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Part One

Keira Gets Mad

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Her tone has hardened. I reluctantly break away from the TV screen and look over to Keira, who is sitting in an armchair to the side of the room with her arms crossed and giving me her angriest glare yet.

“What?”

“What did I say a moment ago?”

My eyes momentarily flicker back to the screen to see if anything comes from this third down.

“Jesus, you can’t even give me a second of your attention right now!”

I told her earlier this evening that this is a big game. It doesn’t seem fair that she’s now taking over what was supposed to be my alone time. But I sense it would be a good idea to concentrate on Keira for the time being, especially as we’re now facing a 4th and 8.

“You said you’re going out with Samantha this weekend while I’m with the guys.”

“I said that, like, five minutes ago. What I said just now is that you take me for granted.”

This is starting to sound bad. I fight back a sigh, look at the game clock and decide that in the three minutes until half time, I’m probably not going to miss a lot. Holding the remote control high up for emphasis, I switch off the screen, and then I turn to her.

“Why do you think that?”

“I mean, case in point, Craig. You couldn’t even bring yourself to listen to the last few things I said.”

She looks out the window and shakes her head, crossing her legs defensively. She’s wearing a small pair of running shorts, and her legs look good right now, her thighs squished against one another and the cushion of the seat. They’re Keira’s best assets—I know it, she knows it, and anyone who has seen her around town knows it, because every outfit she wears is picked out to emphasize them.

“I’m sorry. Okay? Really. The game was on, so I didn’t think you’d want a conversation. But I can talk now.”

“Oh,” she says, with that overblown sarcastic smile that she adopts sometimes, that I know spells trouble. “Thank you so much for tearing yourself away from the game and gracing your girlfriend with your presence. I’m so glad that you can talk now.”

I hesitate, trying to think of a response that will save this, and I realize my mouth is flapping.

“Uh buh, uh buh,” she says, mocking me with a slightly unfair impression that makes me look barely sentient. “You know what, Craig, never fucking mind. I’ll go help Samantha while she goes out on the rebound, and maybe I’ll meet a guy who will give me the time of day.”

“Hey, wait—”

But she has already stormed off. “I’m going down to the gym,” she calls over her shoulder, and then she goes into the bedroom to get ready and slams the door behind her.

I had heard what she said about going out with Samantha, but I hadn’t really thought about what that means.

About eighty percent of the time, Samantha is in a semi-serious relationship that is rarely more than a year old and is always doomed to fail. She’s crazy, the guys she chooses are crazy, and it always goes horribly wrong. The other twenty percent of the time, she’s out there looking to make her next bad decision.

Keira knows all of this. She’s as exasperated by it as anyone. So she can’t really be willing to join Samantha for another of her wild nights on the rebound… surely?

“You’re not really going out with Samantha, are you?” I ask, as she sits down for dinner and narrows her eyes at the underwhelming pasta dish I’ve thrown together.

“I am,” she says stiffly.

“Who else is going? Zoe?”

“Nope. Just me.” She takes a bite and looks out the window, keeping up the aloof act.

“A night alone with Samantha? You haven’t done that in years. You hate doing that.”

She shrugs. “Maybe I won’t, this time.”

“You won’t hate being dragged around some club by her while she’s, you know, dressed like a total slut and acting like one?”

“Nope. And that’s kind of judgmental.”

I ignore the hypocrisy—maybe it is judgmental, but I was pretty much quoting her verbatim there. “And how about when she meets some guy after an hour and fucks off with him?”

She shrugs. “Maybe I’ll dress like a slut, act like a slut, meet some guy and fuck off with him too.”

I put down my fork and rub my eyes. “Okay, Keira, please. I’m sorry I wasn’t paying attention to you earlier. Can you cut it out now? You made your point.”

She shrugs as she pokes her fork through another wad of pasta. “I don’t think I have.”

