone battery. It was at 5% now, endless anxious scrolling not doing me any favours. I didn't have any choice but to shut it down and conserve what little power I had left.
It was dark out now, flood lights humming against the backdrop of distant cars driving by. Every now and then one would sound a little louder than the others, getting my hopes up that it would be my saviour, the security guard. It never was.
?:??
How long had it been now? I didn't have any reference of moving shadows to see the time passing, and the moon wasn't anywhere in sight. Sitting against the gate had been nice when the sun was on me, but now the cool evening air was getting a chilly edge to it. I turned my phone back on, chancing the loss of power to see how long it had been.
7:31
What? Not even ten minutes? That felt like at least twenty! Fuck this. How the hell was I supposed to sit around and wait without any way to charge my phone! It was getting too cold now and I was restless. It was time to get into my car and heat up and....and...
And then, like an idiot watching a bus drive into him, it hit me. I had a fucking phone charger in my car. All this time I could have been charging my phone.
Kicking myself I got in and plugged the phone. Taking it out of the power conserving airplane mode. A few messages sprung out at me. All from Calire, and none from the security guard of course.
7:23 - "Finishing up now babe! I had so much fun!!! Cant wait to tell you all about it!!!!"
7:24 - "Could you come pick me up? Its not to far, I can send you the address!"
7:29 -"Never mind lol. Ride sorted."
Ride sorted?? Who was she getting a ride with??? Jimmy couldn't drive, Tom didn't own a car. That left Dorian. The only one who could and would take her home.
"Sorry babe! I've been stuck at work!" I texted back, short and sweet.
"At this hour?!" She responded immediately. "But I was hoping to have a little fun when we got home...;)"
Fuck I couldn't believe I missed a chance for her to give me the address. What would she have even done? Walked down the street and pretended to be somewhere else? Surely she wouldn't have pretended her client lived in the same apartment block? I started typing a response but she texted again before I could finish.
"I'm really horny babe."
The picture came up right after the message. Just her finger in focus with her thighs blurred in the background. Wet slickness clearly visible on her finger. With a string of it leading down between her legs.
Then, before I could even swallow the lump in my throat. Another message.
"I'm making a mess of Masters car...."
"If somebody doesn't take care of me soon...who knows what naughty things I might get up to...."
Her alone in Dorian's trash bag of a car? With him telling her she owes him for the ride home? She might just...no. No, I was done thinking about what she might be doing or could be up to. I was taking action. Damn the consequences.
"I'll be home in five." I texted. Firing up my car again and backing it up. Psyching myself up to crash through the gate like a real action hero. It would be fine right? It couldn't do too much damage?
"Alright Gate 1." I said to myself. "Let's see how smug you are when...." My voice trailed off as gears turned in my head. I looked back over the long vertical sign by the gate that read 'GATE 1". Gate 1....as in one of at least two.
This was the first entry to the business complex. The one I always took in and out without thinking about it. I'd seen the sign before, but never really looked at it.
Instead of flooring it forward, I went backwards. Past my building and down to the other end of the complex. There, open wide, was Gate 2.
Gate fucking 2.
Many thoughts bubbled and raged inside me. Who the fuck closes just one gate! What was the point of that! And why the fuck didn't the security guard mention a second fucking gate!
I wanted to be angry, but I could only laugh. This was so fucking stupid. If I hadn't been so wound up and paid even a bit more attention I wouldn't have been stuck here for half the night. There wasn't anything I could do about that now, so.i laughed. Drawing out the noise of it with the roar of my car's engine as I sped off. Driving faster than any reasonable man would.
It was closer to ten minutes when I got home. Half the time it normally took me but twice as much as I'd promised. I felt the chill of the night deep in my blood as I waited for the elevator. Did I take too long? Was that fat ass Dorian with her right now? Taking care of her where I'd failed to?
The sounds of her slurping on his cock rang through my head. Her muffled voice as she told me she loved me. Mouth full of another man's dick. I was shaking. Bundles and bundles of nervous energy with no way to release it. The doors opened and I squeezed through before they opened even half way. Rushing as fast as I could to get back to my wife.
I sprinted up to the door and wanted to barrel through it, but I stopped myself. A sick and twisted part of me wanted to come in quietly. Without drawing attention to myself.
I clicked the door open as softly as I could. Poking my head in and listening. Nothing. Closing it without a sound, I slowly crept over to our bedroom door. Shoes slipped off and carpet to muffle my footsteps, I found the bedroom door closed and softly placed my ear on it.
I had felt like an invader in my own home, a pervert sneaking into a woman's apartment to spy on her most intimate moments. In a way that wasn't far from the truth. I could hear her through the door. Her soft moans and little cries of pleasure. The sounds were so faint, but they weighed heavily on me.
She was really doing it. This wasn't the slurping and gagging noises of her taking his cock down her throat. Unmistakably these were the noises of her getting fuck. Of my friend railing my wife. Probably from behind, doggy style. His fat greasy hands slapping her ass as he pounded her wet cunt and made her cheeks clap.
The chill inside me had become a cold sweat. I couldn't believe this was really happening. I couldn't believe Claire, my wife, was cheating on me with our friend. Taking his virginity on the bed we slept on together. We're they even using protection? Or like with panties... did maids not use condoms?
Fuck this was bad. It was wrong. I should have been barging in there and screaming at them, but instead I stayed out here. Pushing my ear closer to the door, every soft faint sound I could hear giving me full body shivers.
Things were heating up now. The pace of their fucking getting faster. Harder. Then, screaming while staying quiet, a voice cried out. Asking, no, begging for him to cum inside her. To fill her fertile cunt up with his virile baby batter.
It wasn't Claire's voice though. That wasn't something she would say.
I opened the door and there she was. On our bed with her legs spread wide open. Except there wasn't anybody else here, just us. She'd stripped off her skirt, leaving her thigh highs and undersized crop top. Her frilly maid headband askew. One hand held up her phone to her face, her beautiful line of freckles glowing from the light of her phone.
Her other hand was between her legs. Circling the top of her dripping wet pussy that was leaking all over our sheets. I could see how completely aroused she was. Her inviting pussy slick and opened up. Begging for me to come take it. Her eyes had been staring into the screen, mouth biting her lips as she fingers her clit to the content on her phone.
Porn. That's what the sounds had been. That's why everything had sounded so faint when it was behind the door. She wasn't cheating on me, just getting herself ready for me.
"You kept me waiting baby." She licked her lips watching me at the doorway. Running her two fingers down the wet folds of her pussy, putting in a show for me.
"I'm never doing that again." I threw my clothes off, nearly ripping the buttons off my shirt in the process.
Climbing into bed with her she tossed her phone away, pulling me into her embrace.
"You better not! I was so close to inviting my master in and letting him have his way with me." She was smirking at me. Looking through and into me with those penetrative eyes.
She trailed her fingers down my chest and to my crotch. Teasing my balls a little and then running a single, wet finger up my shaft. I had to steel myself from ruining this moment just at that light touch. I was that hard and pent up.
"Look at how hard you are, baby." She teased. "Does thinking about my master using me as his toy do this to you?"
"I'm your master right now." I told her. Moving in to make out with her, and to finally feel what it was like to fuck her without any protection I'm the way.
Before I could experience either thing she stopped me. Two fingers over my lips and a hand gripping onto my cock.
"My master is my master." She said, putting on an exaggerated cutesy voice. Then slipping into her more natural, sensual and authoritative voice. "But you are my good boy."
She moved her hands from my lips, keeping her eyes locked with mine as she grabbed out a condom from the side table. Tearing it open with her mouth and then moving up to make out with me. Her tongue crashing against mine as her hands expertly pulled the condom over my raging hard on.
Once that was secure she placed her hands on my chest and pushed. Flipping us over so that she was on top of me. Grabbing her shirt from just below her tits and lifting it up. Letting them drop out and bounce right in front of my face. She held them in her hands for me. Squeezing and rubbing them together. Even lifting one of the plump juicy boobs into her mouth and sloppy sucking on it.
"Holy fuck." I said, swallowing hard. "I love this side of you baby, but I don't know how much more of it I can take."
"Fuuck baby I'm just as close as you are." She was grinding herself against my chest. My hard condom covered cock slapping into her back. "But I want to tease this moment out."
"I've been wanting to fuck you all day." The need of it was plain on my voice. I was desperate to be inside her. To fuck her hard and have us cum together.
"I know, I know." She leaned in, pressing her chest into mind and whispering to me." But don't you want to hear what I got up to today?"
My cock twitched. I wanted to fuck her, to make love to her so bad. But... that could wait just a little bit more.
"What happened?" I asked. Running my hands over her ass while she was bent forward.
She bit her lip again, eyes filling with lust. Taking my hands into hers and leaning back up. Rubbing herself into me, slowly and gently.
"The place was filthy." She said the words in a half moan. Both of us right on the edge of cuming. "If anyone needed a maid, it's these guys."
"So there was more than one guy?"
For just a quick moment she stopped, her grip on my hands tightening just a little. She hadn't meant to let that bit of information slip away I guessed. Did she think I was one step closer to realising who her 'masters' were now? Not knowing that I knew this whole time?
"A few of them." She put vaguely. Continuing to grind herself on me. "But only one master was Master."
Would that have been Dorian? He was the most forward of the three. The one who would have offered her the money. Hell, I just knew he would have been the one that demanded she refer to them all as 'Master'.
"What was he like?" I asked. Waiting to see how much information she'd give away.
"He was bigger than you." She said. Arching her back a little to rub it against my cock. Leaving me to wonder about the double meaning of her words. "Not at all attractive, but strangely magnetic..."
Her thought trailed off as she got lost in it. Voice losing its seductive tone and becoming contemplative. She Snapped back with a little shake of her head that I don't think she realised she did.
"But perverted." She rolled the word off her tongue. Letting it sit with me. "You saw my outfit right? The pictures he took of me?"
"You looked amazing." I told her. She leaned down again, getting right up to my ear.
"Those were just the ones I showed you." She giggled maniacally. Pushing herself back up but this time going further back. Letting the head of my cock brush over her slit and then rest against her stomach.
"You took more." I gulped. Taking in the fact that my fat virgin friend might have sexier photos of my wife than I did.
"Lots." She smiled down at me. "He made me strip down and put the outfit on in front of him. Said that he had to be sure it was put on right."
"And...your panties..." I asked. Head spinning with dizzy anxiety.
"He confiscated them. Maids don't wear panties, and he said if he sees me ever wearing them again he would have to spank me!" She was pouting. Acting all cute like she didn't desperately want to be spanked right now.
"So...so he saw..."
"Just my boobs." She interrupted me. "Or my 'Milkers' as master wants me to refer to them as. I made sure he didn't get any photos of anything else while I was dressing up."
She was grinding her pussy against my shaft now. Running her wet lips all over my cock, getting it soaked in her juices without letting it penetrate her. Even with the condom on it felt amazing and made it hard to concentrate on what she was saying.
"Then, when I was dressed, he gave my ass a slap. Told me to get on my knees and start polishing his knob." She was having so much fun teasing me like this. Keeping us both right on the edge and horny out of our minds.
"Fuuuckkk." I moaned out as she rubbed herself on me. "Y-you didn't actually...."
"He was so big, just a little longer than yours but so much thicker." Her eyes were rolling up and she was moaning out fake little uhhh and ahhh. "I told him I would only give him a lick baby, but he tasted so good! His big cock corrupted my mind and sealed my fate as his little cock sucking maid!"
"Fuuck fuckk fuckk...." I couldn't hold it much longer, and neither could she. Both of our breaths getting heavier, our bodies beginning to tremble. "You didn't... you didn't really."
Before I could ask she slipped me inside her. Her pussy squeezing my cock as I pushed deep inside her. She didn't waste any time taking it slow. Riding my cock like it was a hull she was going to tame.
"He used my mouth as a fuck toy baby!" She cried out. "He wouldn't even stop when you called! I had to promise him he could use my cunt raw to get him to stop fucking my throat for long enough to call you back!"
"God fUuck you didn't?"
"He made me cum twice baby!" She was slamming herself into me. Using my cock like an object and fucking herself with it like an animal. "And then a third time, when he came so deep and so hard in me I have to be pregnant!"
"Fuuckk uuhhnngnnnggghh."
"God YES! Fill that condom for me baby!!"
My gargled scream was mixed with her own violent squeal of pleasure. Her pussy clamping down hard around my cuming cock as we climaxed together.
Our sweaty bodies collapsed onto one another. Our rough breathing the only sound in the room. Both of our minds blank, resetting after experiencing what, for me, was the hardest we'd ever cum before.
"That was incredible...." I heaved out between long breaths.
"You were incredible." She kissed my neck. Holding me tightly. "My good boy."
Hearing her say those words stirred feelings inside me. Even after just finishing inside her. Taking my cock out of her I pulled the condom off, Claire taking it from my hands before I could put it away.
"Look at how much you came, thinking about another guy fucking me." She said, holding the used up condom in front of me.
"Y-yeah... but you didn't actually-"
"Fuck my master? Let him ram his thick log into my cunt raw?" She giggled. Playing with the condom in her hands. "No silly. I made you a promise!"
That was a relief. Not that I didn't trust her, but in the heat of the moment it was hard to know what was real and what wasn't.
"He did take those pictures of course. But I'm preeeety sure he didn't get any of my pussy."
"Oh, right." I noted she didn't mention anything about her tits. I wasn't sure how I felt about Dorian having pictures of them.
"He wouldn't share them! Don't worry!" She told me. Noticing my discomfort. "And we really didn't do anything under clothes. Like I promised!"
Nothing under clothes. So she didn't suck his dick then? It was hard to believe, hearing what I'd heard on the phone...but this didn't sound like a lie. Surely she didn't think taking off his clothes counted as a loophole? No one would really think that? Right?
"But I think...for your sake...we should loosen the rules a little." Her freckled face shined with deviant desire. "If you came this much from just talk... imagine how it would feel if I sent you a picture with his hand on my ass. Or on my tits..."
She rubbed her hand on my half limp cock. Getting it excited again, my heart pulsing. With my full attention in her she stuck a finger down the used condom, scooping up my cum on her finger and coating her tongue with it. Slowing drawing it back into her mouth and swallowing, all while she stared right into my soul.
"Or maybe even with his cum all over my face?"
"I....fuck...I don't know."
"Just think about it baby!" She jumped out of the bed. Leaving me with a wanting desire for more. "I'm just going to heat up some leftovers for dinner, want some?"
I watched her walk off to the door. Naked juicy ass swaying side to side. Her glistening red pussy visible through the gap in her thighs. She was so wet it made the side of those thighs shine in the light, and I imagined for just a moment that it wasn't her own fluids but somebody else's. Another man's cum leaking, flowing, out of her used cunt.
"Yeah." I told her. My cock just as hard as it'd been when I walked into the room.
"I'd like that."



        Can't We Let Him Stay? Pt. 01

        An old face interupts their first night alone together...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cant-we-let-him-stay-pt-01

Title: Can't We Let Him Stay? Pt. 01

Author: TriangleToast

Category: Loving Wives

Description: An old face interupts their first night alone together...

Tags: bully, gaslighting, slut gf, massage, cheating girlfriend, exhibition, red head, cuckold, cheating




Two years I'd been dating Sarah, two wonderful years. We'd been each other's only friend throughout high school and I finally worked up the courage to ask her out after we graduated. She was a shy girl, bullied most of her life by all of the so-called popular kids.
When she was younger, it was her ginger hair or her weight that she was picked on for. Then puberty hit her hard, filling out her chest so fast she was buying new bras almost every other week. People said the worst things about her, implying her larger breasts meant she was a whore or that she'd already been with a hundred guys.
I knew she was really a pure girl, a pure tormented soul just like me. We didn't need anyone else to make it through high school and we wouldn't need anyone else to make it through the rest of our lives!
Sarah went on to study nursing at university like the kind spirit she was, but I focused on finding a job. I knew if I could work my way to a job that played well enough we could start our lives together, with just the two of us.
It had been a hard start to our new relationship, our hours in the day never seemed to line up as she studied and I worked whatever job I could get. We sneaked in what time we could together, with late night phone calls and the occasional dinner date. It was hard being apart for so long, but the longing only strengthened our love for each other.
Now I finally had a job that played well enough to support both of us. We both moved out of our homes and into an apartment. It was close to the university, which was great for Sarah because neither of us could drive yet. Even though it would take me three buses to get to work, I was happy just knowing we were living together.
My long hours and her studies would still take up our time, but we would be spending every night together from now on. I was anxious but excited to finally consummate our love after waiting all this time and after spending our first wonderful night together, I would make things official. I already had the ring, and I already knew we'd spend our lives together. This time tomorrow Sarah will be my fiancée.
"That's the last of them." I told her, wiping the sweat off my brow as I finished bringing in our moving boxes.
"Thanks for bringing them all in, Liam, you're the best boyfriend ever!" Sarah exclaimed from the couch.
Sarah didn't like pet names, not after everything she'd been called in school, so we referred to each other by our first names. I would have liked to use something cute or sweet, but I understood why she was against it.
I watched her, lying down on the couch with her head in a nursing textbook. She'd been through quite the transformation these past few years, slimming down to a much more shapely form. Her weight had never bothered me, but Sarah said her course had inspired her to take better care of her body.
I stared at her plump ass pressed tight against her leggings, but felt too guilty to linger on it. She was always the most beautiful girl to me, but now I was sure any guy would agree she looked amazing. As her body slimmed down, her breasts remained the same size, always pressing tight against the new shirts she wore.
I moved to lie down next to her, cuddling the love of my life and gently kissing her neck.
"You're so beautiful." I told her. "Maybe you could take a study break and we could break in the new bed?"
"You'll have to wait for tonight mister!" She told me with a smile on her face. "I want to make sure everything is perfect before we make love together."
She was right of course, I was being impatient. Our first time needed to be a magical moment and there wasn't any rush, we had the rest of our lives to spend together.
I leaned closer to kiss her lips, but was stopped by the sudden knocking at our door.
"Were we expecting anyone?" It wasn't like we had any friends to invite to a housewarming, who could it be?
"Could you go check? Maybe it's the neighbour's saying hello?"
I wish I had just stayed there, lying with Sarah until the knocking stopped. Instead, I went to the front door, opening our lives to the man that was behind it.
"Hey guys, long time no see"
Just the sound of his voice sent chills down my spine. He'd put on even more muscle since high school, showing off his arms with a white wife beater. The tight shorts he wore left little to the imagination with the large bulge pushing out of them. His face and body may have matured, but I'd never forget the sound of his voice.
"What are you doing here Callum." I said firmly, without any of the fear I would have once had.
"Relax dweeb, I'm not going to pants you or make you drink out of the toilet like I used to. I've changed since school."
That wide grin on his face told me otherwise, the bastard couldn't have changed that much. He enjoyed watching me squirm as he brought up my past humiliations, but I wasn't about to take it now.
"Well it was nice to see you but we're busy!" I tried to push the door shut on him but he fought back, keeping it open with a casual ease.
"Who's that Liam?" Sarah asked, walking over to the door.
I looked back to explain when I realised how revealing her clothes currently were. Her tight black leggings had ridden up as she was lying on the couch and now they pressed tight into her crotch. She was probably too innocent to be aware of it, but she was flashing her camel toe to Callum plain as day.
Almost as bad was the tight low cut top she had on, the shirt didn't quite fit her and her cleavage poured out of it. I was happy she was comfortable dressing like that around me, but I hated the idea of Callum getting to see it.
"God damn ginger tits, why didn't you look this good back in high school? Maybe you wouldn't had to have ended up with this loser." He laughed, pushing his way through the door while putting me on the back. "Just teasing of course, you're both great together and this is a real nice place."
Names like ginger tits were the reason Sarah had trouble being intimate. Now Callum was here acting like all his bullying was just one big joke.
"We were actually still moving in, how did you find where we lived?"
Callum walked right past us and slammed his butt down on the couch, causing all of Sarah's books to go flying off.
"I was going to visit both of you individually, but your family told me you had just moved out." He put his dirty feel up on the couch with him, leaning back as we both stood flabbergasted. "Do you mind getting me a drink, I wanted to give you guys an apology."
The nerve of this man to barge into our home and demand a drink! I was about to scream at him to get out when I heard Sarah reply.
"Of course, what can we get you?" She smiled at him with that genuine kindness I'd only ever seen on her.
"A bourbon or whisky would be great."
"No problem! I'll get a glass ready and can you grab that bottle of whisky your dad gave us Liam?"
That bottle was one of the most expensive things we owned! We weren't really big drinkers, but I wasn't about to give the man who tormented us our best drink.
"Maybe some soft drink would be better, it's a bit early to start drinking."
"Nonsense, it's not a work day. Besides, it's not like we were going to have it anyways." Sarah was bending over to open the box with our glasses in it, giving Callum a perfect view of her hanging breasts.
"Get two glasses then." Callum said, not even hiding the fact that he was staring at her. "I'd feel awkward being the only one drinking."
"Two glasses it is!" She twirled around and walked into the kitchen, her ass swaying in her tight pants as she moved.
Not left with much choice, I pulled out the bottle and followed her.
"Can't we just kick him out?" I asked Sarah now that we were far enough away. "This is the guy that made both of our lives hell!"
"Oh it wasn't that bad, and he says he wants to apologise! I think it's our duty to hear him out."
I didn't want to spoil our first night together with any arguing, so I dropped the issue. We'd let him have one drink, say what he wanted to say and then be down with it. Just a small bump before our blissful life together.
"Could you maybe go get changed at least, your outfit is just a little revealing." I told her while she poured the drinks.
"Oh really? I didn't notice! I'll go out something more comfortable on, you bring these out to him."
The cups were filled to the brim, a sizable chunk of the bottle gone. Like a servant I brought out the drinks to Callum, placing them on the coffee table next to the couch. Then with all the couch space taken up by Callum's legs, I sat down on the old recliner we had.
Callum wordlessly sipped on his drink and I wasn't about to start any small talk. We both sat in an uncomfortable silence while we waited for Sarah to return.
Sarah left our bedroom wearing a new set of silk pyjamas I'd never seen before. The sleeveless spaghetti strap top really amplified her cleavage, helped more by the tight bra she was thankfully still wearing. The shorts were more like a pair of underwear with the amount they covered and would surely show off some of her ass cheeks should she bend over.
"What do you think, pretty sexy right?" Sarah said, posing herself seductively.
"Fuck me, where was this sexy bitch hiding. Those legs are incredible!" Callum cleared on from the couch.
"Oh umm, thanks Callum." Sarah was visibly blushing. "But I was asking Liam, I got these for our first night together!"
"Wow, you really look amazing. But maybe you could have worn them without a guest here?"
"I'm sure he doesn't mind, I just wanted to look nice for you." Sarah gave me that pout she did whenever I'd unintentionally upset her.
"Mmm baby I don't mind at all, take a seat and I'll tell you what I'm here for." He pulled his legs off the couch and was patting the space next to him.
Thankfully Sarah sat down on the other end but without missing a beat Callum slid across to be beside her. Seeing her soft bare thighs press up against Callum's made my skin crawl, but I held my tongue. This was about to be over soon, I told myself, then I can spend the night admiring Sarah's outfit.
"So I wanted to apologise for my behaviour." Callum started, before quickly adding. "Oh don't forget to drink Sarah."
It was maybe the first time he'd called her by her real name, and that fact must have flustered her. Without hesitating she took the whisky and started downing it like a regular drink. She somehow managed to down half the glass before stopping herself.
"Mmhhff, wow that's got quite the burn." She said, clearly struggling after drinking so much. "I kinda like it though, makes my mouth feel all tingly."
"Well seeing you makes another part of me feel all tingly." He gave her a wink as her blushing intensified.
I wasn't about to let the bastard flirt with my soon to be fiancée, so I tried to interrupt him.
"Pass it over, I want to try some."
"I thought it was too early to drink?" Callum retorted, his eyes staring me down.
"That's right Liam and I don't think you'd like it anyways. You know how you always prefer the fruity drinks." Sarah added, going back for a smaller sip of the whisky.
It was a gift from my own father and I wasn't even allowed to try a sip. My frustrations continued to boil but I didn't say any more.
"So you want to apologise." I said, trying to hurry this along.
"Right, yes." Callum slipped his hand on the back of the couch above Sarah, one step away from wrapping it around her. "I wanted to tell you guys that, looking back on it, I was an asshole to you."
Sarah was looking up at him with wide eyes, she was clearly buying his every word. I could tell better that there must be a reason for his sudden change of heart.
"To both of you." He continued. "So I'm sorry. I'm sorry for treating you like that."
"That's it?" I asked. "After years of torment that's all you have?"
"I think it's enough!" Sarah interjected. "I accept the apology Callum, it's all water under the bridge!"
She was more animated than she usually was, likely already tipsy from the drink. She was leaning against him now and without anyone noticing he had slipped his hand down around her. His muscled hands pressing against her soft arms.
"There is one more thing." Callum said, staring me in the eyes. "I need a place to crash for a day or two."
"Absolutely not!" I said without hesitation, I wasn't about to let him ruin our first night alone together!
"Hang on a second, let's hear him out. Is there none else you can go to?" She asked with her innocent genuine concern. Leaning over comfortably close to him as she asked.
He had slipped his hand off her arm now and was rubbing up and down her sides. His hand sliding under her loose top to touch her bare flesh. I told myself she would never allow that kind of touching if she was sober, but there were bigger issues right now.
"I'm being kicked out by my parents and none of my friends have space right now. If I could just stay for a little while I'd be able to get back on my feet!" His hand was resting high up her shirt now, if I didn't know any better I might think it was holding one of her breasts. There was no way Sarah would allow that though, I hadn't even been able to touch them yet.
"A few nights won't be so bad, and maybe we could use the time to mend past wounds!" Sarah gave my puppy dog eyes but I just couldn't let her get her way this time.
"But what about our romantic night together?" I pleaded, hoping the thought of us being finally getting physical would win her over.
"It wouldn't feel right after kicking someone in need to the curb." She took on a firmer tone, not something I'd heard from her often.
"I won't be a burden to you guys, and I can really make up for everything I put you through." He said, somehow making out as if his staying here would be a favour to us!
Sarah stared me down, the tipsiness on her face starting to creep in. Callum's hand was still high up her shirt somewhere, and at this point I wasn't sure she realised it was even on her body. The man claimed he wouldn't be any trouble but he was already causing more tension in our relationship than we'd experienced these past two years.
"Please Liam, I don't mind waiting a little bit more." She asked, her mind already firmly made up.
"Can't we let him stay?"
"Fine, he can stay. But just for tonight!" It killed me to let this dirtbag stay here at all, but one night couldn't be that bad.
"Yay!" Sarah cooed, jumping up to give me a hug. "Thanks Liam, it's really the right thing to do."
I was never one to turn down a hug from Sarah, but I was also keenly aware of how she was positioned. With me still sitting on the recliner, Sarah had to bend down to embrace me. Her ass would be bent over, facing Callum head on. The thin silky material stretching up her ass and exposing it to him.
"Well how about we all start unpacking these boxes then!" I said, standing up off the recliner and out of Sarah's hug.
"Oh you wouldn't want us doing any of that." Callum said, standing up and putting himself between us. "We've been drinking."
"He's got a point Liam, I'm already feeling a bit dizzy. Why don't you finish up while I entertain our guest!"
Sarah might be a bit tipsy, but I couldn't believe a guy like Callum would get drunk so easily. Still, if I was putting everything away it would be a great excuse to not have to talk to him all night.
"Alright, guess I'll get started then."
"A toast then." Callum said, putting Sarah's drink back into her hands. "To having one hell of a house-warming party!"
He crashed his glass into Sarah's, putting far more force into it than was necessary. The intensity of it must have taken her by surprise, because the entire glass was knocked backwards drenching her boobs in whisky.
"Oh, silly me!" Sarah giggled as she looked down at her cleavage. "Do we have anything out to dry this up Liam?"
"Give me one second! I think we have some towels right here." It surprised me how unphased she was right now, but maybe that was just the alcohol in her?
"No time for that kid." Callum said, stripping out of his wife beater. Without hesitation he started drying her boobs, the thin layer of fabric the only thing separating his hands from her soft flesh.
"I don't know why I ever teased you about these milk bags." He said with his hand plunged down my girlfriend's cleavage. "They really are beautiful."
"Get your hands off her chest now!" I fumed at him. Did he really think this kind of behaviour was appropriate?
"Relax guy, I'm just cleaning her up." Callum pulled off her, innocently having his hands I'm the air. "Even sacrificed my shirt to do it."
"Relax Liam, he wasn't touching me or anything. You don't have to be so defensive of me." I hated that she was taking his side, she didn't understand how perverted some boys could be.
"I just don't think it's appropriate for your hands to be near her chest."
"We're all adults here Liam, a little touching won't kill anyone. Besides, her tits are so big I'd have to leave the room to not have my hands near them!" Callum acted like it was a joke but I know this was the exact thing Sarah hated the mo-
"Ohh stop it you!" Sarah giggled, smiling at the comment he had made.
Was she really drunk enough to laugh something like that off? I knew she normally hated the term 'tits' so she must have really been under its effects.
"Looks like a few drops hit your shirt." Callum pointed to her chest, but I couldn't see anything from where I was.
"Mmm? Oh I see! Yes, I'll need to put this in the wash right away."
My jaw almost dropped as I watched Sarah strip off her shirt right in front of Liam. Her lacy black bra filled out by the pale white mountains of her breasts. She took her time pulling the dress over her head, keeping her chest raised up and outwards towards Callum.
"The washers all set up, right Liam?" She asked, casually.
"Y-yeah, Ummmm maybe put on a new shirt first?" I'd never seen her act like this and frankly, I didn't know how to handle it.
"With a material like this it's better to wash it right away, I won't be a moment!"
She was walking away and I turned my attention to Callum. That bastard was staring right at her ass as she entered the laundry. That damn mocking smirk of his never leaving his annoying face.
"I better go help her out." He said, walking away without even looking at me.
"Who knows what she'll do when she's drunk like this..."
They were in there for far longer than they needed to be. I could hear muffled giggling and talking through the door, and maybe even a slapping sound at one point? Had Callum tried something, leaving Sarah to slap him in retaliation?
I wanted desperately to barge in and see what was happening, but I already knew what would happen. Sarah would say I didn't trust her, or that I was being overprotective. She was clearly in a mood tonight and I wasn't about to let any suspicions ruin our perfect lives together.
Eventually they came out of the room, and I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Sarah wasn't just shirtless anymore, she had also taken off her shorts! Now she was only wearing her bra and a matching lacy thong that made her ass look even bigger than it already was.
"See, I told you he'd love them!" Sarah said to Callum, clearly catching me staring at her.
"Guess you're right then, you win the bet." Callum said, draping his arm around her again.
"What's going on!" I really could believe how they were acting, even with Sarah having a bit to drink.
"Callum didn't think you'd appreciate these." She gestured down to her exposed lower half. "But I knew you would, so we had a little bet about it."
"That's not... why are you just in your underwear now!" Was I crazy, how didn't she get that was what I was talking about?



"Oh right, well I figured I might as well clean both at the same time. I want to make sure they're both in perfect condition for you." She skipped over and kissed my cheek, her warm body pressing into mine. It was a moment I would have liked to appreciate alone. As is, my mind was focused on Callum who was staring right at Sarah's ass.
"Thanks Sarah." I said, trying to sound sincere. "You must be cold though, let's get you into something thick and warm."
"I'm actually quite hot!" She exclaimed, bounding off me and falling backwards onto the couch. She fell with so much force her boobs very nearly spilled out of her bra.
"I really don't think I'm comfortable with you dressing like that when we have a guest."
"Oh lighten up boy." Callum slapped me on the back hard, knocking the wind out of me. "This is a party, we're just having fun!"
"Yeah it's a party!" Sarah stood up on the couch and began dancing to non-existent music, swaying her hips back and forth. "And it's like Callum said, I'm not showing any more than I would with a bikini!"
So this had been his idea, why wasn't I surprised. They were right in a way, even if I'd never seen Sarah wear a two piece bikini before.Still, what made my blood boil the most was the idea that Callum got to see her wearing this sexy underwear before I did!
"Maybe we shouldn't be jumping up on the couch though. I don't want you to trip up." The only thing that could make this nightmare worse would be seeing my beloved get hurt.
"Hmm fine." Sarah said, a mischievous smile rising on her face. "Catch me!"
She leaped off the couch towards me as I braced myself to catch her, suddenly finding myself being shoved to the ground.
Callum had pushed me and taken Sarah from himself. He gripped her bare ass tightly and held her just high enough to have her boobs press into his face. He let go of her before I could lay into him, but that smirk on his face told me he knew what he was doing.
"Sorry bro, your weak little arms wouldn't have been able to catch her. Not when her two fat stacks weigh so much."
"Okay that's enough! You've been trying to feel her up all night!" I stood back up, putting myself between this bully and the love of my life.
"Hey, that's a serious accusation! I have a girlfriend you know and I don't appreciate you accusing me of cheating on her!"
"Come on Liam, please don't ruin the mood. We're just having fun." Sarah pleaded with me.
I didn't think any of this was fun, but I had just caught out this lying bastard!
"If you have a girlfriend, why aren't you staying with her then?" I said smugly, breaking apart his whole reason for staying here.
"We're long distance bro, she doesn't live anywhere near here."
"Come on Liam, after the last two years we've had you should be more sympathetic!"
Sarah moved in between the two of us, holding both our hands.
"Can we promise not to fight guys? I know we didn't get along years ago, but that was high school. I'd really rather forget it ever happened and just move on with our lives."
Maybe I was letting our past history colour my impressions of Callum now. Was I just seeing rude and inappropriate behaviour where there was none? My instinct told me not to trust him, but maybe he had changed and I just couldn't see it.
"Okay, no more fighting." I said, trying to let go of the tension within me.
"I'm sorry if I've been giving you the wrong impression, I really do want to be friends now." Callum said. He still had that annoying smirk, but I guess that was just how he looked all the time.
"I'm so happy guys, group hug!" Sarah pulled us in for a hug, wrapping our arms around each other. I could swear Callum's arm was resting dangerously close to Sarah's ass, but I couldn't tell without obviously looking over.
I'd have to trust in Sarah's kinder instincts, trust that Callum really didn't have eyes for my future fiancée.
"Well, now that that's settled, I should also settle my bet!" Callum walked off from the group hug, leaving me alone with Sarah.
"Right, ummm. What was this bet exactly?"
"The winner of the bet gets a massage from the loser!" Sarah was practically bouncing with excitement, she'd always loved the back rubs I gave her.
There was no better feeling than seeing how relaxed they made her after a long day of studying. Not to mention getting to touch her soft bare skin, which always both of us excited. We'd never had the chance to turn that excitement into something else, and thinking about it just made me more frustrated with Callum's presence.
"Just like, a head or feet massage right?" I asked, hoping that Callum's hands wouldn't be running over my girlfriend's body.
"A full body massage, nothing but the best for the lady." Callum announced, returning from the bathroom with a bottle of baby oil. "Hope you don't mind me using some of your oil, baby."
"That's Sarah's." I said dryly, brushing off his taunt. "For shaving, I don't think-"
"I think it'll feel amazing!" Sarah interrupted me. "Should I go lie down on the couch?"
"That would be perfect! Liam, how about you go light some candles for the ambience." Callum put his arm around Sarah and walked her over to the couch, leaving me to light their candles while they got started.
Callum kneeled down next to Sarah and began rubbing her feet and legs, slowly making his way up her body. I wanted to stay close to watch Callum's hands, but that would leave me awkwardly standing around. Instead I sat back down on the recliner, my view of his hands blocked by his toned shirtless back.
"Mmmmmmmmmhhhhh wow, that feels amazing." Sarah moaned as Callum reached her thighs.
"You'd be surprised how good my hands can make you feel." Callum told her in a low, whispered voice. "Now for the sake of our friendship, I want to warn both of you that I'm about to touch Sarah's fat ass."
"Is that really necessary!" I said, referring to both the action and the way he was referring to her butt.
"I'm a trained masseuse Liam. There's nothing sexual about this. A good glute massage can really reduce the muscle tension."
He was a massage therapist now? I wasn't sure I believed it, but I'd promised to put more trust in the guy. He did mention it up front at least. That had to count for something, right?
"I think my glutes could use a good deep massage." Sarah purred out. "Please Callum, do whatever you think is best."
"How's that feel? Is it hard enough for you?" I couldn't see his hands, but they would be rubbing all over my beloved's butt right now.
"Ohh that feels so good, but I can take it harder." Sarah was moaning longer and deeper now as Callum's hands ran over her ass.
"Let me work this knot you've got, I'll have to get in a bit deeper."
"OHhh, OHhHhh, yes that's the spot!" I could see the pleasure washing over Sarah's face. "I'm sorry Liam, but his hands feel so much nicer than yours."
I felt sick in the stomach watching those two, but it would all be over soon I told myself. Just get through one hellish night and we go back to our loving life alone together.
"Don't feel bad Liam." Callum looked back at me while his hands kept working over Sarah's butt. "I'm far more experienced than you, and experience is what a girl is looking for."
"That and big strong...hands." Sarah giggled.
"That always helps." Callum chuckled. "Maybe another time I can show you how to properly touch a lady."
"I know I'd love to get another massage." Sarah moaned out.
"Yeah... thanks... maybe we can do that." I said through my gritting teeth. I wasn't sure how much longer I could be polite and civil.
"Time for your back ginger tits."
"Mmm but I wasn't finished yet?"
"I'll bang out those knots later, right now let's get this bra off." Callum unhooked her bra with expertise.
"Excuse me! Why does her bra need to come off!!" I really wanted to play nice for Sarah, but this was a step too far!
"Do you want this lovely bra she bought for you to get covered in oil?" Callum snapped back at me. "Use that baby brain to think things through for a second!"
"I don't think it should be hard for a trained masseuse to massage around it!" I raised my voice.
"Boys, boys, please." Sarah said. "You promised to be good. Now Liam it's alright, he's a professional. You can take my bra off Callum."
Callum grinned at me before going back to drape off her bra. Sarah lifted herself up so he could pull it off her, and with the angle I wasn't sure if he touched her or how much he saw.
It was a little humiliating being told off like that and then having another man take off my lover's bra. I'd certainly never had the chance to take it off and was hoping to be the first guy to do so.
Sarah went back to moaning as Callum's hands ran up and down the length of her back. He spent more time at the top, where her boobs would be spilling out if her sides. Desperately I wanted to rush over and stop him, throw him out of the house and spend a night alone with my sweet kind girlfriend.
But maybe I was being too harsh on Callum again. He really hadn't done anything that wouldn't happen in a real massage, and he did seem to have a skill for it. I needed to calm down and trust Sarah, she wouldn't let him do anything that would cross a line.
"Time for the best part." Callum said, running his hands over her butt one more time.
"It's time for you to flip over ginger tits."
"No." I said, firmly. "She's not flipping over without her top on."
"You really need to calm down, little man." Callum said, casually resting his hand on Sarah's oiled ass. "I told you I worked professionally, of course I'll cover up her massive milkers."
The vulgar way he referred to Sarah's body really aggravated me. She was too pure and innocent to be spoken of like that. Sarah was probably letting it go to be polite, but I knew it would be tearing her up inside.
"I'm in very capable hands Liam, you shouldn't get yourself so worked up." Sarah looked over at me and flashed a reassuring smile.
In my head I knew I shouldn't make a big deal of this but my heart almost couldn't bare it. I'd always thought she loved my massages, but she'd never reacted to them like she was with Callum.
"I'll go grab a towel for you then." I said, walking over to the bathroom.
Everything was only half unpacked but we did have our towels hanging on the rack. I could just grab one of those but I knew we owned one that was larger than a regular towel. It would be big and thick enough to protect Sarah's modesty completely, and Callum wouldn't know there were smaller ones available!
It took a few minutes to dig out of the boxes without making a mess of the bathroom. I could hear Sarah's moaning echoing through the halls, Callum must be massaging her back but harder this time. Along with her soft moans she exclaimed Ohhhs and Ahhhs, I think I even heard Callum grunting so he would be going really hard.
I came back, towel in hand and immediately noticed something was wrong. Callum wasn't on the floor anymore, but was kneeling on top of Sarah! Again, this seemed like something that was normal for a massage but it felt as though an unspoken line was being crossed.
"I've got the towel Callum, so you can get off and let her-" I froze mid sentence as I walked closer.
Looking over the back of the couch I saw two things. One, Callum's pants were off and the large bulge in his pants was pressing into Sarah! This alone was clearly a crossed line but the second thing I noticed was worse.
Against my wishes, without me even being in the room, Sarah had flipped over onto her back. Her large breasts spilling over her chest, they were already oiled up with Callum's hands still grabbing them. Her modesty was just barely protected, with two credit cards placed over her nipples.
They were placed rather precariously, almost sliding off everything Callum 'massaged' her chest like a baker kneading dough.
"What the hell is this! I thought we agreed she would cover up!" I dropped the towel, nearly screaming at them while Callum continued groping her boobs in front of me.
"You took too long dude, I had to use what was on me." The man didn't even have the decency to look me in the eyes, instead choosing to keep ogling Sarah's exposed chest. "She's still covered up, and that's what you wanted right?"
"You call this covered, those cards are about to fall off! And why did you take your pants off!" So many things were wrong with this, I didn't even know what to be mad about first.
"Please lower your voice Liam, I'm trying to relax." Sarah stared up at me and I met her eyes, which meant seeing Callum grope her in the corner of my eyes. "You don't need to worry about the cards on my tits. Callum got them nice and sloppy before the cards went on, so they would stick on."
Wait, did she mean he sucked on the cards or on her nipples? And did she call her boobs tits? That couldn't be right, she hated that word. Before I had the chance to question her further, she continued explaining.
"Callum's pants had to come off or they would be covered in oil silly. When you think about it that's also why a towel wouldn't have worked!"
The front of her legs didn't even have any oil on them! Callum had only been 'massaging' her chest so far. Looking closer at their lower halves, I could see a wet patch on Sarah's panties. It was hard to notice with Callum's crotch grinding into her as he grabbed at her breasts, but some oil must have spilled on them.
"I can't, I can't watch this." I was light headed, seeing the man who tormented us assault my girlfriends barely clothed body was too much to take.
"Stay Liam." Callum commanded me like he was talking to a dog. "Let me explain and show you the technique. You'll see that there's nothing suspicious going on."
I was of two minds, on the one hand I wanted, needed, something to show me I was overthinking this. That his hands all over Sarah's breasts wasn't the woman I loved being taken advantage of.
But on the other hand staying meant watching this obscene sight, watching as Callum touched and groped Sarah's chest before I'd even had the chance to. And what about her nipples? Had he seen them, licked them before me?
The uncertainty was killing me, but I knew what I had to do.
"Okay." The pit in my stomach only grew bigger as I committed to watching this, but I couldn't leave Sarah alone with this creep. "Show me the technique then, what's it called?"
Callum smiled and slapped me on the back, his oil laced hands rubbing onto my shirt. Apparently it didn't matter if my clothes got covered in oil...
"Attaboy." He said, mockingly. "You've been with ginger tits here for two years right? It's about time you learned how to satisfy her."
"He does his best." Sarah said. She was trying to defend me no doubt but it really only made me sound more pathetic. Still, I appreciated the thought and reassurance from her.
"Go get us a fresh bottle of oil, then we can get started." Callum told me.
"But that bottle still has plenty left in it?"
Callum grabbed the bottle and took off the lid, draining the remaining contents all over Sarah's body. The excess of it glided right off her, drenching the couch and our carpet. Yet more things that were fine to be covered in oil, I supposed.
"See, even with her new sexy slim body it still wasn't enough oil." He chided me.
"It would have been enough if you didn't just dump it on and make a mess of our couch." I kept my tone level, suppressing as much frustration as I could.
"Can you just go get another one Liam." Sarah asked me. "There's another one in the bathroom boxes."
I didn't remember seeing it when I was grabbing the towel, but I must have just looked over it. Sarah had a good memory and would know better than me where something was.
"Fine, but don't start again without me here." I didn't trust Callum not to push things further without me here.
I went back to the bathroom and began looking through the moving boxes again, leaving Callum on top of my girlfriend. My first search came up dry, so I double checked looking through these boxes for the third time now. I didn't hear any moaning or signs that Callum had started, just some hushed giggling. It was good to know that he respected that boundary at least.
I gave up looking in the boxes like Sarah told me to, and tried the cupboard. There it stood, among more of Sarah's products that she must have put away. Clearly she was still under the influence, normally she would never forget something like this and it's not like she would lie to me.
I came back out to see Callum lifting himself back up straight. It almost looked like he had been pressed against her, but I could clearly see his toned chest without any oil on it. Maybe he was just stretching?
"Got the bottle, but it wasn't in the-" I stopped again as I looked over the couch and at Sarah. Nothing looked immediately wrong, but there was something off.
"Did those cards swap nipples?" I voiced my thought as it materialised in my head. I didn't want to believe it, but the more I thought about it the more I was sure they had been moved.
"What, you think I'm flashing my tits at Callum whenever your back is turned?! Do you really think I'd do that to you!" Sarah sounded angrier than I'd ever heard her. I didn't mean it as an accusation, but I guess there was no other way to take it.
"No no no, I know you'd never do something like that." I was backpedalling hard, trying to smooth things over.
"Then how would these have moved?" She lifted up the cards ever so slightly, tilting them towards me. I was worried she would be flashing Callum right now, but I wasn't about to bring that up. He probably couldn't see anything, but he was definitely staring them down.
"I-I must be mistaken... Sorry Sarah." My mind must be playing tricks on me, with all this anxiety I was feeling. I really remembered them being different, but Sarah would never do something like that.
"Are you done insulting your girl?" Callum gave me that smug smirk. "Let's get back to these." He grabbed her boobs and began shaking them, the cards coming closer and closer to dropping off.
A part of me almost wanted them to fall off, I'd been waiting years for a chance to see them. I would wait as long as Sarah wanted of course, but a part of me longed to see her naked. I knew it was wrong, especially with Callum right on top of her, but the want was there. Thankfully though, Callum stopped jiggling her chest and the cards kept her modesty.
"Why don't you pour some more oil all over these fat titties." Callum told me.
I didn't get why Sarah was so determined to not tell him off for his language, but I wasn't going to make a fuss. Already in her bad books, I wasn't going to risk angering her further. I took the bottle and squeezed a few drops out, trying not to do too much and create more mess.
"What, that's it? Let me show you how a real man does it!" He tore the bottle out of my hands and squirted all over her boobs, swinging it back and forth over both of them. "Alright, now watch closely. With big knockers like these, you really want to dig your fingers in."
He grabbed her chest and began squeezing them, her soft oiled skin moulding to his hands. I didn't think it would feel nice or relaxing, but Sarah looked to be enjoying it. With her eyes closed and her mouth biting her lips, her soft moans began to leak out again.
"Now you want to push them forward." Without any grace, he leaned his whole body forward while manhandling her boobs. "And then back down." Again he moved his full body, grinding it against Sarah as he pulled her boobs around.
He repeated the action, rubbing her chest up and down at a slow pace. I couldn't see much technique to this, but after a few minutes of watching them I noticed that Callum's rather large bulge had been rubbing into Sarah's crotch!



"Umm Callum, I think your uhh, thing, may be brushing into Sarah." I chose my words carefully, not wanting to come across as accusatory. I was very suspicious that Callum was doing this intentionally, but Sarah probably wouldn't think he would do that.
"Am I? Sarah, can you feel anything? Callum asked.
""Mmmhh God." She said, under her breath before saying at a normal volume. "I think it's, Mmmhh, fine"
Her moans were getting deeper and more drawn out, a combination of alcohol and relaxation must have been preventing her from feeling him.
"Just to be sure, let me reach down and adjust myself." Callum moved his hand in between Sarah's and his crotch, leaning forward which prevented me from seeing clearly where his fingers were. "Is that better Sarah? How does it feel?"
"Yes, yes! Just like that." Her voice was like a whisper, and despite the massage seemed tenser than ever.
My mind raced, thinking about what his hand might be doing under there but I silenced it. Trust Sarah, I told myself, you know a pure girl like her wouldn't let another man touch her like that. She was saving herself for the perfect moment with me, and wouldn't just let a guy like Callum have his way with her. Still, watching the scene made me feel queasy, so I attempted to finally end this massage once and for all.
"I think I get the technique now." I said "How about we go out for an early dinner?" Eating out was a bit of an expense for me, but I had enough to cover me and Sarah. Stretching the budget was worth getting us to a public place where Callum would surely run off and fine another girl to court, I still wasn't buying this supposed out of town girlfriend.
"You know, I think that's a great idea!" Callum pulled his hand out and got off of Sarah and I noticed how the oil must have soaked through her panties. In fact they were drenched more than his hands could have done, did some of the oil squirts get down there somehow?
"But...I wasn't finished." Sarah said, pouting at Callum.
"We've got all night to finish." He told her with a smirk. Great, they were going to keep massaging again. I could hope at least that they might forget about it after eating.
Sarah seemed dismayed but simply sighed, then I watched as she pulled herself up off the couch. She did it so casually she must have forgotten she was topless! Helplessly I watched, as if in slow motion as she moved up, twisting herself away from me and towards Callum. I could see the cards falling to the wayside, but with the speed of her turn I didn't actually get to see her nipples. She finished standing up with her back to me and stretched her arms skywards, while I stood on in a speechless stupor.
"Sa-Sarah! Your chest!" I finally managed to stammer out. Callum for his part was just watching, taking in the sight of my girlfriend's fully exposed breasts.
"Hmm, oh right!" she covered herself with her hands, taking it much slower than I would have liked. "Sorry, I didn't think about that!"
I didn't know what to say, Callum had just been flashed by my girlfriend's boobs before I'd even had a chance to see what they look like. I wanted to scream, I wanted to throw Callum out, why did he ever think something so precarious would keep her covered!
"I.. I.." I stammered out, before being interrupted.
"It's alright Sarah, just an accident." Callum said, putting his hands on her shoulders. "They're quite lovely actually, no need to apologise for flashing them." He laughed it off, walking into our bedroom.
"You don't mind me borrowing a shirt, do you Liam." He said it more as a statement than a question, and I wasn't in the right mind to stop him.
"Are you okay Liam? Sarah asked me, still covering herself.
"I just, I'm a little shaken." Being alone and talking to Sarah helped, but I still felt a gut wrenching agony inside me.
"I know, but it's just some skin right. Is it such a big deal that he saw them?"
"Well, no, maybe? I mean... I haven't even seen them yet-"
"You'll still have to wait!" Sarah said, stopping me before I could even ask. "It'll make our first time more magical."
Just thinking about that made me feel much better, yes Callum saw her chest first but Sarah was still mine. Things had gone off the rails here a little, but the change of scenery to a nice quiet restaurant would calm us all down. Maybe me and Sarah could even get our own table? Some time alone somewhere romantic would really put my heart at ease.
"I'm so glad you're shouting dinner Liam!" Callum shouted from our room. "Because there's a place I've been dying to go to!"
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Callum walked out of our room wearing my grey sweatpants, his abbs and chest still shirtless and on display. His bulging crotch was quite visible through the material, I looked away but noticed Sarah was still looking at him.
Sometimes her innocence surprised me, I would have thought she'd be able to recognise what was happening, but she didn't seem phased by it. Probably something I should bring up with her to avoid any awkward situations, but there wasn't any time now. Sarah had a hungry look in her eyes, and when she got like this there was no stopping.
"You guys will love this place, they've got the strongest drinks in town!" Callum smirked at Sarah, who was still standing around topless with her hands covering herself. "Can you grab my wallet out of my pants dude?"
I would have told him to do it himself, but at this point just doing it would get us out of the apartment faster. I wasn't sure about going with his idea for dinner, I mean what did the drinks matter if we were going for dinner? At any rate we could decide as a group once we were outside.
I walked past Sarah to grab Callum's wallet out of his shorts and turned back around just in time to see Callum's next move.
"Catch." He said, throwing one of Sarah's shirts at her. With an object suddenly flying at her she reacted like she normally would, throwing up her hands to grab the shirt.
I couldn't fault her for it at all, but she was once again unintentionally flashing her boobs directly at Callum. Twice now within the span of a few minutes Callum had seen her bare chest, while denying me a chance to.
"Sarah!" I said, indicating at her chest when she turned her head to look at me.
"Hmm? Or right! I'm really not used to these things just hanging out!" She laughed it off like it was no big deal, putting the shirt on.
"Those puppies need to be free." Callum walked over and ripped the wallet out of my hands. "My girlfriend tells me bras only cause more issues for bigger tits."
"That can't be true." Now I was sure this girlfriend was made up, no real girl would possibly think that's true.
"It's true." Sarah said, nodding her head. "One of our lecturers made a point that big boobs like mine are better without a bra!"
Wait, really? That...that couldn't be right. It didn't make any sense. But Sarah would know more than me, maybe she misheard the teacher?
"Okay let's head out." Callum said, taking charge of my idea to go for dinner.
"Wait a second, Sarah isn't dressed yet!" Sarah was wearing one of her oversized sleep shirts, she loved it for the cute teddy bear print at the front and its thin white material. It just barely covered her butt, but any remotely fast movement would give whoever behind her a view under it. With her body still covered in oil, the shirt was becoming almost see through. Her chest was covered by the thicker print at the front but you could clearly see her panties at the bottom.
In fact, wasn't the reason she disrobed in the first place? To avoid this exact situation? Now Callum wanted her out in public like this??
"The place we're going to won't open for a few hours and it has a dress code." Callum started explaining before I could question him. "I looked through your clothes and you don't have anything that fits, so we'll need to get new ones. We have the time to kill anyways so we can look around for a while."
"But that's just a shirt and it's getting see through! She should at least throw some pants on!" I was the only sane person left, but the way Callum talked almost made me feel like the crazy one.
"Relax their kid, she's got everything covered up." Callum tousled my hair as he brushed off my protest. "You don't want her to carry around an entire other outfit all night do you?"
"I could use the break from restrictive bras and pants as well." Sarah smiled at me, like everything was normal in the world. "With that small body of yours, you don't understand how restrictive tight clothes can feel on all this." She gave her butt a squeeze for emphasis. The shirt was sticking to her skin now and the squeeze left a small part of her cheeks exposed.
The two started walking off without me, having decided that our discussion was over. I realised that I still needed to find my wallet and keys as they reached the door. I called out for them to wait but they mustn't have heard, so I dashed around the apartment getting everything I needed.
They were walking side by side when I caught up, Callum with his arm over Sarah's shoulder like they were the couple. Somehow Sarah's shirt had ridden even higher! Her ass was almost fully exposed now and I assumed her front must be similarly visible. With the narrow footpath I was forced to walk behind them as I made my voice known.
"Umm Sarah, your shirt is riding a bit high.."
"Is it?" Sarah looked down over her shoulder. "Could you fix it up for me Cal?"
"My pleasure ginger tits." Callum said, reaching his hand down to grab her ass. He squeezed it hard, pretending to lower the shirt but barely moving it down. Sarah probably thought he was just covering her up but the bastard was taking any chance to grope her. She was still fully exposed why he returned his hand, but something else bothered me more.
"Cal?" I said, making it a question.
Sarah gave out a giggle, not as playful as her normal one. It was more amused or almost condescending even?
"I figured since he won't stop calling me ginger tits, I should give him a name back!"
"Just a bit of playful banter, since we're all friends now." Callum said, looking back at me with his damn taunting smirk.
The idiot didn't even realise what she was doing. He probably thought he was winning by getting to call her something so derogatory, while she gave him a normal cute name. What he didn't know was how she hated pet names at all, so using one on him was a clear sign of her attitude!
I smirked back at him this time, feeling more confident than I'd been since he showed up. Things were going to be fine, we'd head right to a clothing store and get Sarah dressed properly. Then have a nice dinner and maybe get an early night! Callum would be gone the next morning and I'd be alone again with the most lovely girl in the world! Hopefully the shops weren't too far of a walk, Sarah was already getting stares and the sooner she got dressed the better.
"Oh, I've got an idea!" Callum said, and I immediately knew it wouldn't be one I'd like.
"Let me buy you guys another bottle. Make up for everything I drank and all." Callum said, sounding innocent enough.
It was an uncharacteristically kind gesture, and if it weren't for Sarah's state of dress I'd have no objections to it. As she was, dressed in an almost transparent shirt that clung to her body, I just wanted to get her into something else.
"That's nice of you Callum." I said to the back of his head, as he walked shoulder to shoulder with my girlfriend. "But maybe we should pick it up after you guys put on more clothes?"
"Nonsense Liam, the bottle shop's on the way."
That was the end of the debate it seemed, Callum and Sarah marched on ahead. Turning the heads of every guy that walked by. At least it was just a small stop to make, ducking in and out without too many people getting to stare at Sarah.
As uncomfortable as I was with having to walk behind the two of them, it also gave me a prime view of Sarah's butt. It felt wrong to be perving on my own girlfriend's ass, but I couldn't help but glance at the way her sexy black underwear snapped her butt cheeks. The excitement was somewhat lessened knowing that everyone had the same view of her, but it was a thrill nonetheless.
We kept walking into the more trendy part of town, with more cafes and stores lining the streets and a younger crowd to oggle Sarah's body. I knew she was proud with how much she'd slimmed down over the years, but she almost seemed excited and happy whenever some creep cat called her as we walked by. She was probably just too shy to confront them, better to just ignore their perverted comments.
We'd been walking for a while and had passed a few different bottle shops already, but Callum didn't seem interested in them. Maybe they didn't have a good selection, or were too expensive? I didn't know why else we would pass them up.
Finally Callum turned into a store, holding the door open like a gentleman. He let Sarah through and followed in straight after her, letting the door go almost as if he wanted it to crash into me. I had to be less accusatory though, he was being kind by replacing the bottle he'd drunk. Why would he do that and then intentionally slam a door on me?
"You here Art?" Callum called out into the cramped store. Various bottles lined the walls, center shelf and were left in boxes on the floor.
"Was'Sup Callum." The clerk said, walking out of a back room behind the counter.
He was tall, skinny and pale, with short black hair that was messy enough to completely cover his eyes. I don't know how he managed to see, but he didn't have any trouble meeting Callum's fist bump.
"Still picking up sluts everywhere you go." The man, 'Art' I suppose, said. I don't know what I was more mad at, the fact that he'd called Sarah a slut or that he just assumed she belonged to Callum.
"Excuse me sir." I raised my voice, keeping it polite but firm. "That's my girlfriend you're talking about. I don't appreciate you using that kind of language."
He looked back at me, at least I think he was looking at me, then looked back at Callum.
"Don't be so defensive Liam, he only meant it as a complement." Callum said, draping his arms around Sarah. "You call a girl a slut when she's hot and knows how to have fun."
"You think I'm hot, don't you Liam?" Sarah asked, looking back at me.
Callum released her from his arms and walked over to Art. Catching up with him and giving us a chance to talk alone together.
"You know I think you're the most beautiful girl in the world baby." I could see her wince at the use of the pet name.
"Don't you think it's fate that Callum showed up tonight?" She asked? It was kind of a non sequitur, but I entertained it.
"If it is then fate sure has it out for me." I started chuckling but stopped quickly seeing the serious look on Sarah's face.
"I just think that maybe we should go along with his ideas."
"I'm not sure how much I like his ideas when they routinely expose you to both him and the general public."
"Is that what this is about Liam? Are you still mad he got to see me naked?"
What did she mean 'what this is about'? Was she mad at me? Did she think I was mad at her?
"I... I just."
"We missed out on being normal teenagers right, because of the way we were treated in high school?"
Because of people like Callum! I thought, but wouldn't say.
"Yeah, but I think our time together was more valuable than any kind of 'normal' adolescence."
"Well, maybe now we have a chance to relive some of it? Maybe we loosen up and have some new experiences? I think Callum has some big things to offer."
The look in her eyes was so different to the Sarah I knew, full of a desire I'd never seen. Had she secretly wanted this her whole life, or had Callum awoken something deep inside her? I knew in my heart I only wanted a quiet life with Sarah and no one else, but for her sake I could try something new. It would only be for tonight anyways.
"I guess I'll try to loosen up."
Sarah's face lightened up and she hugged me tight, her still slick shirt pressing into me.
"Thank you Liam." She said, reminding me why I loved her so with that big smile of hers.
"Come here slut!" Callum called out.
Sarah broke off our hug and rushed over to him, I guess letting a guy call her a slut was part of this 'new experiences' thing?
"Art needs your help getting our bottle out of the back." Callum was smirking again.
"You know me, I love to be of use." She ran off with Art, closing the door behind her.
"Why can't you help him?" I asked Callum, he seemed more than capable of getting a bottle off a shelf.
"Oh it's in a bit of a tight spot." Callum laughed as he leant back on the counter. "But your girlfriends good at taking things deep."
I guess she was still oiled? She might be able to squeeze into a tight space better than anyone else right now. With how cramped the store was, it didn't surprise me the store room would be just as bad.
"Ohh, I didn't think it would be that big."
I heard the murmur come through the thin walls of the store. Callum must have wanted an extra big bottle, maybe that's why it was only in the back.
We stood in near silence, with only the occasional moan or cry coming through the walls as Sarah attempted to get the bottle. It took longer than I would have thought, but from the sounds she was making it wasn't an easy task.
Besides the moaning and grunting of Sarah trying to fit in that tight space, there was also a wet slapping sound. I couldn't quite hear what it was, and it came irregularly enough to prevent me from getting a grasp of it. Maybe it was just the sound of a weird box falling over, Sarah seemed to yelp in surprise after each one.
I could tell when they were almost done after hearing the grunts take on a distinct tone of relief. Strangely Art seemed to be grunting more than Sarah, but he would have been holding some boxes back or something.
Sarah walked out of the door with a blank expression and a bottle in her hands, clearly strained from her task. The bottle didn't look that big to me, I'd say it was smaller than the one we had.
"Well, was that the kind of experience you were looking for? I joked as she walked over.
She blinked that blank expression out of her eyes and looked at me with a kind of awe.
"What have I been missing out on all these years?"
The words seemed like a joke but there was something sincere in her voice? Maybe she was just playing up the bit, why would squeezing into a back store room be something she was missing out on?
"Let's get going." Callum said, punctuating his statement with a slap to Sarah's butt.
Hearing the sound, gears began to turn in my head. It was just like that strange slapping sound from before. Had Art been slapping her ass while she was looking through the back room?! Was that the experience she'd been missing out on?
I think I was letting things go too far now. Callum was already being so physical with her, I couldn't have just any guy being the same. I wanted her to have this night, but I would need to set up some hard boundaries before things got out of hand.
"Hey Sarah." I said, following behind her as we walked out of the store.
I was ready to tell her my boundaries when I noticed something was off. My train of thought derailing as the realisation crashed into me.
Sarah's panties were missing!
"What happened to your panties!" I regretted yelling that so loudly while we were still walking down the street, but I couldn't contain myself.
"Oh, you can tell?" Sarah said, speaking far more casually than I would have liked given the situation. "I didn't think it would be noticeable under my shirt."
"Your shirt's pretty see-through right now!" I managed to calm myself and lower my voice, I didn't want everyone walking by to notice us. "How did you lose them!"
I couldn't believe she would just take them off in front of a random stranger. Not without a good reason at least, but what possible good reason for her taking them off could there be?
"I'm sure it was just an accident." Callum said, sounding as smug as ever.
I grabbed Sarah's hand, stopping her from walking on forward. We needed a serious talk now, and I wasn't about to have it with Callum constantly chiming in.
"I need to talk with Sarah Callum. You go on ahead." I stared him down, letting him know I wouldn't take no for an answer.
He began to say something, but Sarah stopped him. "It's alright, we'll catch up." It was a bit emasculating seeing him listen to Sarah over me, but at least we could talk alone now.
"It was an accident, like he said." Sarah told me, anticipating my question.
"Tell me what happened, from the moment you walked in that room till you walked out." I couldn't stand the uncertainty. Did Art see her strip the panties? Did he slap her bare ass? I needed answers from her.
"Do you not trust me?"
"I trust you completely." I caressed her face, gently holding her hand. "I don't trust all these other men not to take advantage of you."
"I'm not a child Liam, I know how to handle myself!" She was clearly getting frustrated with me again, but I had to see this through.
"Please, I'm going along with this night of new experiences. But I don't want my mind filling in the blanks with worst case scenarios."
Sarah went quiet for a moment, taking in what I said. I really hoped she knew I trusted her, but I needed some reassurance.
"Ok, I'll tell you." She didn't seem the happiest about it, but that couldn't be helped.
"I walked in and Art showed me his, ummmm, problem."
That would be the tight space she needed to reach through then.
"It was big and I didn't know if I could handle it. But like we talked about, I wanted to try!"
She seemed nervous to be telling me all of this, but everything seemed normal so far. Maybe I had been putting too much pressure on her.
"I used my hands at first, I needed both of them to get a proper grip on it."
"Wouldn't that just make it harder?" I asked. Surely trying to grab the bottle with both hands would only make the tight space worse to navigate?
"Oh it definitely did" Her nerves seemed to be passing the more she told me. "We were both getting pretty close so Art started using his hands to help me out."
Right, that must have been the slapping sound then!
"So Art didn't touch your butt at any point?" I asked, just to be one hundred percent sure.
"No, not my ass." She said confidently. "We were so close but my hands weren't enough, I needed to use my mouth."
Her mouth? I didn't understand how that made sense, but maybe her hands were busy holding other boxes back?
"Wouldn't that have hurt?" Holding a bottle up with your mouth couldn't have been easy.
"Art got a bit rough with me, so yeah it did a bit. But that just made the finish feel even better!"
That made sense, I know coming home sore from a hard day's work always made me feel accomplished.
"So that's when it happened, Art was pulling me off him and his hands got caught in my panties! They ripped right off me. I didn't want to tell you because I knew you'd worry!"
"So.... did he see anything..." I was almost too scared to ask, but I needed to know.
"No I don't think so, he was pretty preoccupied."
That was a relief, though I didn't like how his hands must have been around her if he got caught in her underwear. But everything sounded much better than I had feared.
"Thank you for being so honest with me." I pulled her in for a passionate kiss, letting her know how much I loved her. The bottle must have done something to her mouth because her lips tasted different, but I didn't mind.
"Let's hurry back to Callum." Sarah said, pulling out of my kiss. "I want to see what outfits he'll pick out for me!"
Callum was waiting for us just up ahead, and I smugly watched as he was forced to walk behind us. Yes he had seen her naked where I hadn't, but after our talk I felt closer to Sarah than I'd ever felt before. We walked side by side as we finally made it to our destination, without any further interruptions.
Callum had been surprisingly good, maybe my firmness was finally gaining his respect. Although I think he did keep accidentally stepping on Sarah's back feet, she was fidgeting and jolting most of the way there.
The store seemed like a local one, not some big fancy chain I had imagined Callum would have shopped at. Named 'Voluptuous Vixen', a closer inspection revealed it to be a woman's clothing store. A rather risque store at that!