For the rest of the night, and all the way up to the next evening, I keep waiting for the moment when she’ll come at me to vent her frustration one more time, and give me the window to make things up to her. But she just stays frosty around me. I really must not have been paying attention, because I don’t know why she’s this angry.

I guess it’s not the first time she’s accused me of taking her for granted. I don’t do that, at all—Keira is a great catch—but I know what I’m like. I make an effort to balance my time with Keira, friends and family, and I can also be in my own world sometimes. Some of her friends have their guys at their every beck and call, but I’m just not like that. And I know for a fact that Keira doesn’t want that.

I don’t know. Maybe I’ve gone too far. Or, to put it more accurately, maybe I haven’t gone far enough.

Before going to bed on Friday night, I set an alarm to wake up before her. I’m going to cook her breakfast in bed. It might be a quick fix, but I know she’d appreciate the gesture. This will thaw her out, and then I can broach the subject of this night out with Samantha and hopefully talk her out of it.

Except I don’t wake up at seven thirty, like I had planned. I wake up at nine. It looks like I did that thing where I try to hit snooze but accidentally turn off the alarm.

And even though it’s a Saturday and we have no plans, she’s not in bed. The gym bag that she always takes to the communal gym on the first floor of our apartment block is still in the corner. She’s not here.

At some point after lunch, I hear her crash into the apartment with an armful of shopping bags.

“Hi,” I say, popping my head out warily. “You didn’t see my messages?”

“Hi. No, too busy,” she says, dropping her keys onto the hook, kicking off her sneakers, and continuing to the bedroom with all of her bags.

I follow her, feigning interest. I’ll kill her with kindness.

“What’s in the bags?”

She takes out one of her purchases and lays it out on the bed, and my interest becomes very real. I crane to see over her neck while she straightens it out.

“Whoa, that’s a nice nightdress. What have I done to deserve—”

“It’s not a nightdress, it’s a dress. And if you think it’s for you, you must be joking.”

She moves away to get rid of the bag, giving me a full view of what I thought was a new piece of lingerie but is actually a skimpy silk dress. Very skimpy. Both my initial, horny excitement and my hope that she won’t go out with Samantha tonight fade to bitter disappointment.

“Oh. Yeah, that’s a classic Samantha dress. I’m a little surprised that you’d get one for her.”

“Who said it was for her?” she says, matter-of-factly, pulling out a shoebox.

I might not be the most perceptive, but I’ve seen enough of Keira’s shopping hauls to know which shops she regularly goes to. I don’t recognize any of the brands on these shopping bags. It sure as hell doesn’t look like she’s been shopping for herself.

I’m starting to get a nasty feeling about this. I sit on the bed and try to catch her gaze as she opens the shoebox and pulls out the pieces of packaging.

“Keira… what’s going on?”

She shakes her head. “Don’t worry about it. And shouldn’t you be getting ready for Dan’s birthday?”

“Oh… shit.” I check my watch. “I’m having lunch with those guys before the baseball. I’m supposed to be at the restaurant in ten minutes.”

“Well,” she smirks, “looks like you’d better get out of here.”

And then she takes a pair of five inch heels out of the box. I know from her Facebook profile that she wore some pretty slutty outfits in her college days, but I’ve never seen any photos of her wearing anything like this.

“Keira—”

“No, Craig, you’d better get going. I know those guys, they’ll give you hell if you’re late. Go have fun, and don’t worry about me. I will, too.”

She’s right. I need to go, and she isn’t going to entertain a conversation about this in the next few minutes. All I can do is get out of here and hope Keira is bluffing.


Part Two

Keira Gets Revenge

I’m sitting in the stands, finally feeling relaxed after a few beers, when my phone buzzes. It’s from Keira.

She isn’t a big texter, and she never messages me while one or both of us are busy unless it’s important. I open the app to see what she’s sent, and immediately have to turn my phone in case any of the guys try to look at my screen.