The clothes seemed to lean more towards fetish pieces than anything you could actually wear in public! I couldn't imagine Sarah wearing anything this place had to offer, but she seemed excited all the same. I guess she really was committed to trying whatever Callum suggested, even if I knew she would hate wearing it.
I got lost in my thoughts, looking at all the various pieces and imagining Sarah in them. I got so caught up thinking about it I began inadvertently staring at a girl behind the counter. She rolled her eyes and scoffed, walking away before I had the chance to apologise to her.
While I had been busy fantasising, Callum had filled his arms with clothes and was heading to the changing rooms with Sarah.
"Wait up!" I said as I rushed over. "Why is Callum going into the changing room with you?"
"Someone's got to help her into all of these." Callum said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.
"But I'm her boyfriend. That's my job!"
"You can't Liam, what if you saw something while I was getting changed!" Sarah sounded surprisingly modest for someone dressed in only a skin tight, transparent T-shirt.
"But that same reason applies to Callum!" If she was worried about anybody seeing her, it should be the guy that's done it multiple times now!
"Well, he's already seen me. So it doesn't really matter if he catches a glance again." She smiled and walked off into the secluded room with Callum. Leaving me to wait on the bench by myself.
It felt quite awkward being a man alone in this store for sexy women's clothes. I could tell other shoppers were giving me looks and that worker from before seemed to be keeping tabs on me. I wanted to just explain that I was waiting for my girlfriend, but without Sarah here that seemed like a weak excuse.
I have no idea what could have taken her so long, but finally after what felt like ten minutes she walked out. She looked sexier than I'd ever seen her before, even hotter than she was in my fantasy.
She was wearing a large pair of black heels that lightly sparkled. They perfectly showed off her bare feet and emphasised the sexiness of her legs. I'd never seen her wear any kind of heel before, so it was a shock to see her in what I could only describe as stripper heels.
Her top was a tight pink crop top that had the words 'Daddy's Girl' written in a cute font on it. The top looked to be at least two sizes too small, especially with the size of her chest, although they may just be it's intended style. The top pressed tight against her breasts, ending just mean inches below where they were hanging. With just how tight it was, it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra and that the wrong arm movement would see her flashing the whole store.
What concerned me more though was the skirt. It was a plaid school girls skirt, but pink to match her top. Instead of ending around her knees like a proper skirt should, this one looked like a scrap of fabric. With Sarah standing normally I could see flashes of her underwear and as she twirled around, her entire lower half was visible.
Everyone in the store could clearly see the tiny pink thong she was wearing, that disappeared into her ass. Making it look like she wasn't wearing anything from the back side. I didn't even know they made skirts this short, and was suspicious they actually did. The material frayed at the edges, as if it had been ripped shorter, but again this could just be a strange design choice.
"Soooo, what do ya think?" Sarah asked me, bending forward and giving the man with his wife behind her a perfect view of her butt.
"Wow." I didn't know what to say. This was the most incredible she'd ever looked, but at the same time it didn't quite feel like her.
"I knew you'd like it!" She raised her hands in joy, her top rising and threatening to unleash her chest to the world.
I stood up and grabbed her hands, trying to stop her from any more unwanted flashings.
"It, it really is great. But don't you think you should at least be wearing a bra?" O asked her, trying my best not to crush her excitement.
"I know, but this shirt is so tight." She grabbed at the shirt, holding her own breast as she did so." We tried to fit a bra under it, but just couldn't."
Right, well that was understandable with how small it was. At least it was something she tried to... wait a second.
"What do you mean, we tried?" My voice was tight in my throat as I asked the question, already knowing the answer."
"Callum tried to help out." She said, as casually as she breathed. "He was pulling the shirt down while I held onto him for support!"
I knew the bastard wouldn't just stand there holding her clothes. He really could find any opportunity to take advantage of Sarah's innocence.
"And when he helped you put it on, did he happen to grab your chest?" I asked, again knowing the answer.
"He tried his best to stuff these huge things into the top." She jiggled her chest for emphasis. "But even with his big, strong, hands, they just wouldn't fit."
I internally winced at the thought of his hands on her chest. The feeling may have been visible on me because Sarah said. "What's the problem? It's not like he felt more than he did before, with that massage."
I guess she was right, his hands had already caressed her near naked body. Compared to that, some over the bra touching wasn't a big deal. Still it just felt more wrong to me, like it was expected with a massage but not in a changing room. I wasn't exactly happy with it, but Sarah looked so happy and bubbly. I couldn't disappoint her.
"You're right." I said firmly. "It's not a big deal, but-"
"Great!" She interrupted me before I could ask her to keep it to a minimum. "I'm so glad you agree touching isn't a big deal."
She skipped back into the dimly lit changing rooms, where Callum waited for her.
"Because this next outfit is going to need a lot of help"
I was left alone again, waiting by myself while Callum put his hands all over my girlfriend. He could be touching her breasts right now, or maybe her ass as he 'helped' her put pants on.
I had to stop myself from thinking about it. It wasn't sexual. It wasn't anything that hadn't already happened. It certainly wasn't a sign that Callum was stealing her from me.
Sarah was just trying things his way for a night, living out experiences we missed back in school. A month from now- No, a week from now we'd be looking back and laughing about how silly today had been. I'd tease her about the clothes she'd tried out, and she'd tease me about how defensive I was over her.
It would be a good memory about the strange first day we spent living together. A story to tell our children some day. I don't know if Callum was being straight, or if he was trying to get his hands on Sarah. But I was confident our love for each other could overcome anything!
"Cal thought the other outfit was sexier." Sarah's voice startled me out of my thoughts. "What about you, Liam?"
Like a cliche I rubbed my eyes in disbelief, taking in her beautiful figure. Her ample cleavage was spilling out of the tight lacy corset that was wrapped around her chest. Clearly designed to emphasise smaller chested women's breasts, on Sarah the effect was explosive.
The dark and seductive corset was contrasted with her shorts, if you could even call them that. The blue denim boots shorts covered less than Sarah's usual pair of panties would! They emphasised the plush fullness of her ass cheeks, while only offering a tantalisingly small amount of coverage to protect her modesty.
She completed her outfit with a pair of long brown leather boots that perfectly framed the curves of her legs. She had that beautiful country girl vibe, which matched much better with her personality than the last outfit. It was still a lot more skin than she normally showed, but with much less of a chance of exposing herself over the last one.
"I love it! It's definitely better than the last one!" My words were true but maybe with some encouragement I could push her to something a bit more modest.
"Hmmm." Sarah pondered as she got a feel for the outfit. "No, I think I liked the other more. Sure my tits look great but the skirt just looked cuter!"
"I think this one is cute as well!" I tried to change her mind, but from the look on her face it wasn't working.
"Cal was right, it's just too restrictive, and not to mention hard to put on!" Sarah was running her hands. "Fitting my jugs into this corset was harder than that tiny shirt!"
It was still jarring to hear her talk like that about herself, I wonder if she feels the same way. Maybe that's why she keeps doing it so much, to have the experience of talking like those trashy girls in school did?
"And these shorts really ride up my ass!" She slapped her hands down onto her butt, gripping them tightly. "The material feels so rough pressed into me like this."
"Maybe something more baggy would be good then?" I asked, trying to get her into something that covered her up more. It's not like I didn't appreciate seeing her look so sexy, but I'd rather have her wear something more covering around Callum.
Also would the place we were going for dinner even accept her wearing any of these outfits? I didn't know of anywhere with a dress code that would be fine with something like this. "Thinking about it, you'll probably need something that fits the restaurant more."
"Maybe..." She said, looking down at herself. "I'll go ask Cal what he thinks."
It was frustrating hearing her always defer to Callum's judgement. I know she wanted to try doing things his way, but I wished she would still put some stock in my thoughts.
The wait for Sarah dragged on longer than any of her other times. At least fifteen minutes had passed without her coming back out. I knew I could trust her, but my idle thoughts kept thinking on what Callum could be doing to her. Thinking about how much of her he was seeing and feeling while I sat on my ass out here.
My mind started tricking me, making me think every noise was a moan, a cry or the wet slapping of flesh on flesh. Finally, after almost twenty minutes I couldn't take it any more, I stood up and stormed over to the changing rooms.
"Sarah, are you okay?" I called out as I entered the hallway that contained a row of changing rooms.
The hushed cry of moans and pleasure almost seemed louder now that I was here, but so was the music the store played. My heart was beginning to beat faster and faster as a sharp panic set in, my mind convincing me that something was up.
I began knocking on the first door, crying out for Sarah as the music took on a more sensual tone. I honestly couldn't tell if every moan I was hearing was coming from the song, or if somebody here was also crying out in ecstasy.
"Sir please, I'm going to have to ask you to leave." I could barely hear her over the music, when had it gotten so loud? I turned to look and it was that same worker who thought I was perving on her.
"Oh, sorry, ummm. My girlfriend is here somewhere, I need to see her!" My thoughts were scattered, I probably sounded deranged to the poor girl.
"You think I haven't heard that before?" She folded her arms and looked at me with disgust. "You've been hitting alone for almost an hour sir, now get out before I have to call security."
The door I was touching began to shake, as if someone was thrusting up against it. Or was that just me? Shaking from all the anxiety that was gripping my mind.
"The... the red head." I said, trying to describe Sarah to the woman. I would have gone further, but a rough grunt caught my ears. "Did you hear that!"
"Last warning sir. Leave, now."
Surely if she heard the sound she would have reacted to it? But it sounded so clear, and the door was only being rammed into harder and harder. Something was happening behind this door, but I had no idea if Sarah was even in here. Everything was so loud, my thoughts were a mess, and my emotions were all over the place.
If I left now what kind of fate might I be leaving Sarah too? But if I stayed and forced my way inside this room, security would haul me off within minutes.
I couldn't handle staying here any longer, my heart was beating so fast it felt like it would burst out of my chest. I left the changing room in a daze, my hands clenched tight as my body was gripped by anxiety. It'd been years since I'd last felt anything like this, not since I'd left school and all the teasing and tormenting behind.
I doubled over the moment I was outside that store, dangerously close to throwing up all over myself. I stayed like that, slowing my breaths and claiming down for who knows how long. I must have looked crazy to everyone passing by, but I was beginning to feel normal again.
My heart rate was back to normal, my head clear again. Whatever anxiety attack I'd had was passing, and the whole thing was starting to feel a bit funny.
I really thought that something might be going on between Sarah and Callum for a second, but that was so ridiculous. Not only would she never cheat on me, especially not with a guy like Callum, it was crazy to think anything was going on in a public space! With the rush of emotions and adrenaline fading away, I couldn't help but laugh at how paranoid I'd been.
"The hell are you doing dude?" Callum spat out at me.
It shocked me back to reality, reminding me I was down on the ground laughing like a maniac. Hastily, I pulled myself back up. Trying my best to regain some composure.
"Just, uhhhhh, getting some air."
"Whatever, I don't give a fuck." Callum looked at me with the distinction I'd endured for years. "I'm gonna go get my shit, your girls waiting for you to pay back inside."
Yet more expenses I'd have to make back later. If things kept going like this I'd probably need to work a weekend or two.
"She's got an amazing body you know?" Callum said, turning back to look down at me as he walked off. "You'll definitely be happy if you ever get to experience it..."
The guy knew just what to say to get my blood boiling again, but I didn't react to his bait. 'If you get to experience it' not only was he treating her like an object he was acting as if she belonged to him! He'd always been a cocky prick and it was obvious now that nothing had changed in the past years.
I went back inside and saw Sarah waiting at the counter, the girl who shooed me out nowhere in sight. Good, if I could just pay and get out quick this wouldn't be a fuss. Although a part of me did want her to see me with Sarah, as proof I wasn't making her up.
Getting closer I got a good look at Sarah, and her surprisingly conservative outfit. Just a simple white top, with a knee length black skirt. She must have realised those other outfits wouldn't be fitting for a restaurant, and decided on something simple but nice. As much as I liked seeing her in those other outfits, this one made my heart and wallet both sigh in relief.
"You look great Sarah!" I said, trying to not look frantic and I pulled my wallet out to pay.
"Wait until you see what's underneath." She smiled, clinging onto my arm as I quickly paid for her clothes.
Hearing her reaffirm that we'd get our night together washed away any lingering anxiety I'd had. Callum didn't know what he was talking about. Whatever he thought, Sarah was my girlfriend.
"I really can't wait to see." I told her as I took the receipt, Sarah handing me a bag that had been sitting on the counter.
I realised that I wasn't just paying for her current outfit, but all of them.
"Wow, umm. This sure is a lot of clothes..." I stammered out as I looked at the receipt, how could any clothes cost this much!
"Cal kept saying how good I looked, so I figured I might as well update my wardrobe!" Sarah said, skipping out of the store.
I'd been hesitant about this whole, 'new experiences' thing, but right now she was brighter and more bubbly than I'd ever seen her. Sure it was more expensive than we could really afford, but Sarah's happiness was worth any price.
I caught up with Sarah outside, finding her texting someone on her phone. She smiled and giggled to herself, probably laughing at a dumb joke her father made.
"So where to now?" We finally had some time alone together. Callum wasn't here and we didn't even have a set time to meet back up.
Sarah was too deep into her texting to hear me, so I just waited for her to finish. It took a little while longer before she realised I was standing there.
"Oh, Liam." She said, almost sounding startled. "Could you take a picture of me?"
She handed me her phone and I was delighted to capture her beauty. Sarah was usually too self conscious to let me take photos of her, so this simple act felt far more intimate than it seemed. I did my best to frame her well, and to my suprise Sarah even lent forward. Putting the cleavage from her v neck shirt put a lot of emphasis on her chest.
I took the photo and reflexively hit send, realising too late who the picture was being sent too. Sarah snatched the phone back so quickly I couldn't get a good look at it, but the contact was definitely Callum. I saw a flash of previous conversation, and some purple emoji next to his name, but that was it.
"That was for Callum?" I asked, a little sheepishly.
"He wanted to see what I was wearing before he got anything." Sarah told me.
"C-can I take one on my phone then!"
"Mmmm, maybe another time?" She said. "I don't feel white like myself in these clothes yet."
I felt a little pathetic being rejected from something as simple as a picture of my girlfriend. I knew she probably just didn't care if Callum saw her, but that I was more special to her. Still, from the outside I knew that it wasn't a good look.
"Come on." Sarah said, pulling me out of my thoughts. "I've got to go get ready for tonight."
"Wasn't that what we just did?" I asked, what else could there be to do?
Sarah smiled and took my hand. "There's lots a girl needs to look good." She told me, before walking on ahead again.
"And Cal wants me looking good tonight."
It was my opinion that a girl, especially one like Sarah, didn't need to do anything to look good. She didn't usually wear much make-up and without it still looked beautiful to me. But Callum thought differently it would seem.
First Sarah got herself waxed, her eyebrows to start and then her entire body. I didn't get why she needed it. Sarah shaved regularly, but according to Callum the waxing would open her up more or something like that Sarah told me.
The salon was mostly staffed with Asian women, but Callum had called ahead and asked the owner to take care of Sarah. A scrawny Asian man, he was a bit too comfortable putting his hands on Sarah, but that was a part of their culture I guessed.
He pulled Sarah into a back room for the waxing, leaving waiting at the front. I could hear her faint grunts and moans as the man laid into her with his waxing strips. I tried to make small talk with some of the workers, asking why it was called a Brazilian waxing if they were of Asian descent, but all I got in return was a smile. It didn't look like they could understand me so I just waited the rest of the time in silence.
When they finally finished up I paid and we left. In a hurry to make the next appointment Callum had set up for her. She'd been texting him constantly as we walked around town, coordinating what she needed to have done next. It felt like the guy was budding into our relationship even when he wasn't here, but Sarah did seem to be enjoying doing herself up like this.
Our next stop was a hairdresser, styling and trimming her hair. Then a pedicure and her nails got done up, again all paid for by me. At this rate I'd be asking the parents for a loan to cover rent, but it was all worth it so see Sarah's smile and giddiness as the day went on.



"I've never felt this sexy before." Sarah told me as we headed to a place for her make-up to get done. "It feels like every guy passing by wants to fuck me! And I'm not even showing off much skin."
She was brimming with a confidence and energy I'd always wanted to bring out in her. I wish she didn't need all these cosmetics to bring it out of her, but maybe Callum was onto something.
"I wasn't sure about this whole, 'doing things Callum's way' experiment." I admitted. "But it really seems to be working for you!"
I held her hand and pulled her in close to me. Embracing her in my arms, I moved in close for a kiss. Before I could get in close though, I heard the sound of a passing guy slap her butt.
"Nice ass girl." The balding man old enough to be her father said.
"Thanks!" Sarah called out to him as he turned the corner, clearly not understanding the situation.
"Sarah, you can't just thank a guy for doing something like that." I said, a little flabbergasted.
Sarah took my words in for a second, then took off after him.
"He guy! She called out. "Wait up!"
She really had a new level of confidence, I'd never seen her confront someone like this before!
"You think my ass is nice?" She said to him.
"Uhhh, yeah?" The guy stammered out, confused.
"What about my tits then?" She said with an aggressive twinge to her voice and she pushed her chest up.
"Sure, love me some big fat tits."
"Go on, give them a quick squeeze before you decide." Wait what?
"Wait what?" I said, confused.
"This guy was nice enough to compliment me." She said, looking at me as the guy aggressively groped her. "He should be rewarded for that."
"Get the hell off her man!" I shouted at the guy, fuming at the situation.
"Hey don't look at me man." He said, smiling as he backed off and something about that damn smile reminded me of Callum. I moved towards the guy, not knowing what I was going to do before Sarah pulled me back.
"Liam! What was that!" She said, like I was the one acting irrationally.
"That guy was just assaulting you in public!"
"Because I told him to!"
"Why!"
We weren't shouting but this was the closest we'd ever been to. Even out here on a busy street, the air seemed to be still with the tension.
"It's just..." Sarah started, her gaze dropping to the ground. "I like feeling wanted."
"Don't I-"
"Of course you do, but your just one guy Liam." She was looking back at me, her confidence returning. "For so long I've thought my body was something to be ashamed of, but now it's something guys desire."
"I, I know." I took her hands into mine. "I'm so happy you're gaining confidence in yourself, but does it have to be through strangers talking about and touching your body?"
"It's working so far and it's not like it means anything." She was looking deep into my eyes now and I could feel the sincerity of her voice. "I know that our first time together won't compare to what some guy like that or Callum can do to me. So you've got nothing to worry about."
"You're right, I know. It's just hard seeing some guy touch you like that when I haven't even really done it before."
"You like seeing me happy right? Guys touching me makes me feel wanted, desired and happy. So you should be happy too."
I don't think I could really follow the logic but it was hard to argue the results. Sarah was more confident and that did make me happy. I'd be uncomfortable for tonight but if it meant a boosted confidence for going forward it might just be worth it.
"Okay." I said, and I could see how happy just that made Sarah.
"So you won't mind guys complimenting me or touching me?" She said with a big smile on her face.
"I, I guess not if it's just a quick-"
"Perfect!" She exclaimed, pulling me by the hand down the street. "Let's get my make-up done and get going!"
It was getting well and truly dark by now and I was starving. I wasn't looking forward to the bill at all, but I was excited to eat!
"Alright, let's go." I said, keeping up with Sarah's pace. "But where are we eating anyways?"
"You'll see." Sarah said, that big grin still on her face.
"Callum's knows the hottest place."



        Breaking My Bitch Girlfriend

        Turning my feminist prude girlfriend into a cumdump whore.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/breaking-my-bitch-girlfriend

Title: Breaking My Bitch Girlfriend

Author: TriangleToast

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Turning my feminist prude girlfriend into a cumdump whore.

Tags: humiliation, drugged, party, forced, group, creampie, used, cheating, misogyny, cumdump




College years were supposed to be a non-stop party. The best years of my life. Girls flowing as easily as the booze. Both cheap and dirty.
"Babe?" The whiny voice cut through the music that boomed throughout the house.
Two stories and a backyard with a pool bigger than my dorm room. This place had keggers lined up in every room, people packed floor to ceiling and a squad of young sorority pledges. Handing out drinks like candy, in bikinis so small that taking them off would decrease their sexiness. Not increase.
"Babe?! This party sucks. Take me home."
Every one of them was a sexual freak. Not just accepting the stares and attention they got, but actively encouraging it. Accepting payment for their drink service with slaps to the ass or a fondle or their tits.
"Are you even fucking listening to me babe? I want to go home now!"
"We haven't even been here an hour yet." I should have been out there enjoying it all, taking shots off of girls chests. Instead I was stuck on the sidelines with her.
Caitlyn used to be a nice girl. A fun girl. I knew her from back in highschool, and she'd been so chill and cool then. Smart and kinda preppy, but not the stuck up tight ass bitch she'd become.
"I'm tired of seeing these gender traitor sluts prance around letting misogynist pricks use them like pieces of meat."
God she just couldn't turn it off now. I don't know if it was from spending too much time online, from one of her college classes or just who she really was deep down inside, but she just couldn't stop with this stuff.
"They look like they're having fun to me." I could've argued more, but there wasn't any point.
I respected her for her feminism at first, encouraged it, but at some point she started seeing injustices where there were none. Like she cared more about getting to unleash a righteous fury than she did about being a real activist.
"How would you know how they feel?" She snapped back. "You're too busy looking at their tits to notice something like that."
It was so obvious she was jealous of them, not that she needed to be. With slender legs and curvaceous hips, a slim waist and a pair of tits that even the baggiest of clothes couldn't hide, she was a bombshell. Just as hot if not hotter than most of the serving girls. Her long brown hair had a natural curl and volume to it that framed her plump lips and deep hazel eyes. If she actually put some effort into her looks, like she used to, every guy here would be fawning over her.
"Can we not do this tonight?" I asked. "Can we just enjoy the party? Maybe you should have a drink."
"I don't want a drink. I want to be taken home" She scoffed. "We did your stupid party, now we need to go back and study."
"Enjoying the party?" From behind the couch I was slumped on came one of the serving girls, blonde and beautiful. The same slutty, excitable energy as the others, but with something different about her.
Instead of wearing the pieces of strings they called bikinis, she let her small perky tits hang free. Covered only by thick black crosses on her nipples that had 'Fuck me' written on them in a bold white. They contrasted well with her flawless pale skin that she had oiled up and glistening in the party lights. Her thin petite waist drawing your eyes down between her legs, where her fat pussy lips strangled the tiny G-string she wore. Making the thing useless at covering up anything a guy would want to see.
"What's a guy like you doing here all on his lonesome?" Her voice was so bubbly, so light. Brimming with excitement and sensual energy. She slipped herself onto my lap with a graceful ease. Wrapping her legs around mine and pressing her arms above my shoulder. Grinding herself onto me like a very well paid stripper.
"The fuck are you doing? Get off him whore!" Caitlyn screeched.
The blonde side eyed Caitlyn. Looking her up and down, and then staring back at me.
"She yours?"
"Excuse me? I'm not his fucking property bitch. I'm my own girl, until a slut like you who thinks she needs a man to be anything! You know it's girls like you who-"
Caitlyn kept on whining but the blonde wasn't listening. She kept those large expressive eyes on me.
"Yeah..." I sighed.
"Poor thing." She gave me a cute pout and then yelled down the hallway. "Alia, Lisa! Two Frigid Bitches, now!"
"Are you fucking ignoring me? Who the fuck do you think you are!"
"Bree, Bree Whiteholm." Bree smiled politely, letting the realisation wash over Caitlyn.
Caitlyn's loose lips had tightened up. So I asked the question I knew she dreaded the answer to.
"Whiteholm, as in, the Whiteholm?" I asked the girl who was still grinding her basically naked cunt over my hard cock. "Your family owns the whole university don't they?"
"Haha no not quite." She put her hands to her chin and thought for a second. "But yes, pretty much I suppose. Daddy has considerable influence over everything that happens here, and I in turn, have considerable influence over everything he does!"
Two more serving girls walked over to our corner of the room. A thin girl with smooth chocolate coloured skin, with gold chains wrapped around her wrists and waist. Her deep brown nipples showed through the thin white material of her bikini, making it obvious just how hard they were.
Those other girl was much thicker. Her top looked like it was seconds away from snapping and letting her double D cup tits loose. The tiny triangle of fabric covering her nipples barely did anything. Maybe covering up only half of her areola, leaving the rest of the puffy nipples open for anyone to see. She had a cute round face with brown eyes and long black hair. Korean maybe, though I wasn't remotely sure on that.
"Thanks girls, both of them are for her." She glanced over at Caitlyn, who still stood speechless. I knew she'd spent months studying to get a scholarship, her family couldn't afford a school like this without it.
And now she had just screeched at the one girl who had the power to take that all away.
"Both? Really?"
"Yes, both Alia." Bree told the dark skinned girl. "She needs them."
The girls surrounded Caitlyn, boxing her in and holding the drinks they had in her face.
"Oh no I don't-"
"As a guest in my house you'll accept the drink." Bree picked up my hand and placed it on her tit while she talked to Caitlyn. Making her watch me hold them. "Or you can leave."
Meekly Caitlyn watched me feel up this sexy blonde vixen. I could see how badly she wanted to knock the girl out and drag me out of here. Screaming at me the whole way home for daring to touch another woman.
She wouldn't dare say another word against her though, and she wouldn't dare leave me alone with her. That left her with only one option then.
"F-fine, just these drinks and then we're going home." Caitlyn went to take a glass, but the girl stopped her.
"Slow down angry girl." The Asian girl, Lisa I guess, said. "This is a special drink, you just relax."
Slowly the girl brought the drink to Caitlyn's lips as Alia slipped behind her. Holding her head up and opening her lips while she let her other hand run all over her body.
"I've never heard of 'Frigid Bitch' before." I said.
Bree just giggled, sliding her hands down my body and grabbing on to my pants.
"It's a very special drink. For a certain kind of girl" Slowly she lowered my pants, just enough to let my cock flop out. Letting it press against her tight stomach. Then she pushed her hips forward, rubbing her wet pussy up and down my rock hard shaft.
I bite down on my lip, suppressing any moans. My girlfriend was standing right next to us and this girl was rubbing her cunt over my bare cock. With the other two girls forcing her head up and slowly pouring the drink down her throat, she couldn't see us. But she had already finished one drink, and was about to be done with the other.
"Well?" Bree purred. Raising her eyebrows and slipping her G-string to the side.
I didn't need any more of an invitation. Thrusting my cock so far down her cunt I could see her stomach bulging.brees eyes rolled back and her fingers clenched around me, but she didn't make a sound. Clearly this girl wasn't a stranger to big dick.
"Pffttaah." Caitlyn finished the last drop and shook off the two girls. "Okay, I had the d-Drunk."
She moved her arms out to steady herself, despite standing still. Blinking fast and shaking her face. I'd seen her take double shots before and not look nearly affected. Just what the hell was in the drink?
"Careful there! Let me help you." Alia swept back in to hide Caitlyn steady. This time holding an arm over her tits and letting her hand drift under her pants.
"T-thank you... ummm..."
"You were about to leave?" Bree said, slowly rocking her hips on my cock.
Her pussy clenched around it as Caitlyn stared at us. Her eyes studying us, but unable to tell what was different. She couldn't see how deep I was inside Bree now. My cock taking her cunt raw right in front of her eyes.
"Y-yea... t-takes me home." She said to me.
"Ffff..fuck." I let out softly as Bree rode my cock harder. "Give me a minute."
Lisa walked behind me and leaned over the couch. Letting her soft fat tits act as a pillow for my head.
"Are you okay?" She asked Caitlyn as she rubbed my chest. "You look hot?"
"Wha? No.. I'm not..." Alia brought Caitlyn's shirt over her head, making sure to pull up her tits so they could drop back down. "H-hey! Don't touch me!"
"But don't you feel better now?" Alia said. Throwing Caitlyn's shirt to the ground.
"No! Get off me! Get off my boyfriend!" Caitlyn struggled but Alia held onto her.
"Still feeling hot? I know I'm stuffed." Bree smiled at her, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy. "Why don't you take her pants off as well Alia?"
"No! Thas not!"
Alia dropped her pants to the floor before Caitlyn could finish, bringing her panties down as well. Guys from the party had started to gather around, cheering the girls on as Caitlyn struggled to stay standing while covering herself.
"Ssstop staring!" She yelled as Alia unhooked her bra. "Piigs."
The guys in the crowd watched on, letting her know just what they thought of her as blinding flashes captured the moment forever.
"Fuuuck babe help." Caitlyn begged me for help as Alia began sliding her hands over her body. Holding up her huge tits and then letting them flop back down and the guys cheered her on.
I didn't care to help her, but even if I did I wouldn't be able to. Bree was rocking back and forth on my cock so hard now, barely trying to conceal the fact that she was fucking me. Caitlyn was too far gone to notice now. Whatever they used on her was hitting in full effect, making her body go limp and her eyes dilate wide.
"Who wants to break in this cunt?" Alia had Caitlyn's cunt spread open, and was rubbing some unmarked lube into it. Three of her fingers gliding in and out of her tight hole.
"I got first dibs." A large man in a toga outfit pushed through the crowd. Through the thin sheet he wore I could see the outline of his cock. Larger than my arm and only getting thicker by the second.
"Don't wear the bitch out too hard now!" Alia shoved Caitlyn against the couch, making her lie on top of me. Ass raised up over the armrest. "Everybody else needs a turn!"
Bree was slamming her cunt down on my cock now. Wet plaping noises sounding like clockwork as she came on my dick. Using my girlfriend's back to steady herself as she pushed my cock deep enough to scratch her cervix. Her pussy clamping down on my cock, begging it to fill her womb with hot gooey cum.
"This slut on birth control?" The large man asked as he forced his meaty fingers into both Caitlyn's holes.
"Nah." She hated the idea of birth control. Hated that women were expected to take it while men didn't need anything. Anytime we fucked she made me do it with a condom, and she'd never been able to take my cock for long. Said she was just too tight to take it and I would have to accept that. "You can just take her raw though."
The man smiled, pulling out his cock and dropping it in her ass. I was already above average, but this guy was twice, maybe three times as big as I was.
"Hold on slut." The man said as he lined his cock up against her fat pussy. "Breaking in the livestock is my specialty."
In one fast motion he slammed his meatstick deep into her once tight hole. Demolishing it and rearranging her insides to match the shape of his cock.
"UUuhghhhHhhHhh fUuuUuuckkkkk." Caitlyn was drooling with her eyes rolling back. She could barely contain herself and the guy had only just put it in her. "UUhghh bahbe p-plheass shtop."
"Sorry babe, that's not me you're fucking." I leaned forward, grabbing on to Bree's tits and making out with her. "You're cheating on me."
"Whaa... I'm whaat?"
As my tongue dove down Bree's throat and my cock pounded on the door to her womb, I felt a set of tongues start to swirl over my balls. Alia and Lisa kneeled down below us and we're worshiping one each. Slurping them up and gently fondling them. Mixing it up by rimming my asshole and licking Bree's cunt juices off of my cock as it plapped in and out of her gushing pussy. Her second explosive orgasim making her squirt all over Caitlyn.
"Whaa... what's gone ONNNUGHGHHHhhGggUuhhh." Caitlyn screamed as the man began fucking her properly. His cock slamming into her ass cheeks so hard it shoved her further down the couch. He had to grab her legs and pull her back up so he could slam her back down again. No regard at all for her screams of half pleasure, half pain.
"Uhhh God... do you like that fat cock slut?" Bree spanked Caitlyn's ass with a surprising amount of force. "Is that big dick overriding your stuck up bitchy attitude?!"
Bree's words only spurred the man on, making him readjust Caitlyn to be facing upwards. Her eyes glazing over as he tits jiggled back and forth like the fuck toys they were. Her tongue slipping out if her mouth as she came on the fattest cock I've ever seen.
"UUuhhaaaaHhhHhh....more..." She whispered the words.
"What was that, whore?" Bree was riding me slowly now. Giving the two girls plenty of time to lick my shaft before sliding it back down I to her warm pussy. Slapping Caitlyn's tits to get her attention.
"Uugghh fuaa...fuuuck I need more!" She barely sounded like herself. I'd never heard her wound more desperate.
"Is that right? The little cock slut needs her holes stretched out further?"
"Ohhh fuuckkk ohhh fuuuuuUuck it fEeels soo guud!" Caitlyn kept moaning and ranting about cock until a guy came and stuffed her throat with one. Chocking her out to make her face fuck hole tighter for his cock.
The large man kept pounding her like a fucking jackhammed slamming inti her cunt with enough force to make her stomach bulge. When he came it sounded like a gorilla roaring. Enough cum blasting into her that it flowed out of her stuffed cunt like a rushing river. A seemingly endless amount of the stuff filling her open fertile womb.
"Fuck baby! How are you going to finish college when you get pregnant?" She'd wanted to be a lawyer, or get into politics. Something that could make a difference, she said. That wasn't likely now. If she wasn't pregnant already, then the next guy lining up to fuck her used up hole would. Or the next guy after that. Or the guy after that...
"The slut can join our sorority!" Bree started fucking me harder now. Slamming her tight smooth cunt onto my cock like it was the only thing she cared about. "We've been needing a fuckdoll for stress relief!
"Fuuckk." I was so close now. So ready to cum deep down Bree's cunt while my Ex girlfriend got fucked by three cocks. One guy stuffing her mouth while two others filled her cunt and asshole.
"We'll make her into a cheerleader and have the football guys fuck her before every match" Bree held me tight and whispered into my ears. She knew how to ride cock so perfectly, how to push me closer to the edge and keep me riding it. Building my orgasim slowly but with a rock steady pace.
"Give her to the agriculture students and let them milk her fat whore tits like a cow!"
If Caitlyn could hear what Bree had planned for her, she didn't show any resistance. The only sounds she made now where animalism grunts and moans in the small gaps when there wasn't a guy stuffing her throat.
"She looks so much happier as a cumdump now doesn't she?" Bree grinned wide. "Now fucking cum in my cunt and forget all about that stuck up bitch."
Ughhh fuuck. I didn't need any more encouragement. Right on her command I was bursting shit after shot of the thickest loads of cum I'd ever had. My balls working overdrive to fill Bree's superior pussy with as much cum as I possibly could. What cum escaped the tight grip she had on my cock was quickly licked up by the two other girls. Their tongues meeting and lapping up the globs of it they kept in their mouths.
"Ohhhhh fuuuck.... I'm so sorry babe. Her cunt is just so much better than your used up gaping cumdump of a cunt." Caitlyn didn't care. She was in heaven now. More happy and at peace being used like an object than she was trying to achieve anything with her life.
Bree slid off of my cock and crawled over Caitlyn's chest to make out with me. Letting my cum leak out onto her chest and mix with the dozens of other loads guys had been dumping on her. Every part of her body was covered in cum now, and when, not if, she got pregnant, there would be no knowing who the father was.
As Alia and Lisa cleaned up my cock, fighting over who would get to fuck me next, I finally felt like maybe College would be the best years of my life after all.
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By the time Sarah's make-up was done it was really getting late. My stomach ached, but I couldn't tell if that was from hunger or just the thought of that guy touching Sarah.
I couldn't get the image of his hands on her chest out of my mind the entire time I was waiting for her. It mad me mad to think about, but also... in a arrange fucked up way... it made me feel good?
I wasn't quite sure what that feeling was, which only made the knot in my stomach worse. Was I just happy she was happy? Or maybe there was some strange validation in knowing other guys wanted their hands on my girlfriend? Was this what Sarah was feeling? The reason she wanted more guys to compliment her and touch her?
More guys touching her...
Just thinking about that intensified the tension I was feeling. Much more of this and my body would start shaking, and I wasn't sure if that would be in a good way or bad.
I wasn't completely sure about it, but exploring where these feeling went was something Sarah clearly wanted to do. And while things had gotten out of hand earlier, with Callum getting to see her naked, I'd make sure we'd take things slow.
"Come on, let go!" Sarah said as she pulled me out the door.
I hadn't even realised she'd finish up, and seeing her now I hardly recognised her at all. Her hair, eyelashes and brows were all styled and done up like she'd never had before. That make up was a bit excessive, but it framed her face in a way that turned me on like never before.
She'd always been attractive, beautiful and divine when I looked at her, but this was different. It felt more carnal and raw, like a deep seeded hunger was bubbling forth. I didn't want to think about her like this, but there was no polite way to say it.
She looked like a slut.
Just like the popular girls we used to tease at lunch breaks, she was done up like a slut. Bright red lips, dark contrasting eye-shadow and layers of foundation so thick it was obvious even to me. Her clothes were still plain at least, she'd attract some attention for sure but not more than I could handle.
We rushed through the streets, heading to a part of town I'd never really been to. It was more hip and trendy than we were used to, but looking like she did now Sarah almost fit right in. She might have been done up as much as the girls here, but she had enough self respect to not dress as provocatively as they did.
Walking down these streets Sarah was getting far less attention than she'd had all day. The guys seemed to have better targets for their unbridled libidos, and mostly ignored us. I could tell Sarah was upset with this, and honestly so was I. Here was a real divine goddess in front of them, but they only cared about who was showing the most skin.
"It's getting warm, don't you think?" Sarah asked me.
I thought it was quite pleasant honestly, but before I could respond Sarah was throwing her top off. She lifted it up slowly, as if teasing every guy in sight, exposing more and more of her bare skin. She raised it up higher and I could tell she didn't have a bra on. For a brief moment I thought she was flashing everyone on the street, but then I noticed.
Under her shirt was another, smaller top. Clinging tights to her body, the black mesh material was entirely see through. My heart nearly burst out of my chest as she began to turn and face me, after so long I'd finally see her boobs in full. They were so beautiful out of her bra, so soft, full and surprisingly perky. It was so much to take in that It took a moment to notice her nipples.
Or the lack thereof rather, each one being covered by a different heart shaped sticker placed over them. On the right, the pink text against black background said 'Spank me' and on the left it said 'Fuck me'.
"Wh..wow." was all I could imagine as I took her in. The nearby crowds populating the bars and street cheered her on, guys eyes burning the sight of her into memory.
"I knew you'd love it!" She said, doing a twirl and pose for the crowd.
She continued strutting down the street, looking much more confident now that she was turning the head of every guy. I could feel the jealousy radiating off them as I walked by her side and it made me feel good. Sarah really had been right about all of this, although the nipple covers were maybe just a little too far.
"You really look amazing, and you're getting all the guys' attention." I told her. "But, ummm. Did the covers need to have that stuff written on them?"
"Fuck me?" She said, her eyes scanning the passing crowds of admirers. "It's all they had, but it's not like anybody would take these seriously or anything."
She gave her boobs a shake, grinning wildly as guys hooted and leered at her. She seemed so happy to be playing the role of a slutty popular girl, grabbing the attention of every guy around. So far none of the guys on the street had made any moves at her, so she was probably right. Nobody would actually take the stickers seriously, not with me by her side at least.
"Cal!" She squealed, running off to embrace him in a hug.
He was standing by the door of some club, chatting to the bouncer at the front of a surprisingly long line. I didn't understand why anybody would want to go to a nightclub at all, let alone wait in line for one.
"Hi Callum." I said as I walked up. He'd finally dressed up, wearing a stylish button up and skinny jeans. The material showed off how toned his body was, contrasting Sarah's softer body that was still clinging to his side.
"Where's the restaurant? I'm starving and ready to get away from all this noise." Even outside the club I could feel the base vibrating through me as music roared inside.
"We're already here, this is my cousin's new joint!" Callum smirked at me and turned back to the bouncer, saying something I couldn't hear to him.
"We're eating at a club?" I asked, confused.
"No silly, we're going to drink and dance!" Sarah giddily told me.
"Maybe we could grab something to eat first, and talk about this?" I really didn't want to spend the night in here. Not after my panic attack earlier with that loud music the store had playing.
"What, wearing this?" Sarah said, gesturing at her top. I'd been too preoccupied staring at her. I didn't really think about it, no place would let her in with a top like that. But I still had her other top and bags of clothes she could change into!
"Come on man, it'll be fun." Callum said before I could speak, walking Sarah into the building.
I didn't really have any choice but to follow. Callum seemed to have awoken something in Sarah and while it seemed to just be giving her confidence right now, who knows what he would do if they were alone together.
"My cousin let's me and friends skip the lines and fee, but we'll still need to buy our drinks." Callum said, raising his voice over the increasing thunder of music.
"Why don't you go buy a round Liam, I'll help Sarah finish up her outfit in the bathroom."
"I think she looks great as is!" I told them, raising my voice to be heard over the thundering bass heavy music.
We entered the club into what must have been the seating and bar area. Bright neon lights and smoke bathing the entire area in a vibrant haze. It was so noisy, both the music and the visuals. Despite how relatively early in the night it was, the dance floor ahead of us was packed. Men and women in various states of undress grinding up against each other without any cares.
"I can't dance in this skirt Liam!" Sarah yelled over the music. She wasn't clinging onto Callum anymore, but she was still standing beside him. "We'll only be a moment okay? So make sure our drinks are ready!"
"Rum and coke for me, get the girl a long Island iced tea." Callum said, his booming voice easily cutting through the music as they walked off together.
I was still nervous leaving them alone together, but I was starting to realise that was an irrational fear. Everyone here was dressed pretty similarly to Sarah, and they were all casually touching each other. Maybe Callum or some other guy would get a feel of her chest or ass, but that wasn't such a big deal here.
I ordered their drinks at the bar, not getting anything for myself even as my stomach growled. The prices here were just too ridiculous to justify it, especially after the day we'd had already. I waited there alone as one song faded to the next, anxiety swelling inside me again as more time passed. I don't know why I felt this way when I had full trust in Sarah, but just the thought of Callum's hands on her without me there twisted and pulled at my chest.
Finally I could see them walking over through the crowds, and got a good look at Sarah's full outfit. Complementing her mesh shirt was a long set of fishnet stockings that went up to her waist, the wide gaps giving a full view of the high waist black thong she wore. The thong was so small that I wasn't sure you could tell she was wearing on from the back or sides, but at least the front was covered.
Seeing the outfit in full now, Sarah was definitely the most provocatively dressed girl in the club. It wasn't a large gap between what she had and what the average girl was wearing, but she stood out for sure. As they pushed through the crowd, a few of the braver boys took the instructions on her chest to heart. Slapping her exposed ass as she passed them. Sarah just laughed it off, but the attention wasn't doing anything good for my nerves.
Sarah ran over and kissed me when they were close, surprising me with the public display of affection. The kiss wasn't light and loving like normal, but passionate and wild. The taste of her lips was different as well, almost bitter? Or salty? I was confused until I remembered she did her make-up. This must have just been what lipstick tasted like, she'd never worn any for me to know before now.
"Everyone here is amazing! Did you see those guys!" Sarah shouted before downing her drink like she was dying of thirst.
"Another round!" Callum told the bartender, taking his drink with a smirk. "Let's drink in a booth before heading out to the floor."
"It feels amazing being this wanted!" Sarah said as we waited to collect the next round of drinks. She seemed a little different? Her eyes wider than normal and she was burning with more energy than she even normally had. The atmosphere of this place must have really been getting to her, even if I still wasn't feeling it.
"I'm glad you're having a good night, but maybe try not to let the guys touch you too much! They might get the wrong idea!"
She was moving her arms back and forth, dancing to the music on the spot while nodding her head. She almost seemed lost in the music but quickly snapped back to take her drink when it was ready.
Callum had picked a booth that was tucked into the corner. It was further out than the others, but proved to be the quietest place in the club. I sat down first, happy to finally have a place to set Sarah's shipping down. Sarah chose to sit next to Callum which stung, but I tried not to overthink it.
"So what do you guys think of this place?" Callum asked, one hand holding his drink as the other rested on his leg beneath the table.
"Everyone here is so friendly! I love the vibe!" Sarah said, taking another long gulp of her drink.
She was nearly finished with the glass when she jolted, spitting out her drink over me and the table.
"You alright Sarah?" I asked, wiping myself down.
"Just, mmhh, swallowed it wrong..." She still looked strained as she spoke, it must have been caught in her throat still.
"We'll have to teach her how to swallow, right Liam?" Callum laughed.
"Uhh, yeah haha..." The joke wasn't funny at all but I politely laughed at it. "You sure you're all good Sarah?"
"N-never b-betterrr." She stuttered her words out, leaning against Callum's for support.
"And you Liam? What do you think?" Callum asked, looking me in the eyes.
"I don't have much to compare it to, but it looks fancy." I told him. "It's a bit loud for my tastes, but I think I can see the appeal now?"
We talked more about the club and his cousin, Callum, keeping eye contact with me the whole time. He let me speak and didn't even try to belittle me as we chatted, maybe we could be civil with each other at least.
Sarah for her part clearly drank too much too fast. She couldn't keep still, her head mostly staying face down on the table. She looked so out of it that I went back to the bar to get a glass of water for her. I came back as fast as I could, but she'd disappeared from the booth.
"Where'd she go?" I asked Callum as I sat back down. For a guy who acted like a party animal, he was looking pretty tired already. With the way his head was leaned back and how my voice startled him, it almost looked like he'd fallen asleep!
"Mmmgghhhh, bathroom..." he grunted out.
"Right... did she seem alright? I'm worried she drank too much."
"She can, mmmhhh, handle far more than you think..." Callum was acting weird, he kept moving back and forth in his seat and sounded like he was about to burst.
"Are... are you okay? Did those drinks give you guys stomach problems?"
"Ohhhh I'm good." His breathing was getting heavier. "Soooo gooood."
He clearly wasn't, but I guess he couldn't break his macho facade by showing it. If he was like this, then how bad could Sarah be? I wanted to go check on her, but was that being too overprotective again? Maybe I should just wait here for her to come back?
"Mmmmm slowly now." Callum groaned out.
Was he talking to me? He wasn't looking at me, but there wasn't anyone else here? Did he notice me wanting to chase after Sarah, was he telling me to give her some space? He was probably right, I should rush off to go look after her when she's clearly wanted to be more independent all day.
We weren't high school kids anymore, we were adults. If I couldn't treat Sarah like an adult and let her take care of herself, did I really respect her?
"Thanks man, your right." I said. "I know we haven't been getting along perfectly today, but I really appreciate the advice."
Callum had both hands under the table now, maybe he was adjusting his pants? It was a little silly he was still pretending to be fine, but after how nice he'd been I figured I should play along.
"So what do you do for fun these days?" I said to make conversation. Maybe it wasn't the nicest to make him talk more like this, but I couldn't sit here in silence waiting for Sarah to come back.
"Mmhhhh focus on the balls..." he said in a deep groan.
"Sports?" I guessed. It was hard to tell when his discomfort was making him talk weird. "Never been much into them myself."
"Ooooohhhh yeaaahhh." He stretched his words out. "Nothing better than giving them a hard pounding."
"I can imagine."
"Mmmmgghh you can't man. You haven't even experienced it."
"Yeah that's right, you've probably gone hundreds of rounds."
"Deeper, deeper." He moaned softly.
"More than hundreds? Haha you must be addicted or something." It was weird having such a normal conversation with Callum. For so long he'd been this dark figure in my head, but here we were getting along. I was understanding more and more why Sarah wanted to try this, it really was a cathartic experience.
"Yes, fuck, just like that!" He said while reeling. The pain must have been at its peak because he was moving around so much the whole table was rattling.
There was a strange sound I heard as the table rattled. Not like a squeaking I would have imagined, it almost sounded wet? Like a faint wet slapping sound I could only just hear over the music.
"Do you-" I started, but then I noticed Callum was clearly experiencing too much to talk anymore. "I'm going to give Sarah a quick call to make sure she's alright."
That was a fine amount of concern right? I didn't want to smother her, but seeing how Callum was reacting I needed to do something to make sure she was alright. I turned my head and dialled Sarah's number in, waiting through each ring for her to pick up.
"Mmllhhh hahh, hhhaaahh, hhhey Lewis." She said in a huffed voice.
"Hey Sarah, I just wanted to make sure you weren't feeling too bad. How's your stomach?" She sounded better than Callum, but clearly struggled with something.
"Mmuuguhh... ish okahay."
With the music, Callum's groaning and how softly she was speaking, it was a little hard to make out the words. They sounded quite slurred which must have been from the amount she just drank.
"That's good." I said. I wanted to tell her she shouldn't drink that much so fast, or ask if she needs help but I didn't. Like Callum said, I took it slow and gave her more space.
"Mmmhhhhhhh it's shoo guuud." It almost sounding like she was slurping something? Maybe she had a glass of water to settle herself, I couldn't hear well enough to tell.
"Okay, well I'll let you go. I love-"
"Hold on." She interrupted.
She must have been throwing up now, I could hear the wet gurgling noises.
Gluuck gluugh gluuahk
Faintly coming through the phone. It was even harder to hear as Callum started roaring at the same time. Grunting harder and louder than he'd had this hold time.
Ahhhhhhh God fuuuuckk
He shouted out. I glanced back at him and watched as his body convulsed in time with his grunts. I didn't want to think about what he must be going through so I turned back around.
"Ahhhh hhahhhh haaaahhhh, ohh fuck that was so much." I could hear Sarah say under her breath.
"Better now?" I asked.
"Hmm? Oh Liam! Uhh, yes much better." She said, clearly a little flustered. She was probably embarrassed I'd heard her throw up.
"That's great, ummm, I'll see you soon then!"
"Mmmmhh yeah, I'll just need to clean up first."
She hung up before I could tell her I love her, hopefully she'd be feeling better now. Callum certainly looked better after whatever he'd just gone through. He seemed much calmer, almost satisfied really as he stared at something under the table.
He grabbed his almost empty drink off the table and pulled it up for a drink. Instead of making contact with his mouth though, he just seemed to spill it onto the ground.
"Oh shit." He said, without much concern. "My pants are soaked now!"
"Are you sure?" I asked. "It looked more like it dripped onto the ground?"
"You think I don't know if my own pants are soaked?" He said. "Come on man, give me your shirt."
"What? Why?" I was getting along better with Callum, but I wasn't about to just give the man my shirt.
"I need something to clean this up. Can't use my shirt, it's too nice for that. And we can't use any of Sarah's clothes right?"
Something about the way Callum's mind worked was just so different to mine. He always seemed to come to conclusions that were wildly different from what I thought.
"I can just go ask the bartenders for some napkins or towels?" I don't know why I phrased it like a question, I knew for sure they would have something else we could use.
"Nah man, they'll throw us out if they think I'm so drunk I'm spilling my drinks. Just take it off already!"
I wasn't wholly convinced, but he knew more about places like this than I did. I took off my shirt, being thankful that the lighting made it hard for anyone to get a good look at me. I wasn't exactly ashamed of my body, but years of teasing made me uncomfortable with being shirtless around other people.
Callum took my shirt and began rubbing himself with it under the table. I waited awkwardly for him to finish as he cleaned up his mess under the table. For a second I thought I heard Sarah giggling, but when I looked around I couldn't see her anywhere.
"Yeah that's good." Callum said as he threw the shirt back to me.
I rushed to cover myself up, only noticing something was off after it was fully on.
"Ugghh, why does it feel so sticky now?"