Keira has taken a full body photo in our bedroom mirror while wearing her outfit. It’s way too revealing for her tastes. It’s tacky, and it’s malicious, but I’m only human. Straight away I feel myself hardening, and I have to fidget to make sure my jeans don’t give me away.

Her cleavage, of which she rarely shows more than a fraction, is pushed up front and center. The dress is held in place by two thin little straps over her shoulders that look like they could break with a small gust of wind and make the whole thing collapse.

And even for Keira, who is known for flaunting her legs at any opportunity, this is one hell of a short dress. If she sits down in that thing, it’s not going to be hard to see what she’s wearing underneath.

Okay, fun’s over, I write back. And yes, you look fricking hot. But enough with the games now, PLEASE. If you really want to go out with Samantha tonight, then fine, I won’t make a big deal out of it. Just please tell me you’re going to wear a normal outfit.

I go to put my phone in my pocket, but it buzzes already. When I open it, Keira has replied.

No.

And that’s all. She goes offline again.

The beers at the baseball, coupled with some more at the burger place that we stumble over to for dinner, numb my anxiety. In fact, I’ve been enjoying myself in spite of everything with Keira, and I’ve lost track of time. The place is nearly empty now, and our group has been camped out here for a while, knocking back a couple more rounds since dinner ended.

It’s getting late. We’re about to make a move and find a bar when my phone buzzes. Again it’s Keira, and again it’s a photo.

It shows her and Samantha, who is dressed in an equally (and, for her, characteristically) revealing get-up, posing and pouting for the camera at some bar. Samantha is nuts, but she looks so fuckable when she goes all out like this. It’s how she ends up in these messes. But Keira—damn.

And right behind them is a group of guys, the kind who are visibly out to get laid. It could be coincidence, they could just happen to be near them at the bar, but from the way the girls are positioned I get the feeling that they’ve been talking to them, or at least that Keira has placed herself near them for the photo to get a rise out of me.

Or both.

Then I realize that neither of the girls took this photo. Someone else did.

I make a decision at that point. She’s fucking with me, and if I keep giving her the reaction that she’s looking for, she’ll just do it more.

I turn on airplane mode and go back to the guys. I’m not letting her ruin my night.

A few hours later, standing in the rain outside the club where we ended the night, I take out my phone for the first time since I received her photo so that I can open up Uber.

I get a couple of notifications from Keira while I’m requesting a cab. When I know that it’s on its way, I open up my chat with her.

Having so much fun! she said, in a message sent about an hour after sending that photo. Samantha knows how to party lol.

That didn’t take long, she said, after another hour or so. She had taken a photo over her shoulder that showed Samantha making out with one of those guys in a booth behind her. After a moment, I realize that Keira was sitting in a booth herself, and she wasn’t alone. The edge of the photo only shows the top of her shoulder and the edge of her arm, but it also shows a man’s arm emerging behind her, sandwiched between her and the back of the booth.

My heart begins to race and fear and anger flash through me. Then I see the last message she sent.

You’re probably in for a shock when you get home. But I think you need it.

What does that mean? I reply.

I notice afterwards that her message was sent an hour and a half ago, and she hasn’t been online since.

By the time my cab comes, she hasn’t responded. I check my phone a few times throughout the journey, but there is no more activity from her end. I guess I’m going to find out what she meant the hard way.

After the cab drops me off, I race for the elevator and pound on the button for our floor. I’m worried, and I have a bad feeling that she and her friend have brought a small, mostly male party back to ours, just so she can make me jealous.

I turn the lock and throw the door open. It’s quiet. For a moment, I wonder if she’s even come back yet, but then I see her new heels by the mat.

Along with a pair of men’s shoes.

“Hello?” I call out, my pulse quickening.

“Oh, hi Craig! In here.”

Her voice is very chipper all of a sudden. I pace down the short corridor that opens out into our living area, starting to suspect that tonight has been one big mind game from her to teach me a lesson, but as I turn the corner I stop in my tracks.