"Duhh, because it's covered in my drink." Callum said, grinning wide.
"Fuck it didn't look like you'd split that much!" It felt like the entire front of my shirt was sticking to me so it must have really soaked through.
"I'm getting something to clean myself up with." I told him. "Keep an eye out for Sarah, she should be coming back soon."
"Don't worry." I could hear Callum say as I started to walk off.
"She'll be coming real soon."
I came back a couple minutes later, after wiping myself down. Happy to see Sarah back at the table, sitting next to Callum. Her face looked a little wet or moist, but other than that she was normal. She'd probably just washed her face before she left the bathroom.
"Glad to see you looking good!" I said to her as I sat back down in the booth. "Are you feeling all better now?"
"I'm not completely satisfied yet." She told me. "But I think some time on the dance floor should change that!"
I didn't see how shaking and moving around would help settle her stomach, but I knew better now than to question Sarah's logic after she'd had a drink or two. She clearly just wanted to dance and would get what she wanted, even if it wasn't the best idea. The music and lights were still a little much for me, but I didn't want to sit on the sidelines while Sarah and Callum had all the fun!
"That sounds like a grea-"
"Let's go Cal!" Sarah said over me, pulling at his arms towards the dance floor.
"I think I'm actually up for dancing!" I said a bit louder, trying to assert myself. Sarah probably just assumed I wouldn't want to, which is why she asked Callum first. I didn't want her to think I wouldn't do fun things like this with her, she needed to know I wouldn't hold her back from being who she wanted to be.
"Oh, you do Liam? I thought you were going to look after our bags?" She said
"I think dancing together will be a great way to celebrate us finally moving in together!" It was a little surreal to remember what this night was supposed to be. But if this was where we were now, I'd make sure Sarah knew I fully supported her
"You know I'd love to dance with you." She said with a sympathetic look. "But I already promised Cal-"
"Don't worry about it baby." He said, looking between the two of us. "I'll take the bags to a private room upstairs. Why don't you go have some fun while I rest for a second."
He mustn't have bounced back as quickly as Sarah had. It felt pretty good being the one who'd be going out and having fun while Callum was the stick in the mud.
Sarah looked a little glum hearing Callum wasn't joining, but shrugged it off and stood up.
"Okay then Liam, let's go party!" She was pumping her arms in the arm, swaying her chest back and forth while walking over to the floor. I got up to follow, but was stopped by Callum calling out to me.
"Wait up a second." He said. "You've never danced before, have you?"
He was right, and with the reality of it setting in I was starting to feel pretty nervous. Sarah probably didn't care if I looked silly or weird dancing, but there'd still be the judging eyes of everyone around us.
"Yeah I thought so." Callum smirked, reading my face like a book. "Listen, go to the bar and ask for the 'Callum special' they'll know it. Down one of those and you'll have enough liquid courage to make it through the night."
I didn't like the idea of relying on any kind of substance to be able to have a good time. Me and Sarah normally didn't need anything to enjoy ourselves together. But Sarah was already out there shaking herself around, I didn't have the time to second guess this.
I gave Callum a nod and a smile as I moved to the bar. I might actually be starting to like the guy, he'd been oddly nice and helpful ever since we'd gotten here. Maybe it was just me finally getting over my biases of him, maybe he really had changed?
"Can I have the uhh, 'Callum special'?" I asked the bartender. She looked at me confused and for a moment I thought this was like one of Callum's old pranks he would pull. She looked back to where Callum was still sitting, as if to get some kind of clarification or confirmation from him and then walked into the back room.
She came back with the drink already made, handing it to me with a wink and telling me. "No charge sir, you have a good night."
Being related to the owner seemed to have some nice benefits. I downed the drink as fast as I could, almost choking on the foul bitter drink. Shaking it off I strode onto the dance floor, letting the music flow into my body as I tried to relax and go with the moment.
I found Sarah grinding up against some guy, moving her body to the throbbing beat of the music that drowned out all other senses. The guy was running his hands up her legs and over her ass, even digging his fingers into her ass while he whispered something into her ears.
I was OK with some grinding and touching, but this was the kinda guy I didn't want near her. I walked over, feeling lighter and more confident than ever before and pulled Sarah off the guy. He gave me a mean look but I just stared him down. It might have just been a placebo, but that drink was making me feel like I could take on the world!
He backed off and I smugly started dancing with Sarah. She seemed so into her dancing that I'm not even sure she noticed the switch until I pulled her into a kiss. It all made sense in that moment, I finally got why this was such a popular thing to do. Sarah grinding into my crotch while I held and made out with her was the best feeling I'd ever had. It was like fireworks were going off in my heart and every part of me felt connected with her. Even the weirdly salty taste of her lipstick didn't ruin the moment.
We kept dancing like that through song after song. Occasionally a guy would come and slap Sarah's ass or try to pull her away from me but I was being more assertive than ever. I wasn't smothering or holding Sarah back, but showing her a taste of the amazing life we were going to have together.
Just a few hours ago I was cursing Callum for ruining this night for us, but now I wanted to thank him! Maybe he touched and ogled her tits before I did, but he opened both our minds to this new and incredible experience. Our bodies moved on instinct and emotion, moving as one as we embraced each other in passion. I was on top of the world, and there was nowhere else to go but up!
"Hey love birds." Callum's voice came in over the music.
"Cal, baby!"Sarah peeled herself off of me and threw her arms around him. He casually ran his hands over her legs and ass, but it was okay. He wasn't being anywhere near as aggressive as that other asshole.
"Listen guys, it's cool out here but the VIP section is down in the basement."
I was feeling a little dizzy now that I was broken out of that moment with Sarah. The loud music pounced in my ears but I listened to Callum as best as I could.
"Why don't we go party somewhere with a bit more privacy." Callum said. Taking Sarah's hand and dragging her off.
My body felt so light, but moving it felt like walking underwater fully clothed. My mind feeling like it was behind frosted glass, or as if everything I was seeing was on TV.
Was I drunk? Was this what that felt like? It'd been fun when I was holding Sarah in my arms but now with Callum pulling her away everything just felt off. I followed behind them as we walked off the dance floor, watching as hand after hand spanked Sarah as she walked by.
That was okay, right? My mind was a little fuzzy but I distinctly remembered that being okay. Sarah was giggling and smiling with every slap or groping hand that touched her ass, so it must have been alright.
The stairs down to the VIP section were dark, lit only by a faint red glow under each step. I had to hug the handrail as we descended, each step down feeling like a ten foot drop to me. Callum unlocked the door at the bottom and led us in, turning in the bright lights that momentarily blinded me.
It didn't look like a VIP section to me, more like a staff break room. There was a kitchenette area across from a couple black leather lounges arranged around a coffee table. It was small and not at all stylised like the other areas of the club, and strangest of all there were other people already here!
"I... I thought we wanted privacy?"
"This is private." Callum smiled, holding Sarah close to him as he gestured to the people sitting in the lounge. "Meet my good friends Steven, Lacy and her brother Daniel."
Steven looked like a carbon copy of Callum, similar dress style and body shapes. Their main difference was their hairstyles, Callum kept his dark hair short where Steven grew out his blond hair.
Lacy and Daniel were black and dressed with a bit more flair than the other boys. Daniel had his shirt halfway unbuttoned, showing off his incredibly well toned chest, and his tight pants seemed to emphasise the outline of his cock. It was hard to believe it wasn't a fake by the size of it, but I could see it twitching slightly as he dressed down Sarah with his eyes.
Lacy also wore tight pants that clung perfectly to her legs. Her tiny top was connected by a single button that contained her modesty perky breasts. The way it was cut showed off a slight hint of underboob, meaning she likely wasn't wearing a bra. She wasn't quite as beautiful as my Sarah, but she was definitely a close second.
"You show up with the most interesting guys Cal baby." Lacy said, biting her lips as she looked over us.
"It's nice that this one comes with instructions though." Daniel chuckled.
"Sarah and her boyfriend Liam here wanted to have a bit of fun." Callum explained. "Like the parties we had back in high school."
Steven stood up and took Sarah's hand, giving it a kiss like he was a lord greeting his lady. "I wouldn't mind playing some of our old party games with a beauty like yourself."
"Ooohh what kind of games did you guys play!" Sarah giddily asked.
"Truth or dare, strip poker, our own modified version of twister." Steven had taken Sarah from Callum and was holding her against his chest, one of his hands tightly holding onto her ass.
Watching him hold her as she stared into his eyes was making me feel flushed. Was this room hotter than the club had been or was this heat I was feeling just another sign of drunkenness.
"A round of shots before we decide!" Callum announced bringing out some shot glasses and a bottle of something I couldn't read. He poured and handed one to Lacy and Daniel, who downed them instantly, and then offered one to me. I waved him off and stayed leaning against the wall. The one drink I'd had hit me hard enough, I didn't want to pass out and leave Sarah alone with these guys.
Callum handed a glass to Sarah but stopped her before she could drink it. "If you want the real party experience, you should take that the 'fun' way." He told her.
"The 'fun' way? What's fun about it?" She asked.
Callum took the glass from her and drank it himself. Then without any warning he grabbed her and started passionately making out. It didn't feel real, my mind couldn't comprehend what it was seeing. Sarah was making out with Callum right in front of me, as his trashy friends cheered them on.
"Thhhee Helllll." I slurred, pushing myself off the wall. I wanted to marched over and pull them off each other but I couldn't find my balance. I nearly fell to the floor but Steven caught me, holding me still while his friend finished making out with my girlfriend.
"Thash my girlfriend assshhole." My body burned watching them finish their kiss, seeing Sarah's tongue slink out of his mouth.
"Relax man, it's no big deal." Callum told me. "We've all done this stuff with each others partners." All eyes were on me as his friends nodded in affirmation.
"I just let the shot flow from my mouth to hers, nothing else." He innocently pleaded.
"Let's get you some water Liam. You don't look so good." Sarah pulled me off Steven and over to the sink. She poured me some water while speaking softly in my ears.
"You love me don't you?" She asked.
"Always." I told her, splashing some water on my face to cool myself down.
"And I love you." The words tasted so sweet in my mind. Just hearing them made my skin tingle and my heart beat even faster.
"That won't ever change." She continued. "So there's no need to be jealous if I fool around a bit, like we agreed."
My mind was still dulled but I was almost certain I hadn't agreed to her going this far.
"But, he kissed you."
"Just as a bit of fun, like he said. You know it doesn't mean anything." She looked back at the others and then a small devious smile crossed her face.
"Besides." She slowly moved her hand down my pants, resting it over my underwear. "I know you like it."
She purred the words softly into my ears and a spat out the water I was drinking. With her hand lightly cupping my dick, I realised she was right. I couldn't believe I'd gotten hard watching Callum if all people make out with the love of my life, but the proof was right there.
"I... I don't..."
"Shhhhhhh" She caressed my back, still holding my dick over the underwear. We'd feed around a little before, but this was now the most she'd ever touched me there. "You trust me right?"
I nodded in reply, to overwhelmed to speak
"Then you trust me not to do anything you won't enjoy?" I nodded again.
She smiled, taking her hand out of my pants and kissing me on the cheek. My dick was still throbbing from her touch, and from this whole situation it was seeming like.
"That's why I love you." She told me. "You always let me do the things I need to do to feel satisfied."
Sarah pulled me off the skin and walked us back to the group. This was a side of her I'd never seen before and while it partly scared me, I couldn't deny how attractive I was finding her. My mind still felt like it was in a haze but my body knew what it wanted. I just our new found last wouldn't overwhelm our reason before the night was over.
"Those party games?" Sarah asked. "Is there a way we can make them more 'fun'."
"I like her." Lacy said, eyeing up my girlfriend. She was leaning against Daniel revealing a tantalising amount of side boob. Sarah walked us to the couch and it took all my willpower not to stare at them, but just the quick glance I'd had was enough to ensure I stayed hard.
"Let's start with a classic truth or dare." Callum announced as he sat down on the other end of the couch. I watched him casually put an arm sound Sarah, pulled her against him like Lacy was with Daniel.
"And to make it more fun." Steven said, lying across the other couch on his own. "There'll be a punishment for any failed dare or truth you don't answer."
"What kind of punishment?" I asked.
"The group will decide." Daniel told me, his eyes locked onto Sarah. "Since you suggested it sexy, you can go first. Truth or dare?"
"I don't want to seem lame to you guys." Sarah giddily said. "Give me a dare!"
"Hmmmmmm." Danial rubbed his chin as his eyes undressed Sarah. "Why don't we start with you giving everyone here a nice kiss."
"That's all? Don't go easy on me because I'm the new girl!" Sarah laughed, giving me a quick peck on the cheek before turning over and mounting Callum.
She made out with him on his lap for about thirty seconds, then pulled herself off and moved to Steven. She bent down to kiss him, giving us a view of her ass and it pushed into the fishnet stocking she wore. With only her tiny thong covering her, she was basically fully on display for these almost strangers.
As she made out with Steven I looked around and saw that all eyes in the room were on her ass. My erection hadn't subsided at all and watching these men and women fawn over my girlfriend's ass was a thrill I'd never know. It still left me uneasy and anxious, but knowing the girl they all desired was mine made me tingle.
To the dismay of the crowd Sarah finished with Steven and sat on Daniel's lap. As she made out with him he grinded himself against her, gripping both of her ass cheeks tightly in his hands. She took the longest with him, maybe because it was his dare or maybe because she enjoyed his touch. Finally finished with him she got up, giggling as she began to walk back but was stopped by Lacy.
"Hang on honey, he said to give everyone a kiss." Lacy stood up and began making out with her while the guys cheered them on. Any doubts I'd had about all this melted away as I watched the pair. My mind still buzzing as I watched these two beautiful women embrace each other.
The boys booed when they broke the kiss, but their complaints quickly died down so the game could keep moving.
"Truth or dare Lacy?" Sarah asked, licking her lips.
"Hit me with a truth, I like to start things slow." She replied. Sarah frowned, clearly disappointed in her choice, but perked back up as she asked her question.
"How many of the guys here have you fucked." She asked, a hunger clear in her eyes. "And- and how many times!"
"Everyone here but you two." She said so casually. "I don't even know how many times."
I couldn't believe how casually she could talk about that. She didn't seem even remotely phased by such an intimate question.
A few more rounds passed with truths, with each saying how many girls they'd had sex with or how many times they'd done a particular act. I was glad they weren't asking me anything, but hearing how much they'd all done was making me feel inadequate. To make it worse I could tell they all knew this information already, and were only asking each other so that both me and Sarah would hear it.
"Truth or dare Sarah?" Steven asked.
"Dare." Sarah said with an intensity. Being left out for a few turns clearly made her itch for a chance to prove herself to these guys.
Steven didn't say anything but smiled. He stood up and walked over to the table that had a handbag on it, rummaging through it he pulled out a fabric scrunchie.
"I dare you." He said, dropping it into Callum's hand. "To get this off of Callum without using your hands."
"What just like that? That's way too easy!" Sarah said.
"We're not done yet." Callum said, brazenly pulling his pants down.
I expected him to place it on his underwear over his blue. Something risque without taking things too far. Instead I watched as he pulled his cock out of his boxers, taking the scrunchie and pulling it down the long length of this shaft.
He must have been eight or nine inches at least, with a girth that seemed twice as big as my thumb. I didn't think I was small by any means but I couldn't compare to this.
"You don't mind?" Sarah asked, practically drooling at the sight of it.
It's just a game, I reminded myself, we're just fooling around having fun. It's not like she would be touching it, just getting close to it with her mouth.
I gave a small nod, feeling like I would back out if I took the time to say the words. In an instant she was down on her knees, Callum's cock hovering just above her face.
"Hmmmm" She hummed, sizing up the challenge. "Let's try this."
She began tugging on it with her teeth, trying to pull it up his lengthy shaft. The alcohol must have been messing with her coordination, because instead of pulling it up she just ended up causing it to slap against her face.
"M-Maybe try a new tactic." My heart fluttered as I watched this scene play out before me. As much as I was discovering a part of myself that enjoyed this, I didn't want Callum's dick to be the one slapping her face.
"Good point Liam." She said, smiling back at me with his cock resting on her face. The image was forever burned into my mind and I'd see it every time she smiled at me now.
She moved herself lower down and stuck out her tongue. She ran it across his balls and hooked it under the band of the scrunchy. The others cheered as she began slowly pulling it up, grinding his cock against her face as her tongue ran up his length.



I couldn't believe what I was seeing and I couldn't believe I wasn't stopping it. Her tongue was touching the cock of our former bully and I couldn't tear my eyes off it. Just a game, the thought kept running through my drunken mind, it doesn't really count.
She made it halfway up his cock like that, before stopping again. "It's getting harder." She giggled. "I'll need to lubricate it before going further."
Without hesitation she began lapping up his cock. Her tongue flirting and rubbing it with a ferocity.
"Ohhhh fuck girl." Callum moaned as she teased the tip of his dick with her tongue.
Once she was satisfied with her sloppy work, she quickly glanced back at me. It was only for a moment but something in my expression must have given her the confidence to make her next move.
She opened her mouth wide and tantalisingly slowly enveloped Callum's cock with her mouth. My heart that had been beating so fast stopped as I watched her lips grip tight to his dick, and begin sliding up it. Her eyes stared deep into his as she pulled the scrunchy ever so slowly up his cock.
"Fuuuuck yes slut, just like that." He cried out as she was almost finished.
After what seemed like an eternity she pulled her mouth off him, the others cheering her accomplishment. She walked over to me and mounted my lap, pulling me into a deep kiss like she'd done for the others.
Mid kiss I felt her push the scrunchy into my mouth, forcing me to taste the item that had been on Callum's dick. I was too stunned to fight back, so I let her move it around my mouth with her tongue. She took it back and let it drop to my chest as she pulled off of my face.
"Did I do good?" She asked.
A million thoughts and feelings ran through my head, and with the drunken haze I was still in it was impossible to sort them. Instead of waiting from a verbal response, Sarah placed her hands down my pants again. With the lightest grip she felt how hard I still was, and I was thankful it was so light. Any harder and I might have cum right there all over my clothes.
"Yeah, I think I did."
"Let's keep the game going guys!" Lacy said, interrupting our moment.
"Yeah, you haven't had a turn yet have you Liam?" Callum said, staring me down as he tucked his rock hard cock back into his pants.
"Truth or dare?"
"Truth" I said, my voice shimmering. The image of Sarah's mouth running over Callum's cock as it slapped into her face fresh in my mind.
Maybe picking truth was the coward's option, but I needed a moment to settle down and an easy truth question was the best option.
"Hmmm." Callum laid back with his arms behind his head, the bulge between his legs becoming tauntingly obvious.
"Here's a question." Lacy interjected. " Between you and Cal, who's the bigger man."
Her line of sight and lip bit made it obvious what she was referring to and I began to regret my choice. I wasn't ashamed of my size, or at least I wasn't before today. I was perfectly average, but it still stung to admit Callum's manhood was bigger than mine.
"C-Callum is bigger." I said, staring down at the floor. I could hear the chuckle coming from Callum and didn't want to see his smug face while I admitted that.
"It's OK baby." Sarah kissed my cheeks, still flush from the drink I had earlier. "I know I'll love your little man just as much."
Why did she have to call it that? I understood the meaning, but in the moment it sounded like she was calling it small. And wait a second, what did she mean by 'just as much'? Before my mind could dwell on that question, Callum interrupted by thoughts.
"I'm glad you felt like sharing that Liam, now are you ready for your truth?" His face glowing with amusement.
"Wait, wasn't that my-"
"Mmmm you've fallen for the oldest trick in the book, little man." Daniel told me. "It wasn't Lacy's turn to give you a truth, she just asked you a question."
It took a moment for the gears to turn in my mind as I realised what had happened. I couldn't believe I'd fallen for something so simple, my mind just wasn't working like it normally did.
The group had a good laugh and I tried to chuckle along. I didn't want them to think I was a bad sport, so I took the hazing as a sign we were getting closer.
"Alright then, here's your real question." Callum raised his hands to quieten the others as he made the announcement. "In great detail, how good does it feel to be inside Sarah's tight pussy."
My heart skipped a beat, I could physically feel everyone's intense gazes pressing into me from all angles. The crushing weight of the realisation of what I would have to admit welling a knot deep within my gut.
Sweat beaded down my forehead. I wanted to stare down at the floor again but mustered enough strength to look at Sarah.
She was smiling that beautiful smile of hers. It helped lift my heart, and made me remember there was nothing to be ashamed of. Yes we hadn't done anything else, but that was only because we were waiting for the perfect night. A night which would have been tonight, but would still be coming very soon.
"I." My voice wavered, and I took a moment to steel myself. "I don't actually know."
The three newcomers erupted into a loud mix of shock and laughter. I couldn't help but feel the humiliation, even knowing waiting for a girl like Sarah was the right thing to do.
What really twisted the pit of anxiety in my guy was Callum's face. There was no shock or laughter at all, just the same level of amusement showing as he'd had before asking. He couldn't have known could he? Is that why he asked the question in the first place? He must have guessed somehow, there just wasn't any other way he could have known me and Sarah were both virgins.
"Settle down now guys, Liam isn't like all of you." Sarah reprimanded the others while wrapping an arm around me. "He's not a sex crazed party boy, he's a gentle soul."
"I don't care how little your man is dude." Steven said between laughter. "How can you not be ploughing a fine piece of ass like her every night?"
"He'll plough my fat ass when the time is right." Sarah said. Defending my honour as much as I wished she wouldn't. "And my slutty ginger tits or wet sloppy cunt. However you want to put it, we'll get there when the time is right!"
She really did think she was helping but I don't think she understood the effect her vulgar words were having on these guys. I could see the desire dripping from their eyes, and Daniel even began rubbing himself through his pants.
"Yeah babe I'm sure he will, but first there's the matter of his punishment." Callum was leaning forward now. Of all the guys stares, his was clearly the hungriest.
"But I answered the question!" I said, my eyes darting between the floor and the others. I told them the truth, wasn't that all I had to do?
"The question was to describe how good her pussy feels, you just answered with 'I don't know'." Callum gleefully explained. "That's a failed truth if I've ever heard one."
The others nodded and murmured in agreement, even Sarah nodded and then gave me an apologetic look.
"Since you failed to tell us how good it feels, it's only right we find out." He smiled wide and the bulge in his pants twitched in anticipation.
"You either get in there right now so you can tell us, or let us all get a feel deep inside that wet cunt of hers."
"No." Even with my head still spinning, there was no way I was about to let this happen. "No, we're not going to have sex in front of you guys, and absolutely no you're not going to!"
Just thinking about any of them having sex with Sarah shot my heart rate up, and I wasn't about to succumb to their stupid game and ruin the perfect night we had planned.
"How could you think I would allow-"
"Settle down now little man, there's no need for a tantrum." Callum interrupted me with a smug condescension. "Nobody said anything about fucking your girl."
Sarah stood behind me and began rubbing my back like she always did to help me calm down. I haven't even realised but I was standing now, with my fingers digging into the palm of my hands.
"You said-!"
"Shhhh, shhhh. It's ok." Sarah whispered into my ear in a sweet low voice. "Nothing is going to happen that you won't enjoy. Now let's just hear him out, alright Liam?"
It's a little shameful to admit the effect her touch and voice had on me. Even with my outrage, I still couldn't help but be turned on. I wasn't normally this easy to set off, but all the teasing tonight must have been keeping me on edge.
I relaxed my palm and tried to control my breathing, Callum taking this a sign he should continue.
"Two fingers." He wiggled them in front of me, like a taunt. "Two fingers and two minutes to get a nice feel of her. Either you man up and do it or we all get a turn."
Two fingers? We'd fooled around a bit with our hands before in the brief moments we had alone, this wouldn't be taking things too much further. I didn't like doing this in such a non-intimate way, but after being called little man one too many times I was ready to prove myself to the group.
"I-"
"Liam doesn't have anything to prove to you guys, isn't that right!" Sarah said, her hands changing from the soft rubbing to a tighter grip of my shoulders.
"I, I guess. Umm. Yes." I stumbled regaining my mental footing from Sarah's interruption.
"See, he doesn't need to lower himself to your level." She was right, I got so caught up with Callum's childish taunting I forgot I shouldn't be engaging with it.
"The first time he feels inside me will be a magical moment, and we're not going to let you guys ruin that!"
"Yeah!" Sarah moved in front of me and stood defiantly, hands on her waist with her chest out.
"And he's ready to prove it by watching you all finger me!"
"Yeah- uhh." My mind didn't quite believe what my ears were hearing. It wasn't until my eyes reported the sight of Sarah bending over to pull down and step out of her stockings and thong.
From behind I was blessed with a view of her bare ass, but from the front with her legs apart everyone would have a clear view of her now exposed pussy. She had left the fishnets on the ground, but grabbed her thong into her hand.
"How about we start with... you!" With both her hands she stretched the tiny thong and shot it like a slingshot, hitting her mark right in the face.
Steven grabbed the pair, clearly taking a deep sniff of them before balling them up and putting them in his pocket.
"Well, never keep a lady waiting I always say."
"Wait umm, I-" I tried to move forward and block the muscular blond from approaching, but Sarah put her hand on my chest stopping me.
"Stay there Liam, I need your support for this." She glanced back at me and flashed a quick genuine smile, before returning to watch Steven crouch down below her. A very similar look in her eyes now, to the looks she'd been on the receiving end of.
"Mmm wow." Steven said, his hands slowly running up her thighs while his face was inches away from her most intimate area. "So smooth and wet, I love a clean shaven girl."
I didn't know she'd shaven down there. She must have done it in preparation for what was supposed to be our special night. Now, instead, this stranger moved his hands between her legs and I could feel Sarah tremble as he must have made contact with her.
"Should I be gentle baby?" He asked. His eyes staring up at her while his fingers teased her skin.
"Noo." Came Sarah's reply. Her tone was needy, desperate even, in a way that seemed to surprise herself. She cleared her voice and composed herself before adding. "S-slow and gentle is for lovers. This is just you feeling how good my 'tight pussy' feels."
She broke her gaze with Steven and looked back at me, the hand on my chest slowly moving lower.
"Isn't that right Liam? They're just fingering me to see how it feels. Nothing more."
My throat felt bone dry and clogged. Like there was so much I wanted to say all the words were blocking me from saying anything. Sarah's hand skillfully slid under the band of my pants resting once again on the twitching bulge I had that wouldn't go away.
She bit her lip and gave a sly smile, taking a silent answer to an unspoken question. "So go as hard as you'd like. I can take it."
A man of his words, Steven didn't wait a moment more to begin his onslaught. The wet noise of his fingers violently entering her revealing how fast he must have been thrusting then into her. Her hand gripped me tight in response to the sudden and intense penetration, and small grunts and moans escaped her lips.
"S-so Does.. Does it feEL gOod?" She asked, clearly fighting to even remain standing.
"It feels amazing baby, but I'm thinking you feel even better right now." He seemed to enjoy making her squirm, quickening his pace in response to every moan that escaped her lips.
"Mmnngh, This- ahhh, t-this is NOthing.
"Is that so?" Callum said, leaning back in his seat as he watched the show. "What do you think Liam?"
"It- it's just a little feel." I wasn't sure why I said the words, there was no pretending this wasn't something more. I couldn't see directly what was happening, but Steven clearly was doing more than just feeling inside Sarah. He was giving her a finger fucking and with Sarah's hand griped tight on me and beginning to shake, I wasn't sure how much longer either of us could last.
"That's right." Callum smirked. "So let's make it a little more interesting. If Sarah makes it through the punishment without breaking down and cumming like a slut, we agree to admit you're more man than all of us."
Even as Callum laid out his new bet, Steven didn't let up. One hand relentlessly working her pussy with the other gripped her plump ass. Her breaths were getting quicker and shorter with every passing moment.
"But when ginger tits does cum. Whoever pushed her over the edge gets to taste her fuck hole."
The bet was ridiculous. The reward wasn't even close in worth to letting one if them take another of Sarah's first from me. And the odds were ridiculous stacked against us! No one had even been timing Steven so far and it must have been more that two minutes already! Sarah was clearly already close to the edge, and there were three more rounds to go.
I knew all of this, but still the words came out of my mouth. Sourced not from my brain, but from a need buried so deep inside me I'd never known it was there.
"You're on."
"That's enough Steven." Callum immediately began taking command now that he'd raised the stakes here. "Daniel, Lacy. Which one of you wants to go next?"
The siblings gave each other a knowing look and then both approached Sarah together.
"We'll take our turn at the same time." Lacy said, biting the right side of her lips as she waited for Steven to get out of their way.
"Works for me." Callum shrugged. "I think our girl can hold out long enough to let me claim the prize."
"But, that's not... that's four fingers...she...she can't!" Lacy's fingers may have been small and slender, but Daniel's hands were bigger than anyone else here. The thought of those fingers deep inside Sarah coincided with her own finger tracing across the tip of my cock through the fabric of my underwear. My whole body was twitching as I stayed hopelessly on edge, always just one more touch away from splattering in my pants.
They either didn't hear me, or ignored my comments. Steven standing up and raising his two glistening fingers to his face. I can't imagine how wet she must have been, because the fingers were completely covered and dripping in her sweet nectar. Steven opened his mouth and was moments away from getting to taste them, when Callum grabbed his forearm.
"Come on man, only the winner gets to taste her." They were staring each other down, until flashed his eyes at me. "Now go wipe them off."
Steven was visibly disappointed, but did as he was told and used my shirt as a towel to wipe off on. I should have been angry at how they were treating me, but instead my mind was busy unraveling the hollow dissatisfaction. I was feeling. Disappointment? Was I also disappointed he didn't get to taste Sarah?
I pushed the thought out of my mind. No, no I was just on edge from her hand rubbing my crotch. I needed to calm down and support her if we were going to win this. Because I, I didn't want to win... I needed to prove to these guys I was just as manly as they are.
Finished wiping off my girlfriend's juices on my shirt, Steven sat back down and the siblings began taking their turn with her.
"I know you like it hard, but I like to take things slow baby." Daniel told her.
"OhhhHhhhHh, thaa, that's ooookkaay." Sarah said as her eyes began to roll back in pleasure. It wasn't long before the two had her squirming more than Steven had, her sensual drawn out moans filling the room.
Daniel was crouched down low, one hand inside her while another gripped her thighs. Lacy was leaning up against her, her other hand lightly teasing her body as she whispered into her ear just loud enough for me to hear.
"You still think our touch can't compare to your little man's?" She asked Sarah but her eyes stared right at me. "You think he could make you feel anywhere near this good?"
I could feel the waves of pleasure pulsating throughout her body as the pair brought her closer and closer to orgasim. Sarah didn't answer but it also didn't seem like the question was even for her. The look in Lacy's eyes told me that she was talking to me, asking if I had what it took to really pleasure a girl like Sarah.
I didn't answer her either, not verbally at least. I couldn't see myself, but I knew that the answer to her question was plastered all over my face.
"Mmmhhhhhhaha." She ran a finger up Sarah's soft waist as she giggled. Caressing higher and higher until she reached her breast, circling the stickers Sarah had covering them. "These are a bit trashy, don't you think Liam? Why don't we just take them off..."
Her fingers grabbed the corner of the heart shaped sticker, slowly peeling it off as my heart raced faster and faster. It wouldn't be a perfect view from my angle, but Lacy was about to give me my first look at Sarah's fully exposed chest.
"I..ahhh... I can't keep myself up." Sarah moaned out. I need to lean against your back Liam, or..ahh.. or there's no way I'll make it."
Her head was back as she looked at me in the corner of her eye. One hand still caressing me while the other was held up to her mouth. She was biting the tip of her thumb, looking at me with a desperation she rarely had. I couldn't say no to her like that, even as a certain part of me was aching to see more of her.
I hesitated for a moment trying to get even a glimpse of naked nipples but Lacy had stopped, clearly waiting for me to turn around before she would reveal them. My back now pressed against Sarah's, I could feel her body shake as the pasties were pulled off one by one.
"Ohh these are so cute!" I could hear Lacy say. "Don't you think so Daniel?"
"Mmmm definitely." He said back. "I can see why you're obsessed with the sluts tits Callum."
"Stare all you like." Sarah said between breaths. "Even if you take a picture, they'll still won't belong to you!"
It almost seemed like she was trying to give them ideas now. But, but Sarah just wasn't that kind of girl. She had both hands caressing me now, no longer taking it slow but clearly trying to push me over the edge. Her hands pumping up and down my throbbing cock through that one layer layer of clothing.
I tried my best to hold on. To block out her soft moans, the wet slapping noises of her pussy being fingered by two hands, the amazing feeling of her hands rubbing against me. It was all so much but what did it say about me if I came right here, as a group of strangers used my girlfriend.