She’s sitting on our couch drinking wine with some giant dude, one of the guys from her photos at the bar. I hesitate and survey the scene for a moment.

“Hi…?”

“Hi Craig! This is Jonny. Craig, Jonny… Jonny, Craig,” she giggles, pointing from one to the other, before flicking back a strand of her hair and sipping from her glass.

“Uh, hi. Keira, can I talk to you for a sec?”

“Sure,” she smiles.

“… In private?”

“Oh!” She pulls a jokey ‘I wonder what this is about’ face for the guy, then gets up and follows me into the bathroom.

“What the hell is going on?” I whisper, as soon as the door is closed.

“What do you mean?” She holds her hands behind her back with her eye-watering cleavage puffed out and her long legs crossed coquettishly.

“That dress, that fucking… guy out there, what do you think?”

“Oh, that! I wasn’t sure if you’d notice, seeing as a lot of the time your attention is on more important matters, like your team missing the play-offs.”

Low blow.

“Look, you’ve made your point, okay? I haven’t been the perfect boyfriend. But I’m gonna make this up to you, I promise.”

She sighs. “Thank you.”

I take a deep breath, and soften my tone to calm things down. “Can you just get that guy out of our apartment? We can talk more when he’s gone.”

“Oh… Jonny? No, no—Jonny’s staying here.”

“What do you mean ‘staying’ here?”

She pats me on the chest. She can see my anger starting to build and she shushes me.

“You’ll find out. But a word to the wise: he was an amateur boxer, and, well, have you seen him?”

“I don’t care. I’ll fucking kill—”

“And he’s a cop.”

I blink.

“Really. He’s a cop. And I asked him to come back with me tonight because I was afraid of what you might do to me for spending the night with all those guys.”

“… Are you fucking kidding me?”

“I’m dead serious. You could say he’s here in an official capacity right now, and if you lay a hand on him…” She puffs out her cheeks and exhales. “That’s assaulting a police officer. And you’d get your ass kicked.”

I just blink. I don’t know what to say. I knew Keira had a mean streak, but this is some evil shit.

“I’m glad that’s all cleared up.” She smiles sweetly and pecks me on the cheek. “I’m going to go and be a good host for my guest. You can do whatever you like—maybe there’s a game on TV? Don’t worry about me. I’m getting plenty of attention from Jonny. And he’s pretty hot, too.”

She blows me a kiss, slides out of the bathroom, and leaves me there, alone.

I stay in the bathroom for a little while—pacing, leaning against the counter, pacing, sitting on the toilet, pacing again.

I’m seething, but she has me cornered. The ‘assaulting a police officer’ thing could be total bullshit, but if it’s true the process to fight a charge like that, on top of whatever circumstances are about to unfold here, would be excruciating.

He might not even be a cop, but the second thing she said is undeniably true: in the best case scenario, he would knock me out instantly. In the worst case scenario, there would be a lot more damage, and—if Keira really isn’t bluffing—he’d fuck my girlfriend regardless.

I’m trying to figure out any way to put a stop to this, and though I’m relatively sober right now, any kind of thinking is proving difficult after almost twelve hours of steady drinking. I’m so damn tired. But since she went back out there, she’s been laughing, chatting excitedly, and playing music. She’s showing no signs of stopping.

Thinking about it now, all I’ve been hearing for the last few minutes is the music. I stand by the door and listen intently, but I can’t hear their voices anymore.

Maybe they’ve left.

Maybe he’s left, and this weird stunt by Keira is finally over.

I open the door, as quietly as possible, though I don’t really know why. I think I just want to catch Keira unawares and see what she’s really up to.

I stand to the side of the door and peer out.

What the fuck?

She’s making out with him!

In our apartment, on our couch, she is making out with some other guy, right under my nose. And it isn’t just some act to punish me—not that it would be much better if it was—but she’s really going for it.