Through clenched hands and scrunched toes I held on, and maybe I might have even made it if that was all I had to endure. But then, for the briefest moment a bright flash filled the room.
I came before I realised what it meant, or maybe it was simultaneous. Biting my tongue, I stifled any moan as rope after rope of my cum was pumped straight into my underwear. Sarah could feel I was cumming, and was determined to mild every last drop out of me as it began to seep through.
I hoped nothing about us had given it away, that everyone was too focused on Sarah to notice me. Because if they'd known I'd just cum as a naked picture of Sarah was taken the last shred of respect they have for me would be gone.
"Alright times up." Callum put his hands on the siblings shoulders. "You've done to make it this far ginger tits, but do you really think you can handle me?"
For years I had just assumed that my first time hearing Sarah cum, would be our first time. I envisaged us passionate embracing, getting lost in the sensations of our bodies, and finally reaching a beautiful climax together.
My mind felt like it was finally clearing a little now that the tension in my balls had been drained all over my underwear, and the reality of my situation was beginning to hit me.
Callum had been as rough and forceful as Steven was, while showing just as much skill and desire as Lacy and Daniel. He came in with a ferocity, pushing hard against her and thus against me. I could hear him sucking and slurping on her as his hands worked her body and we were thrown against the couch.
My head was pressed into the back cushion as my body bent over, becoming a table for Sarah to lie back on.
"That's right baby, spread those legs open." Callum said. I could hear a faint rustling of clothing, were some of the other guys getting their cocks out? "Let's give these guys a good show."
I could feel as he entered her, not only did her body quiver in response but Callum seemed to be putting his weight into it. Somehow his technique must have worked, because it felt like he was getting his fingers in far deeper than they should be able to go.
"OooOohhh FuuUuuck Cal." Sarah grunted, harsher and more guttural than she had been. Like the others had only lightly teased her, and only now was she being truly satisfied.
"That's right ginger tits!" Callum thrusting in and out slowly now, still seemingly putting the full force of his body into it. "You love how it feels don't you."
"It, it's soo gooooood inside me baby!" She cried back.
'It'? Was Callum only using one finger? Was he trying to humiliate me by making her cum with just the one? Or was he getting her ready to take both?
It was difficult to stay stable as Callum slowly increased his pace, the wet slapping sound of flesh on flesh building to a crescendo. I kept my arms and feet planted as Sarah's body slid up and down our sweat drenched backs.
Even after just cumming the hardest I'd even in my life, I still felt my dick slowly rousing listening to their intermingled moans. The occasional flash didn't help, a reminder that there was a crowd of people watching and recording as my old high school bully penetrated my girlfriend with his fingers.
Sarah placed her hand over my scrunched fist, interlocking her fingers with mine. "I, I NEED to cum Liam." She admitted. "Is... Is thhaaAt ok-kay?"
She was directly asking me to lose the bet, to give in and let Callum get his mouth on her. I should tell her no, ask her to hold out just a bit longer. How long had we been like this anyways? Surely we were seconds away from the two minutes being up?
But then, she had made me cum hadn't she. Would it be cruel of me to deny her the same relief? I'd be giving away her first orgasm to another man, the man who had tormented us back in what felt like another lifetime. But, but it was just with his finger. There'd still be plenty of firsts for us to have on our own. A stupid little bet shouldn't get In the way of her happiness.
"Yes." I said, before my mind had a chance to change. I'd always said I would do anything for her, this was just putting that into practice.
Her scream was immediate and just as beautiful as I'd imagined it would be. Against my back I could feel as her legs locked together and her body began convulsing.
"FffUuuUuuuuccckkkk oHhhh YyEeessss!" Her voice was shaking as much as her body, her fingers digging into my had with a grip stronger that I knew she could muster.
In the middle of the throws of pleasure she slipped off my back, falling to the couch beside me. I looked down at her and took in the full beauty of her form for the first time. Her nipples were amazingly puffy, with small bumps framing her nipples perfectly. The smooth skin and beautiful curves of her waist drawing me into the space between her thighs, daring me to go deeper.
But as much as her body enticed me, it was her eyes I stared into. We got lost in each other's gazes, as we communicated everything without the need for words. My cum drenching my clothes and another man had made her cum, but this moment still felt perfect.
"I think I'll be collecting my prize in another room." Callum said as he lifted Sarah off the couch. For a moment as he walked past with her it almost looked like his cock was out, but my mind was still feeling a bit woozy.
I took a moment to pull myself together before sitting back up on the couch, realising my cock had become fully hard again. Daniel had disappeared somewhere, and Lacy was in the middle of taking Steven's cock down her throat.
I blushed seeing that, embarrassed like I had walked in on them. Even though they clearly didn't care if I saw them, it still felt a bit awkward just sitting around as it happened.
Muffled through the walls I could faintly hear Sarah's moans again as Callum must have begun eating her out. I felt like I should be there, watching as she came for a second time but my body was too exhausted to move. Thankfully Lacy noticed me and stopped sucking Steven to talk for a moment.
"Most guys wouldn't let a guy like Callum carry their girlfriend off." She said, casually sucking on the thick cock in front of her like it was a lollipop.
"I, uhhhh. I guess I'm not most guys..." I didn't know what to say, and the casual way she was giving head between our conversation was throwing me off.
"Mmmhh, Shluurp." She ran her tongue over his cock and stared at the bulge in my pants. "You're a fun guy Liam. Want me to take care of that for you? I know your girl won't mind."
I was already pretty horny again, and she was probably right that Sarah wouldn't mind... but no. Not only did I want my first time to be with Sarah, but I couldn't let them see the cum that was covering me right now.
"I, I can't." I said, trying to stop myself from staring at them.
"Come on babe, let's just go back to your place. Parties over here." Steven pulled her to her feet and left without even acknowledging me. Lacy followed soon after, giving me a wave and a smile as she left.
I was alone now, left this the faith moans and crystal that were getting a little louder... I should go check on her, make sure she's okay. But my body felt so heavy, and the couch so soft and comfortable...
The faint moans acting as my lullaby, sleep finally took me.
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The voice of the announcer was muffled by the curtains between us. I stood alone at the back of the stage, waiting for the moment I'd worked so hard for. Weeks, months, years of training, of putting in everything I had and now finally I would get the recognition I knew I deserved.
It was the awards night gala, members from every team in the league dressed in their fanciest clothes, drinking, eating and celebrating the best performances of the year. There were plenty of small awards and trophies that got handed out, but only one that really mattered.
Best player of the year.
The recognition that out of everyone in the whole league, you were the very best. Tonight that honour would go to me.
That wasn't just bravado or cockyness, The winner of the award was always announced a few days before the ceremony. As the night approached its climax, the staff had asked me to wait behind the stage. In only a moment my name would be called and the curtains would rise.
I'd been ecstatic the night my name was first called, but now that I was minutes away from holding the trophy in my hands, from hearing the audience's applause, it was really sinking in.
I'd worked hard for this. I'd earned it. I deserved it. And now finally everyone would see me for who I really was.
This was going to be a night I would never forget.
"Hey there 'best player'."
Striding up to the stage was Josh. Short dark hair, pale skin and a lean build. Standing at 5'9 he was a couple inches shorter than I was, but I'd never given him shit for that. In fact, I'd been nothing but pleasant to Josh, but he'd always had it out for me. Seeing me as his 'rival' I guess, as childish as that was.
"You shouldn't be back here." I told him.
"What? Am I not good enough to stand in your presence now?" Josh crossed his arms, puffing his chest out.
"You know that's not what I meant." I rolled my eyes. He always took what I said in the worst way possible.
"You've always thought you were better than the rest of us." Josh walked up to me. Standing closer than I was comfortable with. "Guess now finally you'll have proof of that."
"I never thought-"
"Say, I've got a question for you?" Josh spoke over me.
I hated having to entertain this asshole, but I didn't want to start anything with him tonight. Not when I'd spent so much time getting dressed up and looking my best.
"What?"
"Who'd you have to suck off to get picked?" Josh grinned wide. Staring me down. "Or did a fag like you just do it for free?
"Excuse me?" I clenched my fist, resisting the urge to just deck him right here.
"You hear me. So who was it? Your coach? The commissioner?"
"Yeah man, tell him who it was."
I threw my head around to see Cayden waking up from the opposite end of the stage. Cayden was one of the more built guys in the league. Black skin and brown hair, he was about as tall as Josh was but much more imposing. He was someone I thought I was friendly with. I would have been relieved to see him walking over if it wasn't for what I'd heard him say and if he wasn't carrying a chair and a coil of rope...
"You let the whole committee use you as a cum dump. Didn't you?" Josh had a wild look in his eyes. A desperate hunger.
"What the fuck is this." I asked as the two men closed in on me.
"Just a little bit of friendly hazing." Josh said as he grabbed my arm. "Now why don't you show us those skills that 'won' you the award."
I struggled to get out of Josh's grip without tearing at my suit. I started to scream for help, but Josh grabbed my mouth. Muffling my screams as he forced me down onto my knees.
"Hurry up, come on." Josh grunted at Cayden. "And the rest of you guys, keep quiet and get in line."
I was panicking. Struggling wild as both Josh and Cayden held me down. At some point more players had shown up. Watching as I was forcibly tied up. Doing nothing to help.
"Been waiting for this a long time."
I heard one of them say. Other guys laughing and nodding in agreement.
I couldn't believe it. I knew Josh had it out for me... but was this what everyone thought of me...
"Come on, come on. Get them nice and tight." Josh said as Cayden bound my wrists together.
"MHhmMmmm MhMmhHh!" I screamed into Josh's hand.
"Up on the chair now, get those bindings nice and tight." Cayden and Josh pulled me up and onto the chair they'd brought. Tying me down to it with a rope around my waist and with my legs spread open and strapped to the chair. It was too small, uncomfortable, but there was nothing I could do except scream my lungs out into Josh's hand.
"MMHHftt! MHUUNghhhHHHh!"
"Hold the fags mouth shut." Josh commanded Cayden.
Josh's hand slipped off me as Cayden's replaced it. Another of his hands gripping my throat just tight enough for me to feel it.
"Let's take a good look at you pretty boy." Josh grabbed my suit in his hands and began tearing away at it. More hands pulling at my pants as Cayden held me down. I struggled, kicked, screamed and shoved, but I was barely an inconvenience.
"Look at this fucking freak." Josh slapped my face repeatedly. Staring at me with that intense energy. "You're getting hard from this?"
Josh grabbed my cock, gripping it tight to feel how hard it was. I wanted to pull, or squirm away, but he almost literally had me by the balls now.
"The little beta boy must get excited from having a real man control him." Cayden chuckled. His hand around my throat moving down to my nippled. Twisting and groping them with his big, strong hands.
"Yeah... yeah I bet you do don't you." Josh's nose twitched as he glared at me.
"Well then, I got something special for you." Josh's wide eyes stared into mine as he dropped his pants to the ground.
His cock was massive, and rock hard. Maybe nice inches long, with enough thickness to make it look incredibly heavy. It swung in the air like a metal rod, with just as much force and power in it.
"Heh, like what you see gay boy?" Josh chuckled.
"MHmmmmHh! MHhhmmmMm!" I screamed back as I watched Josh stroke his cock.
"You sure seem talkative today, guess we'll have to do something about that won't we." Josh slapped his cock on top of my face. His heavy, warm meat slapping into my forehead. "You know to be a good boy, don't you? If I feel even a touch of teeth, I'll make you regret it."
Bound to the chair, my mouth was perfectly at crotch height. As Josh rubbed his thick hard cock over my face, the crowd of guys around us started taking theirs out as well. Stroking themselves while watching Josh use me like a doll.
While my eyes were scanning around the room, dreading what would come next, Josh hit me with a slap hard enough to almost knock the chair over.
"I fucking asked you a question." He let go of my mouth. Holding my head in place and forcing me to stare at him.
"Untie me right now and maybe-"
SLAP
"Wrong answer." Getting down on his knees, Josh took my balls into his hands and yanked them forward. Enough to make me wince, but just on the edge of really hurting.
Right beside my head, Cayden was jerking off. His cock was just a little shorter than Josh's, but somehow even thicker. Large veins bulging out, throbbing as Cayden slapped his cock into his hand. Just waiting for his turn with me.
"Now, I'm going to ask you one more time." Josh said slowly. Staring me in the eyes. "Are you going to be good and keep that pretty mouth open? Or do you want everyone in the crowd to hear their star squeal."
Josh gripped my balls tighter, the pain verging on unbearable. Even worse than the pain though, was the thought of anyone else seeing me like this. This was meant to be my night, the start of something big, but if anyone saw me like this my entire career would be ruined.
"Fuck you!" I hissed. Immediately regretting my outburst as Josh began to crush my balls in his hand.
"What was that champion?" Josh said as he watched me squirm. "Couldn't quite hear you. Why don't you try answering again?"
"Fuu...Fuuuck." I breathed hard. My eyes on the verge of crying. It hurt so bad... I can't... I can't...
"F-ffine." I winced. "I'll be good."
Josh smiled. Letting go of my balls as a wave of relief washed over me. A short lived relief, as Josh's cock edged closer to my mouth.
"That's what I like to hear." Josh chuckled. "And don't worry, they won't think any less of you after we're done..."
Josh stepped closer, his cock head less than an inch from my lips. He didn't force it into me like I'd expect, instead he just kept it there. Waiting.
"Go on then you fucking slut." Josh's breathing was getting faster. His cock already starting to dribble some precum. "Don't act like you don't want it."
The fucking nerve on this bastard. He had me strapped down on a chair and was threatening me, yet he still wholeheartedly believed that I really wanted to suck his cock.
"Open wide and let's see how stretchy your throat is." Josh grabbed my mouth, shoving his fingers inside and forcing it open. "That's right, stick that slut tongue out for me."
Not even waiting for me to comply, Josh pulled my tongue out of my mouth. Slapping and rubbing his cock onto it. Making me taste his thick, sweaty dick before he forced it inside me.
It... it was horrible... disgusting... if... if Josh thought I was going to let him put that... thing all the way into my mouth... then...
"Damn bro, look at how hard this fag is already!" Cayden laughed.
What?! No... I wasn't... that didn't mean...
"Oh you like being used don't you?" Josh's fingers gripped the back of my head hard enough to hurt. He held my head in place, his cock lined up to force its way down my throat. With no way for me to escape it.
I tried to struggle. Pulling my head back, shaking it loose. I wasn't strong enough to break free.
"Fuck I've been waiting for this." Josh slowly forced his cock forward. Using both his hands to pull my head down his cock. "Nuhghooounnghh fuuuuck yes."
Josh's cock started filling my mouth up. Forcing its way down my throat. Making me gag and drool. My body unintentionally pleasuring Josh's fat cock.
Once he'd forced the full length of his cock down my throat, he kept it there. Strapped down to the chair, my head was perfectly placed at cock height. It was effortless for Josh. He could fuck my face with ease, but instead he left me choking on his cock. His balls rubbing against my chin, my nose forced to inhale his heavy cock musk.
"Unghh fuuck it's like his throat was made for cock dude." Josh pulled his cock out of my mouth, keeping it close. It was covered in my spit. Strands of drool running from the tip of his cock right into my mouth.
Before I could even catch my breath, his cock was back inside me. My lips locked around his bulging shaft as he steadily used my face.
"Look at the gay boys cock twitch." A voice I couldn't even place said. It was followed by the chilling touch of someone's hand on my cock.
"God what a fucking slut. He's hard as a rock."
"Fucking loser. Let me feel it too."
Everyone began crowding around us. Hands pulled and tugged my cock while others groped my ass or pulled on my nipples. Even with my face occupied by Josh's cock, guys still slapped my face or rubbed their cocks against me.
"Gluuck Fuck Guuck Dude Guuuck This Guuuahhh Is Guuughh Sooo Guuuugahh Fucking Guuagghh GOoOood!"
Josh was fucking me so hard now the chair was tipping back. Breathing getting harder as he kept thrusting his cock and filling my throat with it.
"Unghh fuuuck I'm gonna BREED this mouth pretty boy." Josh grunted wildly as he face fucked me. Making me choke on it and taste as he dribbled his precum down my throat.
"Hahaha his fucking cock is leaking."
"Come on man. Have some fucking dignity."
No! Fuck that wasn't my fault! They kept rubbing my head or squeezing my balls.
I didn't fucking want this... so why was my cock still so damn hard...
I struggled. Trying to pull my head back or turn away, but again it backfired. My tongue rubbed up against his thick, hard shaft. I tried to move it off of his cock, but anywhere it went I could still feel him. In the end it would have felt like my tongue was massaging his cock.
When I pulled my head back, I could move it an inch or so, but would get pulled right back in. Josh barely had to do anything, he just let me pull back and then forced me right back down. He was fucking my face against my will, and yet I was the one doing the work...
"Ohhhhnghhnnn fuuck get ready for it slut!" Josh's cock slammed against the back of my throat. He was so close now I could almost feel his balls fill up with a gargantuan amount of cum.
I desperately tried pulling back again, but it was no use. Josh was right on the verge of unloading his balls inside me, his grip on my head tighter than ever.
"NUghnhHh fuuuuuuUUuckkk." Josh's cock erupted inside me. Thick steaming ropes of cum splattering against the back of my throat and dripping down. Josh's body shaking as he came inside me, the sloppy wet noises of my mouth being used almost covering up Josh's deep moans.
Strength left Josh's arms as the powerful full body orgasm rushed through him. Still desperate to get his cock out of my throat, I pulled back again without thinking.
Josh was midway through painting my throat with his cum when I moved back. His gooey seed continuing to pour out and fill my mouth. Soaking my tongue in his warm sticky cum.
"Ohhh fuuck bro!" Josh moaned as his cock popped out of my mouth. A few small dribbles of cum leaking onto my face as it hung above me.
"Oh my God, I think he's harder than ever."
"There's no way just one cock was good enough for this fag."
"You did good slut. A champion performance." Josh gripped my head by my cheeks. Forcing me to look up at him. "Now why don't I return the favour."
Josh got down on his knees and wasted no time wrapping his lips around my cock. Slowly moving his head down my shaft while everyone watched and laughed. Calling me the pathetic perverted faggot for liking it so much.
I wanted to scream, to tell them all that I wasn't into this! But with my mouth full of Josh's cum, I couldn't say anything... and no matter how hard I tried I couldn't get my hard on to calm down.
Everyone was watching Josh slowly sock me off, disdain and disgust in their eyes. I couldn't take it anymore. If I spat the cum out, it would just land on my chest and humiliate me even further. Which meant if I wanted to shout for help, there was only one option...
As Josh gently stroked my drool covered twitching cock, I grit my teeth and swallowed his load. Feeling the thick lump of cum slowly work its way down my throat and filling up my stomach.
The cum cleared from my mouth, I opened wide. Trying to take in a deep breath before screaming as hard as I could. But instead of air, it was Cayden's cock that filled my lips the moment they opened up.
"Nughh fuuck you're so right dude." Cayden groaned as he began face fucking me. Ramming his thick black cock into my mouth as hard as he could right from the start. All while Josh was still stroking and sucking my cock, teasing me anytime it twitched or leaked.
Gluuck Gunughh Guuuckkk Gulluck
Cayden pounded my throat so hard. His heavy balls swaying violently as he assaulted my mouth with his cock. Barely any time passed at all before his cock was throbbing, ready to unload another fat creamy load down my used up throat.
"UNgHnnnGgHh TAKE THAT COCK SLUT!" Cayden grunted as he came hard. Filling up my mouth with his cum, and then wiping his sloppy cock off on my face.
"So who's using the fucktoy next?" Josh grinned. Rubbing his thumb over the head of my wet cock. Watching me squirm as pulses of unwanted pleasure shot through me.
A chorus of desperately horny men replied. Everyone wanted to be the next to shove their cock in my mouth.
"WAIT-" Was all I could manage to say before I was gagged by the next cock. Another hard relentless pounding for my throat. Ending with cum spraying all over my face this time.
"PLEAS-MhFfft" another cock shoved its way past my lips. So slick with spit and cum his cock practically slid right into my mouth effortlessly. Ramming up and down until finally he was ready to cum inside me.
"Just give me a sec-MHFffUnggh"
More and more and more and more guys took my mouth as their own. It was hard to keep track of who had and who hadn't used me anymore. A new cock taking the olds one place without giving me even a moment's rest. Made even worse by Josh's teasing. He kept sucking and stroking me the entire time. Always keeping me close to the edge of cumming, but never giving me that release.
"And now everybody, the moment of the night you've all been waiting for!"
The announcer's voice snapped me back to reality. Fuck. This was bad.
Everyone else had scattered. Leaving only me, and Josh. Still down on his knees, stroking my extremely sensitive cock I'm his hand.
"P-please..." I caught my breath. Reluctantly swallowing the final load of cum. "Get me out of here... don't... don't let them see-"
"How bout' I give you a choice? One your body can make, not you." Josh's grip around my cock tightened. The pace of his strokes slowly increasing.
"Prove that this isn't how you deserve to be seen as. Prove that you don't want this." Josh's stare was as crazy as ever. His intense wide eyes staring right into mine as he kept pumping my cock harder and faster.
I... I couldn't... I... I needed... fuuuuuckkkk
"UnGhuahhhuahhh." I moaned as my cock exploded all over my chest. A huge, edged out load covering me. Completely dousing my chest and the tattered remains of my suit in cum.
"Heh... that's what I thought." Josh wiped his hand off on my hair and left. Leaving me exhausted and tied to the chair like some cheap cumdump.
"And now, without any further ado, let's put our hands together for the player of the year!"
The curtains parted. Cameras flashing and the entire crowd cheering. Everything I wanted lasted only a short moment before people noticed the state I was in.
After that half beat of stunned silence, they erupted into a frenzy. Half the crowd laughing at me, the other screaming at me in anger. With every single camera flashing ten times as fast. Forever capturing this moment of my complete and utter humiliation.
I had been right all along. This was a night I was never going to forget.
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After what felt like the longest night of my life, morning broke. The day's first rays of light sneaking through our window, marking this sleepless night as complete.
Claire slept soundly beside me. An angel in human form. Her curly brown hair resting on her cute freckled face. Her soft supple skin so clear and pale that it shimmered in the early morning light. It made me want to kiss my way down her body until my face was between her perfect full chest, smothering myself in her perfect deep cleavage.
She was an angel... she just wasn't only my angel anymore...
I couldn't stop thinking about what she asked for last night. Taking things further. Loosening the rules...
I couldn't believe just how much the thought of it excited me. All night when I should have been sleeping I'd been fantasising about her. Claire in her sexy maid outfit, 'cleaning' her master's cock. Serving some man who didn't appreciate her at all, who only thought of her as a toy to be used...
If it was that simple, I might have said yes. Yes to letting other guys touch her body. Yes to letting her touch their cocks. Yes to letting them cum all over her face.
But it wasn't that simple.
She still didn't know that I knew. That the people who hired her for her maid job were our best friends. That Jimmy, Tim and Dorian of all people would be the ones I was giving her permission to mess around with. Our filthy, perverted, socially awkward virgin friends.
There was something darkly exciting about that. About those guys of all people treating my beautiful, funny, intelligent wife as some slutty bang maid. But that was just the fantasy of it. We'd been discovering a whole new side to our relationship lately, and letting her run wild with my friends felt like jumping into the Mariana trench before learning how to swim.
The best thing to do would be to put a stop to things. To tell her to cancel her new 'maid' job and explore these new desires in a safer environment.
But we did need the money...
Claire had brought home two hundred dollars, plus a tip of a hundred more, for only a few measly hours of 'work'. We wanted to buy a house, we wanted to start a family. As much as I didn't want her to take things further with those guys, that kind of money wasn't something we could afford to say no to.
"Mhmm morning sleepy head." Claire rolled over to me, snuggling with me under the sheets. "You're up early today."
"Couldn't sleep." I told her. Kissing her forehead.
"Oh? And here I thought you would have slept like a log after cuming so hard last night." Claire giggled. Her hair rubbing my crotch through my pants. "Seems like your 'log' is still as hard as ever..."
"How am I supposed to sleep with my perfect sexy wife sleeping naked right next to me?" I chuckled. Kissing her on the lips as my hands made their way down her curves.
"I'm not just your perfect sexy wife anymore." Claire had a cute impish smile on her face. She rolled over on top of me. Straddling my thighs with her hands on my chest. Her soft bouncy boobs hanging right above me, tantalisingly close while being just out of reach. "I'm also Master's perfect sexy maid!"
"Yeah, uhh... about that."
"I still have your used condom from last night tied up." Claire stared off into the distance. Grinding her pussy on my hard bulge. "I wonder how Master would react if I showed up with it tied to my skirt... Maybe he'd want to add a few of his own..."
"Claire? I think umm... I think that-"
"He probably wouldn't want to use a condom though, if one could even fit him..." Soft moans escaped her lips as she rubbed herself on me. "Master's cock is too good to be kept covered up with a pathetic condom..."
"Claire? Baby?" I shook her arm a little to get her attention.
"Hmm? Oh sorry! I thought you'd want a tease to help deal with that morning wood." Claire wasn't usually this horny first thing in the morning. Normally that would be a good thing, but I'd been thinking this over all night long and needed to get it out right away.
"I love how eager to please you are baby, but I wanted to talk about that maid job." I watched as her sweet seductive smile faded.
"I thought you liked me being a sexy maid." She said. Her disappointment leaking into her tone.
"I do! I really do!" I reassured her.
"And we need the money..."
"It's not that I want you to stop. It's just..." This conversation was going differently than it did in my head. The exhaustion of a sleepless night made it hard to concentrate on saying things right. "It's just... maybe you could..."
I wanted to tell her to find a new client, but that felt stupid now. Where else was she going to find cashed up horny guys willing to pay so much just to have her tease them. And how was I supposed to ask her for that without letting her know that I knew just who her 'Master' was.
"Take more pictures for you?" The smile returned to her face as she thought she guessed what I was thinking.
"Y-yeah... exactly..." I couldn't stop myself from going with it. She was so excited by this, so happy. I couldn't bare to see her frown.
"Mhmmm well I don't think master will have any problems with that! And it's only fair that you get to have your fun as well!" Claire leaned forward. Her heavy chest hanging down inches away from my face, Her hand pressing down on me the only thing stopping me from shoving my head between them.
"Right sooo... Make sure anything you do is recorded and sent to me." Maybe this could still work. If she had to send me everything she was doing then she was bound to keep things tamer.
"So my big man can jerk off to his maid wife serving her Master's big fat cock~" Claire purred. A hand slipping into my shorts and slowly stroking my cock.
"Fuuck... you're still turned on from last night aren't you?" I asked. My breaths getting tighter.
"Says you." She giggled. Jerking my hard cock a little faster.
She was so sexy right now. Her boobs jiggled as she stroked my cock. Her cute blue eyes dripped with desire as they rolled back in her head. Teeth biting her lips in anguish as she made us both ride the edge of an orgasm.
"Have you thought anymore about what we talked about?" She moaned while stroking my cock. "Loosening those rules and tightening your pleasure?"
"I.. ughhh..." Claire was jerking me even faster now. Building me closer and closer to orgasm.
"A Master should be able to touch his maid right?" She purred. "To slap his cock on her and cum all over her body!"
Fuuck... She knew what she was doing. Asking me while straddling me like this. But knowing what she was doing didn't make it any harder to resist. I did want to see her get touched by another man. To see her beautiful freckled face get slapped by his thick meaty cock.
I just didn't want that man to be one of our gross perverted virgin friends.
"You can..." I swallowed deep. "You can let him touch you... but that's it. I don't want him cuming on you yet."
"Mhmmm... yet?" Claire smiled. Jerking me even harder and faster. Pumping my cock with her slender hands right up until...
Until I just started to cum.
"Ohh- F-Fuuck." I groaned as cum poured out of my cock. My cock dumping its load on her hand without me actually getting any of the pleasure of cuming.
"Oh, shit! Sorry babe!" Claire winced. "I just wanted to tease you! I didn't mean to ruin it..."
"That's... that's okay..." I took deep breaths. Recovering from the entirely unsatisfying orgasm.
"I wanted you to cum in my mouth... but I guess that'll have to wait for tonight." Claire winked at me. Getting out of the bed and walking into our bathroom.
"Soo... does that mean..."
"That I'm working again tonight?" Claire said from the bathroom. "Yeah. My Master is still so, sooo dirty. He needs his maid to clean him all up!"
The sound of the shower turning on drowned out Claire's giggles. She was really getting into this new role, I'd never seen her like this before. Thinking about it, I'd never seen myself like this before either.
My dick was semi-hard with cum dribbling out of it, but I was still horny as all hell. I couldn't believe what I'd just agreed to. Giving my permission for her to let the guys grope her, to touch her like they'd always fantasised about. It felt so wrong and dirty, I'd barely had the restraint to say no to letting them cum on her.
How far was I going to let this go? How far would she take it? I wasn't sure in the slightest, and that made it all the more exciting. So long as I didn't think about who she was doing it with...
Maybe I just needed to stop thinking about it. It wasn't like I was a hundred percent sure it was the guy's place she was cleaning. Only about ninety nine percent sure. Maybe Dorian telling her he would see her was just a coincidence. Maybe she knew another unattractive yet charismatic perverted loser who was willing to pay an exorbitant amount of money to have her clean his filthy house in a slutty costume...
Yeah... That was possible...
A buzz on the bedside table got my attention. Claire's phone. Locked and charging, with a new notification.
The contact's name was just 'Master' with a pink love heart next to it. Weird. I didn't think she was really into emojis?
I couldn't read the full message without opening her phone and removing the notification. I didn't want Claire seeing that I had snooped around on her phone, so I only read what I could.
'How's my maid slut doing this morning? Don't forget to bring the oil for those milkers today. My back's been aching and...'
My heart started racing again thinking about Claire oiling up her tits. Gliding her hands over them, lifting them up and letting them drop back down.
Fuck I wish she would have let me cum properly. I couldn't stop myself from fantasising about her.
If his back was aching, then he'd need a massage. Maybe with the oil she would be bringing... Maybe she'd even rub it right from her tits onto his skin...
I had to stop myself. Force myself to calm down. I doubted she would actually do something like that to him... she would probably just let him get a few squeezes in and then embellish the story for me.
Yeah. Just because she had permission to touch, didn't mean she could touch him with her tits. That was like, an entirely different thing. Not something she would think she was allowed to do...
"You plan on getting ready?" Claire asked.
She was already out of the shower. Dried and with her make-up on.
Fuck. How long had I been fantasising for? Did I drift off to sleep? I'd have to rush to work if I wanted to make it in time.
"Shit." I threw off my clothes. Rushing towards the shower when I noticed Claire getting dressed.
She was pulling a pencil skirt up her legs, her juicy ass bent over. Her leaky pussy perfectly framed from behind. A beautiful sight, but also a slightly concerning one.
"Are you going to put panties on babe?" I asked. Standing inside the bathroom doorway.
"Maids don't wear panties sweety~" She giggled back.
"Yeah but uhh... I think maybe you should wear them." I was too tired to talk properly, but she got what I meant. Even if she wasn't going to wear them in her maid outfit, she still needed to wear them for work.
"Really? But Master said he would... oh! I get it!" Claire bit her lips again. Staring at me. "Mmhmm good thinking babe. What pair should I wear?"
She did understand. Good. I didn't have time to debate this back and forth.
"Any pair should be fine." I told her. Blowing her a kiss as left to get the shower running.
"I think I know just what to wear..." I could hear her giggling as the shower ran. I didn't know what was so funny, but I guess she was just in a good mood.
"I'll keep you updated babe." Claire was dressed now. About to leave for the day. "And tell you all about the fun I had once I'm home!"
"I can't wait." I told her. Rubbing off the steam from the shower to see her at the doorway. "Love you."
"Love you too babe." She blew me a kiss. "Now more than ever."
As she walked out the door I couldn't stop thinking about tonight. About what those lips would be doing while she was working as a 'Maid'...
But I didn't have time to fantasise. I would be late enough as is.
And besides... Anything I could imagine would be nothing compared to the real thing.
***
I had felt like a zombie by the time I made it into work. The sleepless night weighted on my eyelids, and what little thought capacity I had left was busy thinking about Claire.
I almost made it to lunchtime without passing out at my desk. Almost. But the operations meeting just dragged on and on, and before I even knew it I was face down on my desk with a pool of drool beside me.
I would have been caught out if it wasn't for Claire. The buzz from her text was the only thing that could have woken me I was so tired.
I opened my phone before I even wiped away the drool. I don't know what I was expecting her to send at this time of day, but I knew I needed to see it right now.
The picture was of Claire, standing in front of a bathroom mirror. She had this sexy coy look in her eyes, biting a finger seductively. But as sexy and cute her freckled face was, my eyes were glued down low.
She had pulled up her panties, revealing what panties she'd worn today. They were my favourite pair, the first one I'd ever seen her in. The one she wore on our first night together.
Blue and white stripes. The classic 'Anime girl' panties. They were a simple pair, but oh so sexy. They were older, and a little worn down, but still wearable. Although they looked tighter than ever on her. If I zoomed in on the picture, I could see the outline of her pussy. Her shaven mound and juicy lips. It was enough to instantly get me hard again.
"Wow babe! You look amazing!!" I wrote back. Love heart reacting to her picture.
"Aww thanks bby ♡♡♡" She texted back. "I'm glad you like it! Master thought I looked cute here too!"
She was sending these to Dorian as well?? That made me feel a little uneasy, but I guess it wasn't surprising. She wasn't showing off that much, but it still felt a little intimate.
"How about this one?"
This picture was closer, Claire's upper body only. She was looking away from the camera and blushing, but with a mischievous smile and her tongue out.
She had pulled her top off, her perfect plump boobs centre of frame. Written in the same lipstick she was wearing now were the words 'Master's' and then 'Slut', one word for each tit.
"Don't worry, I censored it for you honey!" Claire wrote while I took the picture in.
Technically she wasn't lying. She'd at least taken the time to cover her nipples with emojis before sending it, but she clearly didn't take a close look at it. The stickers barely covered her areolas, that tantalisingly pink flesh peaking out from behind the love heart cover.
"Umm... u look really hot!!! But maybe don't show this one to anyone else? Ur face is in the pic so..." I texted her. Hoping that would be enough to convince her not to send them.
"Soz bby, Master gets first dibs on everything I send ;)"
So Dorian would have already downloaded the selfie by now... which meant even while texting I was getting his sloppy seconds...
I started writing my response when she texted again. "G2G now before I get caught! Oh and I'll be going straight from work to 'work', so don't wait up ;)"
She was such a tease. Getting me all excited and then running off. And writing something like that on her chest? At work?? I never knew she had it in her.
She probably was only teasing about sending the pictures to her master first. Maybe she wasn't even sending them to him at all. Even though she was really getting into the whole 'maid's thing and having a 'master', Dorian was still Dorian. I knew she liked him the least out of all my friends, and she even admitted that she didn't find him attractive at all.
I think she enjoyed the idea of having a 'master' more than the real thing. It was something she could tease me about, something that gave her a thrill, but we both knew it wasn't serious. Dorian was a perv and a creep, but he wasn't a treat to me.
I mean, what did a virgin loser like him have that could compete with me?
Another buzz snapped me out of my daydreaming. One last picture from Claire it seemed.
The picture was taken from down low, looking up at Claire. She looked down at the camera, staring into it with her bright blue eyes while biting her lips. The picture was clearly taken at her desk quickly, but she had still pulled her top down, with one boob out but covered up with her hand. She was griping herself so tightly, her hand digging into the soft plump flesh of her big boobs. Seeing her like that in public was almost enough to make me cum in my pants, and that wasn't even the best part of the picture.
At the bottom of the image, close enough to the camera to see the goosebumps on her skin, were her panties. Those cute, sentimental panties were squished between her red, needy, pussy lips. Pulled up hard into a front wedgie, and completely drenched in her pussy juices. It was by far the sexyiest, sluttiest thing she'd ever send me. Captioned "Can't wait to serve ur huge dick tonight♡" with some lewd looking emojis thrown in. She must have been as horny as I was to write that, she didn't normally call my cock huge.
I couldn't help but feel smug as I stared at the picture. I knew there was no way Claire would send a picture like this to Dorian. It was solid proof to me that she was bluffing. I doubted she'd even sent one of the selfies to him. They were all for me, just her having some fun teasing me. That made far more sense than the alternative. That Claire was giving my filthy virgin friends her nudes before showing me them.
Acting on impulse, I rushed into the bathroom. Finding an empty stall and dropping my pants, holding my hard cock in the palm of my hand, snapping a picture to send to Claire.
"It's going to make you scream all night long!" I sent. It had been a while since we sent each other anything like this, and the thrill washed over me as the messages were ticked as read.
I stayed in the toilet, waiting for her response. Dying with anticipation to see what she might send next. Another sexy selfie? With her panties down around her ankles, fingers digging into her wet pussy! Or maybe she would beg me to leave work right now, and take her on her desk for everyone to see.
"?"
"Oh! Yeah cant wait."
Huh... Not quite what I was expecting.
I guess she did tell me she was going back to work, and that she didn't want to get caught. Fuck, I messed up didn't I. She had risked sending that pic to me and me alone, and like the dumb horny guy I was I had to push my luck.
I love heart reacted to her message and left it at that. She was busy and I didn't want to piss her off more by interrupting. I'd see her again soon enough, and prove my words to her in person.
*****
I left work early this time, just to be sure. I walked in the door, put some food in the oven and dropped my pants. Claire had already sent her first updates as I was driving home, and I was actually excited to read them. I'd gotten over the initial feelings of jealousy, and was embracing this new kink. Claire knew the boundaries, and I trusted her to keep them. I was safe in the knowledge that whatever the guys got to see or do with Claire, I would be getting so much more.
The first picture was a normal selfie, captioned 'Ride's almost here. R u excited yet bby??"
I was. Sitting on the couch I pulled my cock out of my boxers. Holding my stiff dick in my hands as I read on.
"Master brought everyone to pick me up today!!"
The next picture was taken from inside Dorian's car. Claire was in the backseat, squeezed between Tom and Jimmy. She wasn't showing their faces of course, but it was so obviously them. Jimmy looked like he was frozen, arms holding onto his legs for dear life. Tom was far less shy. He already had his hand on her thigh. A casual, intimate touch. I wondered if Claire knew that I knew. If this was a part of her game, or if she really thought I wasn't figuring it out. I could have confronted her about it, but that felt like it would spoil things. Like it would ruin this exciting new game before it even really began.



The next picture down took me by surprise, like when you were walking up the stairs and you thought there was one more step than there was. Dorian must have taken the picture from the front of the car, because Claire was on her knees, turned around in her seat. She only wore her undergarments, bending over to stick her panty covered ass out. Her head was turned back, staring at the camera. Staring at me.
"Master wanted me to get changed before we went inside ♡ dont worry, I made them look away(>‿◠)✌"
Stickers covered the guys faces, so I couldn't be sure if she was telling the truth. I trusted her though, and why would she lie about them not seeing her? So far, she had only exaggerated what they were doing to her. Not the other way around.
"Oh no!! Master got mad at me for wearing panties... (╥︣﹏᷅╥)"
The message was followed by a thread of images. Claire reaching back to unhook her bra. Claire with a bare back, holding her bra in the air. Claire wiggling her butt in the air, hands around her panties... Claire lowering her panties... her ass completely showing as she pulled them down her pale, juicy thighs... one picture at a time...
"Looks like your wife is banned from wearing any underwear at all now... ;)"
My heart was racing as I looked at the pictures. Claire was naked, on her knees and sticking her ass out. All while surrounded by my best friends. My gut twisted and churned, anxiety rushing over me. My wife was my virgin friend's plaything...
But if I stopped stroking my cock for a minute and breathed, I knew it wasn't all that bad. Claire was naked, but she wasn't actually showing them anything. Her soft round butt kept its cheeks together, preventing Dorian from getting a look deeper in, and her boobs were pressed into the back seat of his car. Safely covered from their view.
At least, she was covered in the pictures I was seeing.
As I zoomed in and stared at each picture in the set, I noticed something else. Her ass cheeks were slowly turning red. I almost would have missed it, but the change was obvious when you went from the first to the last image. The cheek next to where Tom was stilling was even redder than the cheek next to Jimmy... Maybe she was spanking her own ass for them... but that didn't feel likely...
A fresh text came in. The picture dropping first. Claire was in her maid outfit now, on her knees just outside of their apartment door. She was bending over, facing the floor, the top cheeks of her bare ass just barely exposed in the picture. With my favorite panties of hers in her hands, being offered up to her new master...
"Don't worry... Master said he would give them back when their done with me (✿◠‿◠)"
The deeper the knot in my stomach got, the harder my cock was. I should have been writing back, telling her to cool things down or to hurry up and get dressed.
I wasn't sure I wanted to.
The further Claire pushed me, the more thrilling this was becoming. She knew what I wanted better than I did, that was becoming obvious to me now. I reacted to each and every picture she sent, letting her know I was watching but staying silent.
Claire had full control of the situation now
There was nothing I could do except watch tonight unfold. Or, maybe more accurately, nothing I wanted to do.
I trusted her to take the reins. To know how far she should push things. It was that lack of control that kept my heart racing, even while my phone was silent.
What was she doing right now while I was sitting at home? Hand on my cock just waiting to see what she would send next.
Was Dorian sniffing her used panties? I knew for a fact that pervert wouldn't resist the chance to. They must have been completely soaked in her juices, the scent of her wet pussy intoxicating to a virgin like him.
How far would she let him take things anyway? Would she let him sniff them? Maybe even let him lick them? Ostensibly, Dorian was Claire's master, but I knew who really held all the power here. None of those guys had the backbone to actually order her around. They'd all be too terrified of scaring her off and ruining all the fun.
The phone stayed silent for a while longer. My cock never getting any less hard the whole time. Throbbing involuntarily when the notification of her next message finally dropped.
"Sorry bby. Master has me working hard!" Her first text read. Followed by another picture.
This one was tamer than the others. A close up selfie of Claire's face, tongue out and eyes rolled back. A perfect Ahegao face to go with her slutty maid outfit, only... on her tongue... was...
Was that cum?
The creamy white glob was smeared up the length of her tongue. It definitely looked like it could be cum... but... But would she actually take things that far?
"Can you guess what your cute maid wife has been cleaning up (˵ ¬ᴗ¬˵)?" The text twisted the heavy knot inside me even further.
She had to just be teasing me. There was no way she'd actually put her tongue on Dorian's filth covered cock. They must have just put a drop of cream or something on her tongue and spread it around...
That's what I told myself, but a part of me couldn't stop thinking about the possibility of it being real. It gnawed away at my mind, driving me crazy. And yet I couldn't wait to see what she sent next.
"The floor?" I texted innocently. Almost daring her to push further. To tease me more.
"Try again (・ωｰ)～"
Claire was staring right into the camera for the next picture. Staring right at me. It almost looked innocent, if it wasn't for the hard cock hanging right next to her face.
At least, that's what it looked like. The erection was covered up with a rag, but the shape of it was obvious. The picture didn't show who it was attached to though, or if it was at all.
With just a still image to go off of, I had no idea if that was a real cock, barely covered and inches away from my wife's face. Or if it was just a toy. A dildo they put a rag over to make me think it was real.
I wasn't falling for it. For one, it was massive. It was maybe half as long as I was, and thicker than any man could be. Claire wouldn't have been able to even put her hand around the thing it was so huge. There was just no way any of my loser friends were packing a meat log that ridiculously large. I just couldn't believe it.
But the possibility of it being real was still there. I couldn't bring myself to think it was true, but a small amount of doubt remained. It filled me with an anxiety I couldn't get rid of. Even if I asked her, begged her to tell me what she was doing, I knew she'd stay coy. She'd tease me constantly until I couldn't take it anymore.
"Their clothes??"
"Ohh so close bby ;)"
The next pictures showed the rag covering both Claire's face and the dildo. Somebody must have been draping it down in front of them, a light shining from behind so that their silhouettes were visible to the camera.
The oversized toy was longer than Claire's face, and only inches away. It's dark shape right next to her, right by her lips.
"Last chance... Do you want a hint?"
Before I could think of a response, she sent a video and I instantly opened it. Claire's silhouette covering the fack cocks. Starting at the base, she slowly moved upwards, the shadow of her lips looked wrapped around the shaft of the toy, but... but that could have been a trick.
Claire wasn't a big fan of giving blowjobs, and she struggled to take mine halfway when she did try. A huge cock like that, fake or real, would be too much of a challenge for her to really take. More likely she was just in front of it, mimicking the act of sucking her 'master' off. Why else hide it with the rag?
I played the video again, this time with my sound on. Listening closely for any clues, any obvious signs she was faking this. The wet, slurping sounds of Claire sucking on something filled the room, with deep moans that had to be coming from Dorian audible as well. She... she could have been faking the sounds? Although they were pretty convincing...
My heartbeat was racing, and without even realising it I had begun to stroke my cock. Fuck, this felt so wrong. Dorian, Tom, Jimmy, I loved all three of them, but they were unequivocally losers. They didn't put any effort into their looks, their jobs, their attitude towards women, Claire especially. I had worked hard, did the right thing and improved myself. I went to the gym, studied hard to get a good job, and always treated Claire with a loving respect.
And yet she was over there, and I was here. Alone.
All alone, and harder than I had ever been in my life.
A few minutes had passed without any update from Claire. Feeling my nerves about to break, I texted her.
"Babe? How's it going?"
The message remained unread for a few, long moments. Leaving me with nothing but my imagination to fill in the blanks. If Claire had decided to give them blowjobs, if that video was real, then she would have to suck all of their cocks. The guys were way too competitive to let her get away with just enduring one filthy sloppy cockwashing.
"Uh oh! Looks like Master might be claiming those panties you love..."
The text was like a punch straight into the gut, but my body was shaking as I waited for the picture. Still stroking my cock as I watched it load in. A picture of Claire's face, with the panties, those special blue and white striped panties that meant so much to me, wrapped around her head like a mask. Covered in the thickest, stickiest globs of cum. Soaking into the fabric, drenching the once sacred undergarments.
It had to be the combined total cum of all three of them. It couldn't have just been Dorian like she was suggesting. Although... if his cock was actually as big as that silhouette was... No. It just wasn't possible. Nobody was that big, especially not Dorian of all people.
So, It wasn't just one huge load that was covering my wife's face. It was three. Three loads she likely sucked out of them, only to have them finish all over her while defiling her clothes...
Precum leaked out of the head of my cock like a leaky faucet. Providing me with the lube I needed to stroke my throbbing cock endlessly. I was so close to cuming, but I couldn't let myself. Instead edging constantly to the videos and images of my wife being used by my loser virgin friends.
I was so fucked up.
But Claire was enjoying twisting this knife just as much as I was enjoying taking it. She was smiling in the picture, wide eyes lovingly staring up at the camera while a glob of cum rested on her eyelashes. She was staring right at me, telling me wordlessly that this was all for me. That she was still mine, that this was all just a bit of twisted fun.
At least, that's what I read in her eyes. She could have been looking past the camera, at the man holding or. Or maybe just at his cock...
Another image, with the caption below it. This one so hot I couldn't even hold my cock while staring at it, lest I cum all over myself.
"Don't worry bby! I'm still happy to wear them for you!"
Claire was standing in the middle of the room, a finger in her mouth seductively while she held her skirt up for the camera. Showing off the wet, sticky panties she wore now. The cumdrenched panties clung to her body tightly, completely showing off her cameltoe. With excess cum dribbling all the way down her thighs.
Never in a thousand years would I have expected to see something like that before this all started. My perfect, pure wife letting another man, another three men cum all over her panties, and then wearing them before the cum could even dry!
But perhaps, even more unexpectedly, was how much I was enjoying this. The anxiety I felt was a gut wrenching, mind twisting, stomach gurgling force that left me feeling hollow inside. But I couldn't get enough of it. Craved each escalation Claire took this to. I didn't know how much more I could take, or how far I was actually comfortable with her going. But right now I didn't care at all about limits. I only cared about seeing how far she could, and would go.
"My other masters need a little attention now (,,> ᴗ <,,)"
Claire texted. Stopping my heart as I stared at the picture.
Claire was on her knees, freckled face blushing with her tongue playfully poking out. Her hands out to her sides, holding onto the two cocks that flanked her. Two cocks, two real cocks she gripped gently with her soft hands...
All while staring at me. Daring me to tell her to stop, while knowing full well I wouldn't.
I could feel that after this moment, nothing would ever be the same again. Not between me and my friends, not between me and Claire. Whether that change would be for the better or not...
"So bby?" Claire texted. Three little dots indicating she had something else to say.
"Who gets the front... and who gets the back~ （＾◡＾）♡"
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I lay in bed. Alone under the sheets. It had been hours since Claire's last message, and I was still hard. Even after cuming all over myself, my balls still ached and my cock wouldn't stop twitching.
The apartment was dark, silent. Only the neverending ticking of the clock acknowledged the passage of time. It made me think about how fast things had changed so quickly. How far they might yet still go.
How far they might have already gone. With me here. Lying alone in the dark.
I heard the rustling and turning of a key in our door, and my heart started racing all over again. Slowly and quietly, the door opened and was gently pushed closed. The lights remaining off as Claire, my wife, the everlasting love of my life, snuck into our apartment in the dead of night.
Lying perfectly still, I waited for her. Waiting for the moment she softly cracked the bedroom door open and stepped inside.
"Welcome home." I said as I turned the lamp on. My heart skipping a beat as I saw the state of my sweet precious wife.
Her hair was a tangled mess, and her mascara had run down her cheeks. From top to bottom I could tell she was covered in someone else's cum. It was in her hair, all over her face and lips, it stained her shirt and covered her tits, down her thighs and all over her toes and I knew, I just knew, that her panties would be full of it.
Covered and filled with cum from our dirty, loser virgin friends. Only... I wasn't even sure if they were virgins anymore...
"Baby? What are you still doing up?" Ever bashful, Claire looked away and blushed. Her arms behind her back as she swayed side to side. Smiling as she let me take it all in.
"How could I sleep?" I told her. Swallowing the lump in my throat.
"We've still got to work tomorrow." She cooed. Putting a finger in her mouth and biting it as she looked up at me. Her eyes wide with burning desire. "I told you I'd take care of you in the morning."
"Guess I couldn't wait." I said. My voice on the verge of cracking.
"Weellll..." She drew the word out. Licking her lips and making sure to roll her tongue over the sticky globs of creamy cum on her face. "You'll have to wait just a little longer. I need a shower before-"
"No!" I said. Surprising myself by how forceful it had been. "You're... you're perfect just the way you are."
Claire blushed even harder. Twirling on the spot to burn and covering her mouth with her hand.
"But the sheets..." She protested, but I knew she wanted this as much as I did.
"I've already made a mess of them." I pulled up the blanket to show her. My cum still covering most of my chest, clinging to the sheets. Just like she'd wanted.
"My my..." Claire stared at me. Her eyes transfixed on the mess I'd made. "All that cum... and you're still so hard~"
Claire slowly walked over to me. Pulling her shirt up over her head and revealing her perfect soft pale chest. Wrapped up in a seductive lacy black bra, cum stained beyond any hope of ever being clean again.
Dropping her skirt, I was shocked to see her smoothly shaven pussy. Her mouthwatering nubile mound sticky with cum, and without her panties in sight.
She slipped into bed with me. Soaking our marital bed in the filthy cum of our pent up loser friends. She reeked of their horrible musky scent, filling the room with it.
Lying side by side, we stared at each other. Wordlessly and lovingly getting lost in each other's eyes until finally I couldn't stop myself anymore. I pulled her closer and locked my lips with hers. Not caring one bit about where they had been, what they had tasted, and what they tasted like right now.
"I love you so much." I told her, pressing my forehead into hers.
"I love you more." She said back without any hesitation. "More now than ever."
Pressing her hand to my chest, she traced downwards. Adding another man's cum onto her body. Right as her fingers edged close to the head of my cock I stopped her grabbing her wrist and holding her in place.
"Not yet." I looked at her. The anxiety welling in my stomach threatening to make me explode. "I want to hear everything first."
"Everything?" Claire asked. Raising her eyebrows.
"Everything."
"You think you can handle that Simon?" Claire asked. Her voice playful as her finger traced circles on my navel. Scoping more of my cum up between her fingers.
"Please." I told her. My heart thumping hard against my chest. I had been waiting hours for this, and I was so, so very tired. But I was going to savour every moment, every single word that she said tonight.
"Okay." She smiled wide. Licking her finger clean of my cum.
"Here's what happened..."
...
Dorian watched as Claire sent the text, and he still couldn't believe this was really happening.
Just a week ago he'd been jerking off to his favourite picture of Claire, fantasising about what he would do to her. She wore a tight red bikini that barely held back her oversized melons, showing off the outline of her hard nipples and that cleavage which drove him crazy. Sticking out her tongue and winking at the camera like some perfect hentai slut. He had slapped his cock on the screen, drooling over her tight pale body and imagining how good it would feel to slide his cock between her perfect fat milkers and dump his load all over her cute freckled face. Cursing Simon's luck for pulling a hottie like her and never sharing anything good.
The day the two of them got together, Simon changed. He used to be cool like the rest of them, but now he was a complete beta bitch boy.
He never used to have a problem with the way the guys smelled, the food they ate, the things they said. Then one girl gets her fingers around him and suddenly he's asking if the lewd posters of their waifus are 'appropriate' to display in the living room.
It sickened him. That total disregard of who they were, everything they'd been through together. If Claire wasn't such a fine piece of ass, a thirty E-girl slut waiting to happen, Dorian wouldn't have stood for it. None of the guys would have. But she batted her eyes at them and bounced her porn sized tits and everybody folded. All four of them letting the woman get her way when only one of them was actually fucking her.
A week ago he had been satisfied getting his revenge by defiling the innocent sluts' pictures. Printing them out on occasion and drenching them cum, stained her perfect porcelain skin with his backed-up, rank ball slop.
And now?
Now he had the real thing to defile, to corrupt. All this time he'd been right about what a cock craving, cum loving slut she was. This time next week, Dorian knew he would have her addicted to his cock only.
"C-claire... could you-"
"Slut." Dorian interrupted Jimmy. "I think that's a more fitting name for her while she's on duty. Right slut?"
Claire was lying on the couch, smiling at her phone with a face covered in his cum. Panties soaking in even more of the thick baby batter while she texted her cuck husband.
If only Simon knew whos cock slop was covering his innocent girls body, Dorian would be so fucking smug about it. All those comments about how he could get a girlfriend if he just 'took a shower' or 'treated girls with respect' sounded so stupid now. Dorian knew he had the only thing girls wanted, a fat fucking cock that could fuck them stupid.
Claire had insisted they keep this arrangement a secret though. On threat of her ending everything. That didn't matter though, once Claire felt his ten inch monster break past her cervix and flood her womb with cum, she'd be hooked on it. Nothing but a cock brained slave to his dick. She'd dump Simon's fuckboi ass and be his personal live in bang maid.
"I love it Master~ That's a perfect name!" Claire purred like the fuckdoll she was. "Now what does my master want from his little maid slut?♡♡"
She put her phone down and turned to Jimmy, caressing his face while seductively staring into his eyes. The poor guy looked like a deer seconds away from getting demolished by a truck. Even knowing what an unhinged cock slut Claire really was, he still was nervous around her.
"Could... could you suck my... my balls..." Jimmy barely managed to say. Blushing bright red like a schoolgirl. "You did it for Dorian, and it looked nice..."
"Oh baby." Claire cooed. Licking her lips and running her finger up the length of Jimmy's shaft. Jimmy's length was nothing special, but his girth surprised Dorain for a guy his size. Just slightly thicker than he was, the boy was packing a coke can cock that could explode just like one. A thick chode that was still oozing pre-cum from his uncircumcised head.
"You know I'd love to gargle on your sweet, cum heavy balls." Claire moaned. Drool dripping from her lips. "Roll my tongue over them, cover them in my saliva, slurp them up like the divine tasting receptacles of pleasure that they are!!...But you've got to wait!"
Claire giggled. Flicking her finger off of the head of Jimmy's cock, making him squirm. She booped his nose and sat back down onto the couch, pulling up her phone again.
"Simon hasn't decided yet, but I know you'll enjoy every part of me before tonight is over~"
"The siren's song is beautiful." Tom chimed in. "But the lady shouldn't make promises she can't keep."
God he was so annoying. Everytime Claire was around he tried so pathetically hard to sound smooth. As if a few big words would win her over. There was only one big thing a girl wanted, and Tom didn't have it.
Despite being the tallest of them all, Tom's cock was pitifully average. Five or six inches, and probably not even girthy enough to stretch a girl out. Certainly not a girl as slutty as Claire was. She'd probably had her fuckholes stretched out by a hundred guys behind Simon's back, though Dorian knew none of them would have a cock like his.
There was no way he was letting either one of them fuck Claire's whore cunt before he did, no matter what that loser decided. Claire had ready fallen in love with the taste of his cock, with how hard he could face fuck her. Dorian knew he would get his way, he just had to wait until she was as horny as a bitch in heat. Nothing but thoughts of cock, his cock, inside her empty brain.
The ding of a new text coming through grabbed everybody's attention. Claire's eyes scanned across her phone, her fingers tapping the keypad fast as she replied. Jimmy and Tom held their breaths as they waited to see who would get to use her first, stroking their cocks in anticipation of cumming down another of her tight warm holes.
"New plan Masters." Claire stood up. Peeling off her panties to reveal her perfectly shaven mound. Now defiled by all of their cum. The beautiful golds of her pussy that belonged to Simon, their best friend, covered in the hot creamy loads of the lovers he thought he was better than.
"One of you gets to use my slutty maid throat!" Claire moaned. Opening her mouth wide and letting her tongue roll out. Showing them that warm wet hole that wrapped around cocks so damn well. "While the other... gets to tongue fuck my divine princess pussy~"
Claire spread open her slut hole, revealing that tantalising pink flesh inside her. Fresh fuck meat that was tighter than Dorian was expecting from a hyper slut like her.
"W-what..." Jimmy meekly said. "But... you're covered in-"
"You don't mind a bit of flavouring, do you?" Claire laughed with a devilish smile. "Besides, I need something to lube me up before I take a big fat cock like yours all the way inside me."
Dorian held his hand to his mouth, stopping himself from burning into laughter. He knew Simon wouldn't let them fuck her yet, that's why he was happy to sit this round out and recover. But to make them eat her out after wearing those ruined panties? Fucking hilarious.
"I think Jim-"
"Tom should eat the slut out." Dorian cut him off. "After all, Jimmy needs his balls gargled. Right slut?"
Claire just smiled, nodding her head and jiggling her slut tits. Dorian sat back and stroked his meat, staring at Tim expectantly.
"Fine." He rolled his eyes and puffed up his chest. "But I'm wiping the fair lady off first."
Dorian's cock throbbed. He was getting off as much from bossing the guys around as he was from watching Simon's preppy wife slut herself out. Dorian was the one who convinced her to cheat. To debase herself like the needy where she was, and the others knew it. They owed him, and now they would do whatever he told them to.
"Use this cum rag." Dorian threw over Claire's shirt from before she put her costume on. The only clothing she had that wasn't covered in filth. Now it would be just as dirty as she was. A little present for Simon when they were eventually done using her up.
"We'll come on handsome~" Claire purred. Bending over the couch and sticking her ass out. Wiggling her butt and spreading her asscheeks apart, opening up her dripping holes for them. "Don't keep a girl waiting..."
For all his previous hesitation, Tom didn't waste any time feeling up Claire's soft, tight pussy. Rubbing the whores own shirt over her wet cunt, forcing deep moans out of her.
"OoOohHh fuuuck master~" Claire looked back over her shoulder. Seductively licking her lips. "You make me feel sooooo gooood."
"I'm just getting started M'lady." Satisfied he'd cleaned off all the filthy cum, Tom scrunched up her shirt and threw it to the ground. He spread her lips open and teased her slit. A string of her pussy juices connecting his finger to her fuckhole. "I'll have you writhing in pleasures you've never known."
Dorian rolled his eyes but kept pumping his engorged cock. He'd already dumped two loads over his slut, and had his third building. This one was going deep inside that tight fertile womb, and it would change her forever.
"MHmmMhhmm OooHhh FuuuUuckk~" Claires moans the sweetest sounds Dorian had ever heard as Tom began towing his tongue down her whore hole. His gentlemanly facade breaking as he aggressively groped and slapped her plump ass as his tongue forced its way deeper inside her.
"Don't- Nughh Don't be shy now honey." Claire gave Jimmy that come hither look. "Come slap that cock on my face and let me suck the cum right out of your balls!"
His face still bright red, and his thick chode practically soaking on his precum, Jimmy walked behind the couch. As soon as he got close, Claire pulled him in. Practically devouring his balls as she rubbed her face over his wet cock. Inhaling the scent like the addicted cock craving slut she was.
"Ohhhh fuuck I love your cocks sooo muuuch." She licked from Jimmy's balls to the head of his cock. Pushing her ass out backwards to shove her pussy deeper into Tom's face.
"Fff-ffuuuuckkk." Jimmy's fingers twitched and curled as Claire expertly used her mouth as an automatic cockwasher. Going so far as to lick up his shaft and rub his balls across her face. Covering them in more cum that she gladly sucked back up and swallowed.
"MhmmShhlupp~" Claire took the whole length of Jimmy's thick shaft into her throat and then put her hand to her throat. Feeling the bulge of his cock through her neck and then pulling back to unsheath his cock with an audible wet pop. "Guaaahhh~ Dor- I mean, Master~ Get my phone and take some pictures with these titian balls in my mouth, pleeeease."
Dorian hated being told what to do, but he loved the idea of humiliating Simon. And when she asked that nicely, how could he say no?
He got up and grabbed Claire's phone, noting how furiously Tom was lapping up Claire's cunt. His hard cock leaking all over the floor as she grinded her ass against his face.
"Smile slut." Sorian said as he snapped some grade A jerk fuel. Claire's unhinged look of pure addiction as she gargled Jimmy's balls and stroked his veiny throbbing cock against her face. Pumping his thick dick meat furiously with vigorous flicks of her wrist until finally he couldn't hold it any longer.
"NUghhhhh OoOohh Gooddd CLAIRE!" Jimmy's whole body convulsed as his cock began unloading ropes and ropes of cum into the air. The thick strands of creamy cum landing all over her back and covering her hair.
Halfway through dumping a gallon of cum all over her, Claire aimed his cock directly at her innocent freckled face. Rolling out her tongue and letting the last shots of cum cover it as Dorian recorded it all.
Dorian wished he could have sent the video to himself to jerk to later. Or to upload online so that everyone could wank to Simon's giga-slut wife. She was smart enough to keep her phone locked around them though. Only allowing them to use her camera from the home screen, making it clear that this would end if they tried to take any pictures with their own phones.
Whatever. She'd be so addicted to his cock soon that she'd let him do anything. He could quit his job and make a living whoring her out if he wanted to, and she'd do it just to get another taste of his big hard cock.
"Ahh, fuuck No! Fuuuck!" Tom moaned. Collapsing to the side as his cock erupted all over the floor.
"Seriously dude? You came from eating pussy?" Dorian couldn't believe these were his friends. He could fuck Claire's tight hole for hours without cumming if he wanted to, and Tom came without anything even touching his pathetic cock.
"She's an angel." Tom lay on the floor. Staring at the ceiling as he took deep breaths. "A sex goddess that's carried me through the gates of heaven."
"You've got quite the silver tongue master." Claire giggled. Flipped around to sit back down on the couch. Her legs wide open as she stroked her clit, clearly craving a real orgasm.
"Give me ten more minutes and I'll show you how loquacious the rest of me is." Tom winked at her. Probably thinking he made her cum multiple times when the opposite was true.
Tom may have put up a pathetic show, but at least he did his job. Claire would be getting so horny by now that she'd do anything to satisfy her cravings. It was exactly where Dorian wanted her to corrupt and break her in.
"You're master made a mess slut. Clean it up." Dorian commanded. Wanted to stop her from fingering herself before she could cum.
"Yes sir." She cooed. So eager to degrade herself. She got on her knees, ready to lick the cum off of the floor, but Dorian stopped her.
"Not like that." He said. Enjoying the sight of her beneath him. "You've got enough cum all over that pretty face. Clean it up with those fat tits."
Dorian could see the effect his words were having on her. How every insult and degradation seemed to get her off. All this time she'd been such a perverted slut, and Simon never told them. Never shared any pictures or even just told them about all the slutty things she'd done. It was the worst betrayal Dorian had ever experienced, and soon it would be time to pay it back in kind.
Like the obedient girl she was, Claire rubbed her juicy milkers over the filthy floor. Covering them in Tom's sloppy thick cock cream. Those perfect round melons they had all stared at for years now soaking in cum.
"Did I do a good job, Master?" Claire playfully sucked her finger while pushing her chest together. Showing off the mess Dorian had forced onto her with pride.
"Fuck yes slut." Dorian's cock throbbed with anticipation. His balls ached to unload deep inside her married slut holes, and it was finally time to give them what they wanted.
"Now." He kept his voice firm. Authoritative. "Here's what yo-"
"Hang on." Claire cut him off and grabbed her phone from him. Pulling it from his hands before he could tighten his grip on it.
Dorian was pissed his slut was being so disrespectful, but he held his tongue. He couldn't risk angering her until her pussy had tasted his superior cock.
Waiting, Dorian tapped his foot on the ground. Watching as Claire giggled and smiled at her phone. Texting her loser husband who didn't even know who she was fucking right now the picture he'd taken. Posing for a selfie with a peace sign to show off her freshly cum covered tits.



Standing there waiting. Dorian cleared his throat to get her attention. Jimmy offered him an energy drink and Dorian waved him off. Clearing his throat again, this time louder.
"Slut." He said. Staring down at her. "Claire!"
"Just a sec." She said keeping her eyes on the phone while finishing off her message. "Okay, I'm ready! What's next??"
"Next?" Dorian said. Barely able to contain his frustration. "What's next is you get on top of my cock and ride me until your legs don't work anymore."
Claire looked up at him, her eyes facing on his massive cock as it hung in the air. He could read her expression and he just knew he had her.
She'd be sleeping in his bed tonight. And they wouldn't stop fucking until the dawn.
"On your knees. Now slut." Dorian commanded. He stroked his cock to keep it hard as he watched Claire. Her hourglass curves, those juicy milky pale tits. Her cum covered cute freckled slurping face staring at the massive cock that was about to rock her world.
He didn't just want to fuck her. He wanted to ruin her. To fuck ever ounce of IQ out of her brains and turn her into his mindless fuckdoll. A stupid slut slave that was addicted to the sight, to the smell and to the taste of his cock. He wanted her to forget all about her stupid husband Simon and devote her life and body to the worship of his cock.
"Start sucking my fat log like I know you want to whore." Dorian stood above Claire. Slapping his hefty cock onto her face. "I want my balls shiny by the time you're done sucking 'em."
"Mhmmm~ yes master." Claire purred. The eager cock whore was probably desperate to taste his cock again. She held it at the base and kissed her way down from the tip to his balls. Rubbing her face into them as his precum drooled out of his cock hole and into her hair.
"Fuuuck you're such an obedient cunt." Dorian groaned. "I bet you do anything to serve your masters."
"Mnhhsluuck..." Claire licked up his shaft. Bobbing her head over the tip of his cock while looking up at his with her beautiful wide eyes. Her hands cupping his balls and the base of his cock while she teased the tip with her tongue. "Gluuckk sluuurp... Of course master. I'd do anything to please this Big. Throbbing. Cock."
Each word was punctuated by Claire slapping his cock against her face. Even harder than he had. She was such a hot mess, makeup running, drool and cum soaking into her hair. Yet through it all she maintained the look of an eager insatiable slut that was desperate to please her masters.
"Get your phone back out slut." Dorian's heart was racing. He'd had enough of just using this sluts fuckholes. He wanted to see how far he could push her into depravity.
Claire looked hesitant, but she still picked her phone back up. Not letting his cock leave her lips while she did it, like the good slut she was.
"Call him." Dorian watched her face closely. She almost looked like she would say no, but with his cock this close to her she couldn't resist. With a sparkle in her eyes she dialed her husband.
"Dorian... is this a good-"
"Shut up Jimmy, it's fine." Dorian waved off his friend as the phone rang.
"Don't stop sucking slut." Dorian pressed his cock onto her lips. For a moment he was worried she'd push him away, but instead she happily took him into her mouth. Sucking his cock while she waited for her husband to answer the phone.
"Claire? Baby? Is everything alright?" The loser answered. If only he could see the state of his slut wife. Then he'd know just how alright everything really was.
"Mhffhttfff... yesh bhabbby..." Claire moaned into the phone. Giggling in perverted delight as she sucked him off while talking to her husband."Just- Gluuck Guaahhh... just having a little snack~"
Little?
Dorian held the back of Claire's head and forced her to choke on his cock. She held the phone away but Dorian knew Simon would be able to hear the wet gagging noises of his wife's throat getting destroyed by his big fat cock.
"Ohh? Ohhhhh..." For a moment Dorian thought that loser might have caught on, but Simon wasn't as smart as he pretended to be. "Sounds like it's a pretty big snack to me..."
"MFHmmphfhHhhmsluuurrpp~ Gahhh..." Claire's eyes were red, drool flowing out of her mouth as she desperately took in air. "It's... hahh... sooo thick and juicy... haahhh.... It fills me up juuust right~"
"I'm glad." The loser actually said. "Well, not glad exactly, but... well, you know..."
"Don't worry baby, your 'snack' is still delicious." Claire giggled while lapping up Dorian's cock like a kitten licking a bowl of milk. "But a girl's got to have some variety. And there's so much delicious meat here for me to try~"
"Having a barbecue?" Simon laughed.
"I'm thinking about getting skewered, if that's what you mean..." Claire teased Dorian's hair balls with her tongue as she spoke to her husband. "If you're okay with that..."
Dorian groaned as her tongue softly caresses his heavy, sensitive balls. Loud enough for Simon to hear on the phone without recognising who it was. If he knew the full truth that asshole wouldn't be so smug. He needed Claire to humiliate her husband even more, and he knew just the thing.
"I'm thinking 'bout it..." Simon prattled on while Dorian pushed Claire off of his cock. She was confused at first, but when he turned around and spread his asscheeks open the little slut knew exactly what to do.
"Go on slut." Dorian whispered, his balls already aching in anticipation. "And don't stop talking while you're eating this asshole out."
The slut was lucky he'd cleaned up before she arrived. He knew she would have stuck her tongue in anyways like the good fucktoy she was, but he was a gentleman. It was only right that a man clean his ass before making his friend's wife work her slut tongue all over it.
Dorian bent over the couch and moaned into a pillow as Claire worked her tongue from his balls, up his taint and around his hole. Her hands milking his cock as she blew his mind with a hungry, eager rimjob.
"Sluurp slick sluuup." Claire nuzzled her cumdrenched face into his asshole while holding the phone beside her. "Mhmmm you'd love to see me get skewered with some big hot meat would you?"
"Oh fuck Claire." Simon's voice through the phone was strained. The stupid cuck probably jerking off without even realising she was rimming his friend's asshole with the tongue she used to kiss him.
"You want to see my tight maid slutholes get filled with my masters throbbing huge cum stick." She moaned into Dorian's ass. "See her on all fours begging and pleading for more?"
"Jesus babe." Simon gulped. "You're giving me a heart attack."
"Mhmmm does that excite you baby?" Claire tugged on Dorian's cock while she took a selfie. Her tongue circled Dorian's wet hole as the camera clicked. "How about that? Does that make my big boy's heart race?"
"Fuuck... ohhh fuck Claire you're such a mess..."
Dorian's plan was working better than he could have hoped for. Claire almost seemed more into this than he was. She brought his cock right to the edge of cuming and then slowed down before Dorian needed to warn her. The slut was well trained.
"You wanna cum baby?" Claire asked with a seductive moan.
"Y-yess." Simon groaned.
"Not just yet!" She giggled. Holding Dorian's cock straight while lightly teasing the tip with her fingers. She let some of his oozing pre-cum drool out onto her hand. Taking it and smothering it over Dorian's asshole and then licking it clean. Taking her time to lick up every last drop.
"I want this moment to last." Claire moaned into the phone. "And I want all you boys to make a dirty mess of yourselves!"
"Whatever you need princess." Tom said from the sideline. He and Jimmy had their eyes glued to Claire, cocks in hand as they watched her give their friend a rimjob.
Pathetic of them to just sit back and watch when Claire was right there for the taking. A cock drunk slut ready to give her masters everything they desire. They could have been pumping their cocks into her loose fuckholes instead of their fists. In fact...
"I'm done playing around." Dorian said. He turned around and grabbed Claire by the waist. Throwing her down onto the couch, her naked cumdrenched body splayed out just for him.
Funny. She always complained about how filthy their couch was, and now she was the one staining it.
"Ummm... Simon..." Claire held the phone to her ear. She kept her knees together, preventing Dorian from taking what he wanted, but he knew that wouldn't last long. Dorian held his cock out for Claire to see, shaking its hefty weight hypnotically. Her eyes lighting up as she watched it twitch and pulse for her.
"Yeah babe..."
"I think uhh... I think my Master can't wait any longer..." Claire's tongue flicked across her lips as she stared down Dorian's monster.
"I won't be waiting any longer." Dorian clarified. He didn't care if Simon heard his voice. He was the one in charge here, and it was time to remind this slut of that fact.
"Are... are you really asking me to let you-"
"The only thing I'm asking..." Claire kept her knees together and lifted her feet up. Flashing her pink dribbling cut before she wrapped the souls of her feet around Dorian's cock. Letting her toes get soaked in his precum as she stroked his cock with her bare feet. "Is whether or not you want to cum?"
"Huh?" Simon said into the phone.
"It's a simple question." Claire spoke into the phone but stared right into Dorian's eyes. Her eyes filled with a devious lust. "Do. You. Want. To. Cum?"
"Y-yess..." The reply came meekly. The poor loser was probably already right on the edge.
"Louder." Claire tried to sound stern but couldn't stop herself from giggling like a schoolgirl.
"P-please let me cumm..." Simon whined on the phone.
"Well... if you wanna cum... Then I have to cum first." Claire took her feet off of Dorian's cock and wrapped her legs around him. Pulling him on top of her, his cock rubbing against her pussy mound. "And my Master won't let poor little me cum unless it's on his big throbbing cock. Isn't that right Master?"
Dorian was lying on top of Claire. A naked girl underneath him for the first time in his life, waiting for him to fuck her. He wanted to say something cool, or something to make the sluts cunt even wetter, but in the end he just said.
"Y-yeah."
"Mhmmm that's what I thought Master." Claire giggled. Kissing Dorian on the cheek. "So, with that in mind. I'll ask you one more time Simon..."
Claire put the phone down beside her. Running her hands down Dorian's bulging chest she took hold of his cock. Positioning it right at the entrance to her cunt, rubbing and teasing herself with his oozing virgin meat rod.
"Do you want to cum?"
"Fuck... fuck... I... I really want to cum... but..."
"NughhoOoOoohhhh FuuuUuckk." Claire squealed with deviant delight as Dorian's cock forced its way inside her. The feeling of her pussy walls massaging his de-virginised cock was more amazing than any toy Dorian had fucked in his life. "OOhhh fuuck T-too late bbbaabbyy... ohh fuck Masters cock feels soooo gOoOoddd~"
Her warm tight hole was so hungry for his cock, for a real cock. Nothing like what that cuck loser had. He had barely begun fucking her and it already sounded like she was about to cum.
"Oh my God..." Simon's shocked voice sounded so sweet to Dorian's ears. "You're... are you actually..."
"OOhhh FuuCKk yess BAabbyyy and fUuuuaaahhhh it feEEeelll SooOoo gUudd." The intense plap plap slapping of Dorian fucking his friends wife filled the room. Dorian's cock drilling deeper and deeper into the sluts cunt with every thrust.
"Oh my fucking God I'm gonna cum." The cuck moaned into his phone.
"Fuuuckk fuuuckk fuuucckkk." Claire moaned into time with Dorian's monster cock knocking on her cervix. With Claire legs forcing Dorian down she was in the perfect breeding position. A mating press that would be perfect for knocking this cheating slut up.
"Unghnnhhh yyyeesshhh bbaby~" Claire's hands were all over Dorian's body. Holding him tightly as he fucked a baby into her. "Ohh fuuck I want you to cum so hard listening to me getting my pussy destroyed."
"UNGHH FuUckkkk."
"Fwaaaaa that's it babbbby~" Claire grunted. "Ohhh fuuuckkkm cum so fucking hard for me. Cum all over yourself and make such a filthy mess for me. UNgnnhhhh fuuuckk I want those balls completely drained. NUGHH I want you to dump that load all over your chest."
Dorian was pounding her cunt raw, as hard as he could. After going years without any physical activity, he was already starting to run out of breath, but the sensation of Claire's pussy lips gripping his cock was so good he could push past any fatigue.
"NUghh fuuck don't stopp babbby!!" Claire pushed Dorian down with her legs. Forcing him to fuck her deeper and harder.
"Ohh fuuuckkk Claire I can't hold on to anyone." Simon moaned. The handfucker already about to dump his load over himself instead of his girl.
"Yes yees YESSS!" Claire screamed. "FUucCKk CUM all OvER YOURSELF!!! Cum all over your hands and lick them clean! Slurp down on all that delicious cum your while your baby has her mind blown by big fat COCK!! CUM CUM CUUUMMM FOR ME SIMON!!"
Digging her fingernails into Dorian's back, Claire surprised him by pulling his face in for a kiss. Rubbing her cumstained face and lips against Dorian's as so forced the tongue that had just been rimming his asshole into his mouth. Swirling it around his and bringing him over the edge as she forced his cock as deep as it could go inside her.
"MGfHGfUuvcccuumffthhh" Claire moaned into Dorian's lips as all three of them came together. Dorian blasting his load against the walls of Claire's womb while Simon dumped his over himself.
As Dorian's balls finished unloading his seed inside her, Claire broke off the kiss. The two sweaty non-virgins catching their breaths while staring at each other.
After a fuck like that Claire would be all his. How could she resist a cock that big after getting pounded by it? He almost felt sorry for Simon, but at the end of the day-
"Did you do it baby?" Claire turned to the phone. "Did you lick up that cum for me?"
"Ohh fuuck.... Ohh fuuck I came so hard." The haggard voice on the phone said. "Yes... I... I licked it up like you wanted me to baby."
"Fuuuck I love you sooo much baby~" Claire's eyes lit up, her cheeks blushing red as she spoke to her husband. "Don't you dare clean up."
"I won't baby." He replied.
"Good. And don't wait up. I'm not even close to done yet." Claire pressed her palm against Dorian's chest. For a moment he thought she wanted to kiss him again, but instead she just pushed him off of her. Dorian would have stayed, claimed a second round with her, but after going so hard on his first time he was exhausted.
That didn't matter. She had tasted his cock now. He didn't need to do anything else tonight and she'd still be his come morning. No slut could resist big dick. It was as simple as that.
"Now then." Claire said, not hanging up the phone yet.
"Who's next?"
***
"And that's where I ended our phone call!"
Claire lay beside me, circling her fingers around my chest as she told me everything.
"I can't believe you actually fucked him." I said. "Was it actually any good?"
"Well... my Masters cock-"
"You don't..." I interrupted her without realising. I wasn't sure if I wanted to talk about it now, but later wouldn't be any better. "You don't have to keep calling him that. We both know who you're talking about."
Claire blushed, looking away. A smile she couldn't hide forming over her face.
"The title isn't just for your sake."
Was she embarrassed? That might have been a part of what turned her on? But as curious as I was to know, now wasn't the time.
"We'll talk about it later." I reassured her, caressing her face gently.
"But when you fucked him. When you fucked Dorian..." That felt so strange to say, but I couldn't deny that it turned me on as much as she did. "Was he any good?"
"My master was okay." Claire said. Emphasising the title. "I gotta say his dick was amazing! But besides that he didn't have much. No stamina or technique."
"But he still made you cum?"
"Hahaha only after being teased by the boys all day." Claire giggled. Giving me a bashful smirk.
"Aaannnyways..." Claire purred. Her fingers teasing my sensitive worn cock.
"Aren't you more excited to hear about what happened next?"
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Life isn't fair.
That's a statement of fact that most people would agree on, myself included. A simple truth of reality that is obvious to anyone that pays any attention. Bad things happen to good people. The wicked go unpunished and nepotism gets you ahead more than hard work ever could.
Life isn't fair.
To most people, the phrase is a curse. A statement of frustration as their best efforts and kindness fizzles into nothingness. An expression of woe, lamenting the cruel world we all reside in.
But for me?
For me, the phrase has a... different, connotation.
See, in my opinion, no matter how unfair the world is, it still needs to find balance. Every action has an equal and opposite reaction, right?
Well, you might think I'm crazy, but I am that opposite reaction. For every unfair thing that happens to a good person, something truly undeserved happens to me. As insane as that sounds, it's the only way I can explain everything that has happened in my life.
I am not a good person. I've never worked hard, never had to cook or clean or really, do anything I didn't want to do. Things just always work out for me, without me ever doing anything to deserve it. Without fail. Every single time. At first I thought I was just lucky, but eventually I realised something more had to be going on.
For example, let me tell you about my first date, with my first girlfriend. June.
June was everything a man could have wanted. She was cute, funny, beautiful and madly in love with me, for reasons I never understood. Bright blonde hair and deep blue eyes, huge tits that had all the perkiness of youth and the tightest body ever.
She came from this rich family, a bunch of uptight losers that never paid any attention to her I guess. I asked to borrow a pencil from her in school once, and a week later she was asking me out. Almost begging, really. She said we could do anything I wanted and she would pay for it, so long as we called it a 'date'.
As a joke, because I didn't believe that a girl that hot would ever actually want to date me, I told her I wanted to go to a strip club. That I wanted her to watch and bankroll me while a group of sluts gave me a lapdance.
When she agreed to that, I knew for sure she was messing with me and decided to push her even farther. I told her to show up wearing something that would make even the strippers blush, that I expected her to pick me up in a limo and that she would be expected to do anything I told her to. Without question and without fail.
I had expected her to drop the act, call me a pig and walk away. Instead she just nodded quietly and ran off without saying anything. I figured she'd never talk to me again, but that night she showed up just as promised.
I'd been jerking off into my sister's panties when mom called for me. Telling me that there was some slut at the door with a limo asking if I was ready for our date. I still thought June was messing with me, so I didn't even bother to put shorts on. Just tucked my hard cock into my underwear and walked over to the front door.
And there she was, talking to my mom outside our front door. Clothed like a wannabe pornstar that was rejected for being too much of a slut.
She wore the tiniest slingshot bikini. Strings no bigger than dental floss holding up a sliver of fabric that didn't even fully cover her puffy areolas. Hard nipples pressing against the fabric, their outline completely exposed. Her legs were covered only in loose fishnet stockings that cut off at her waist. Hugging her thighs while giving a perfect view at her tight bald cunt lips that were sandwiched between the bikini bottom.
She waved at me when she saw me, her hands adorned in elegant white silky gloves. An innocent touch that made the rest of her look like grade A fuck meat. I didn't know what to do, so I played it cool. Cold even. I acted like her body was nothing special and that I was only reluctantly deciding to go with her.
I took the time to check out her ass as we got into the limo. A fresh tight bubble butt that her fishnets hugged perfectly. Feeling emboldened by everything that had happened so far, I gave her a hard, powerful slap as she bent over to get in the car, and then... then?
She thanked me. God damn thanked me for it. I knew then that I had somehow bagged myself a 10/10 on both the crazy and the hot scales, but I had barely begun to understand the full extent of things.
On the drive over to the club, I had her pop some champagne. We weren't old enough to drink yet, and I could see the concern in her eyes when I told her to pour herself a glass, but no didn't seem to be a word in her vocabulary.
We both took one sip and spat it out, I said it tasted like piss mixed with vinegar and she laughed. It could have actually been a sweet moment together, if I hadn't told her to finish both of our glasses. She really didn't like it, but gulped down every last drop. Already a little bit tipsy, I began pouring her another glass and asked if there was anything we could add to the drink to make it taste better.
She suggested cherries, I suggested my cock. Guess which one we ended up going with?
So, I took my dick out and told her to get down onto her knees. This was probably the first cock she'd ever seen, and she was enchanted by it. Maybe it was just the alcohol, but she seemed to look at my cock like she'd fallen in love with it. I dunked it into her glass, letting the champagne drip all over the floor. My cock had been dripping with pre-cum from earlier, so I made sure to swirl it all in. Combining the two foul liquids together. She still didn't like it, but sucked the glass dry. Leaving me with a cock dripping in champagne that needed somebody to clean it up...
A part of me had expected her to be in love with the taste of my cock as much as she was by the sight of it, but that wasn't true. She never got used to my taste, even though she always loved the sight and feel of my cock. But that never stopped her from doing her duty. As painfully obvious it was that she thought it was disgusting, she still sucked my cock like a good proper slut. Letting me pull her hair and choke her on it. Going hard enough that her eyes started to water, messing up her make-up as she left red lipstick marks over my cock and balls.
By the time we arrived I had already cum over her face twice and was still hard as a rock. A few years back a doctor had diagnosed me with an abnormal variant of 'hyperspermia'. I didn't get any of the jargon, but it basically boiled down to me being able to cum huge amounts constantly. I had to cum a minimum of ten times a day to stay healthy, but there was no upper limit to the amount of times I could cum. It had been a shock at the time, but our family learned how to... deal... with the situation...
Anyways, me and June walked up to this rundown strip club in a bad neighbourhood. The guy at the door kept eye fucking June as we walked up and asked if we were old enough to be here, if he could see some ID. June answered him with a stack of cash bigger than if ever seen in my life and he told us to go right in.
That night was the best night of my life so far, and the night I discovered just what I could do.
We were in a semi private booth while this fat assed Latin chick twerked on top of me in this tiny thong that barely covered her asshole. June had generously tipped her and was dutifully watching from the side. Taking notes like I told her too.
Feeling like a man for the first time in my life, I grabbed hold of the stripper's thong and yanked it up. Trying to rip it off, but she instantly reacted. She wasn't mad, but she told me I couldn't touch. And even as I insisted she get naked, she still said no.
But then, as she started giving me the lap dance again, something happened. As she shook her ass in front of my face, her panties snapped off. Falling to the ground as the stripper flaunted her holes for me, completely unaware of what had happened.
That was when I began to understand the shape of my power. It wasn't that I could get anyone to do what I wanted, through mind control or whatever. It was just that things went my way. Always.
I wanted to see the stripper's fat cunt shaking for me, and it somehow happened. I wanted the innocent girl from class to be my submissive fuck doll gf, and out of the blue she confesses to me.
It wasn't an ability I could control, but a force of nature. Life wasn't fair, and I, for no good reason, was the living embodiment of that.
I lost my virginity to June right after that. I pinned her down on the table and just started railing her like I did with my fleshlights before I broke them. June didn't break though, she took my cock deep enough into her smooth virgin cunt that my cock bulged her tight tummy. She kept screaming about how much she loved me and wanted to marry me, so I had the stripper sit on her face. The older woman's wet cunt juices mixing with my drying cum that adorned my new girlfriend's face.
Security should have thrown us out, but they either were busy with something else, or they liked what they saw. By the time I had fucked my third load into her womb, an entire crowd of guys had formed around us. June's face was still being smothered between the strippers thick cheeks, her clothes torn off leaving her cum dripping pussy open for any man to take.
But it was only my first night with her, I wasn't ready to share just yet. So I let the guys cop a feel of her budding tits and take pictures of her creamy cunt before taking off. There was something I wanted to do that would be the perfect test of my power.
June was in a delirious state as we left the club. A combination of being cock drunk and actually drunk at the same time. The limo was waiting for us in the parking lot, but I figured we would walk.
When I told June I wanted her to walk in public naked and dripping with cum she almost came again. Men yelled out as they drove by, calling her a slut or cheering her on. The degradation seemed to just turn her on ever more, and she never once complained, even when I shoved my fingers inside her sore cunt as she walked. Rubbing my knuckles into her snatch as she struggled to keep herself standing. By the time we found the place I was looking for, her thighs were stained with her own pussy juices, and she had cum at least twice. Still just as horny as I was, hungry for more.
We had arrived at a tattoo parlour. I hadn't been here before or even knew it existed. I had just picked a random direction, started walking and within a few minutes here we were. Exactly where I wanted to be.
A blue haired, heavily tattooed gothic college girl with tits bigger than my head was the only one inside. It seemed both her co-worker, and all her clients for the night had gotten sick, leaving her night completely free.
She seemed annoyed when I first walked in, which pissed me off a little, and then she got furious when she saw June. She called me sick names, said that all men were horrible perverts and then threatened to call the cops. For a moment I actually got scared, I was new to this back then, but June was ready for the opportunity to show off her love for me.
See, June's daddy was actually the sheriff for our shitty, podunk town. June told the blue haired bitch that if she didn't do whatever I said, then she would call the cops and have her thrown in jail.
That shut her up real quick, and she was suddenly a lot more agreeable. At least until I told her what I wanted. That set her off again, but this time June used the carrot instead of the stick. Promising a huge amount of cash for the job.
So while the goth girl started piercing June's nipples, I began pulling her pants down. Spreading apart her asscheeks to reveal her meaty cunt, with a cute silver clit piercing. I ate her out while she worked on June, making her almost fumble with the piercer as June cried out in pain. Switching things up to fucking her from behind when she swapped to the tattoo gun. The sound of me clapping her cheeks drowned out the drone of the machine as the tattooed slut tried to keep her hands steady. She begged me to let her finish first but I just fucked her harder, telling June to slap her if she spoke again.
She came as I unloaded inside her, my cum gushing into her fertile womb until she was filled to the brim. She collapsed onto the floor, half moaning, half sobbing about not being on birth control and about what 'her girlfriend' would think. Or something like that. I was done with her so I wasn't really paying attention, I was taking in the upgrades I'd made to my new girlfriend.
Her puffy pink nipples had steel barbells inside them now, with red hearts dangling underneath. The word "CUM" written on the left one, and "SLUT" on the right. With how filthy her body was now they looked perfect on her, matching well with her new tattoo. The words "Fuck my slutty Princess holes" written in cursive, with horrible handwriting that made the thing look ten times trashier than it already was.
I almost felt bad that it would be stuck on her for the rest of her long life, but she actually loved it. She scooped out some of my cum from the blue haired slut on the floor and slithered it over her new tattoo, saying that she was 'christening' it.
I fucked her for a few more hours after that. On every chair, on every surface, we even made the Goth slut take off her clothes and lie down so I could fuck June on top of her.
But eventually I was satisfied making a mess of the place and was ready to go. June had passed on on the ground on all fours, gaping pussy pointing upwards as cum bubbled inside her. Her face frozen in a perfectly slutty aheago pose.
I picked her up in my arms and was about to carry her out, but I had one more urge. I'd gone the whole night without taking a piss and really had to go. I stood over the cum stained broken remains of the bitch who had the audacity to yell at me, and felt relief wash over me. My bladder almost fully emptying over her naked body. I made sure to find her handbag and fill that up as well, hearing the static sparking of her phone frying as all her stuff drowned in my piss.
All in all it was one of the better first dates I've gone on. The tattoo girl never pressed charges or tried to get us in any trouble. I never saw her again, but June stalked her socials and gave me updates. She's a single mother now, working at the same club we visited before coming to see her.
Me and June kept seeing each other for a while after that. We got kinda close actually, she's the only person that I told about my power. She helped me better understand it, test its limits. It was frightening the things she came up with, the cruelty and perversion she had. She's half the reason I am the man I am today. The only woman I ever truly loved.
She still loves me of course, but things got... complicated between us. One day I'll make my way back to her, but my gut doesn't say the time is right yet, and I've learned to trust my gut on these things.
You might read this tale and think I'm a monster. That what I did to June, and to a woman I never even bothered to remember the name of, was cruel. Was horrific, or whatever word you want to use. You might think I should be on trial, or in jail for my crimes.
You'd be right.
But life, thankfully, isn't fair.



        