She’s so eager that she’s practically wringing that guy’s muscles, and she’s using an amount of tongue that she’s only really used in her drunkest, randiest moments, even though she is completely sober right now. Her body is squirming against the cushion of the couch as they kiss, as if she can’t sit still out of horniness.

And though he was calm and collected throughout our brief interaction earlier and the time that I’ve spent eavesdropping, without a doubt the ‘quiet big guy’ type, he’s making the most of this opportunity. His hands are all over her, the son of a bitch, and the way they’re mauling her through that tiny little dress, he’s so familiar with her body right now that they may as well be naked.

I realize my cock is hardening again. Maybe it’s a step ahead of me, because as I self-consciously adjust my jeans over it and then look back up, I realize that the scene in front of me is really turning me on.

Why? I find Keira sexy, for sure, and in a sordid way I found the way she looked tonight really hot. I find her even more so, now.

Because she’s now getting hot and heavy? Even despite the fact she’s getting hot and heavy with some other guy, right in front of me? Or because of it?

Gawping at them through the half-open doorway, I choose not to think about it too much. I just feel compelled to watch them. And right now, things are moving up a gear.

Jonny has gone straight for Keira’s best assets. His hands have slid off the thin barrier of her dress and onto her thighs, and this is all starting to feel more real. If there was any doubt that she wanted him, at the moment his hands start massaging her inner thighs—and then the backs of her thighs, almost up to her ass—it becomes clear to all three of us that they’re going to fuck.

Keira enjoys being felt up for a little while, making the slightly higher pitched ‘mmm’ sounds that she used to make in the early days when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. After the first few times back then, I realized it wasn’t exactly fake; it’s just a weird thing that she does when she’s feeling really horny and she’s trying to ramp things up.

And it’s usually a prelude to her making a bold move. I know that for sure because both the noises and those bold moves have dried up since.

Right on cue, she takes hold of his hand and encourages it up under her dress, and that’s when I realize.

She isn’t wearing anything underneath it. She probably hasn’t been all night. I’m looking straight at her snatch now, and I wonder what kind of views she was throwing around that bar, whenever she sat or danced a little too vigorously.

No wonder this guy is still so eager to be with her tonight despite seeing her live-in boyfriend come home. He’s the type to go for this, and he’s locked in now. He knows he’ll get laid, and he doesn’t give a shit about anything else.

As his fingers press to her folds she moans out loud and leans her head back sultrily, at the same time letting her own hands wander downwards against his torso until they reach his belt. She fumbles to unfasten it, just as he inserts a digit into her, and she bites her lip and whines with a little wiggle of her hips.

He thrusts his finger into her while stroking her clit, and with her eyes closed and her head sinking back over the top of the couch, she reaches blindly into his boxers, takes hold of his member, and drags it out into the light. It throbs in her hand, standing tall at an impressive size.

Unfortunately, something that I found out about Keira early in our relationship—something that I no doubt wasn’t supposed to find out, and that she probably never knew I found out—was that she is a “size queen”. I’m of a decent size myself, and I suspect if I wasn’t, we wouldn’t be together.

But I’ve always harbored a doubt that I’m really everything she wants. Because one morning at her old apartment, while she was in the shower and I was looking around for a phone charger, I found a nine inch dildo at the back of a drawer in her nightstand. It intimidated me a little, but I didn’t dare bring it up, and in the end I just chalked it up to her wanting to indulge in a little fantasy.

The problem I have right now is that she’s holding a real cock of the same size as that dildo.

She shudders as she tries her best to wrap her hand around it—her fingers don’t quite reach the whole way around to her thumb—and he simultaneously presses a palm through her dress against her sensitive nipples.

Which is when I realize she wasn’t even wearing a bra under that dress the whole night.

Her nipples are like bullets, jutting out hard against the thin material. It wasn’t warm outside tonight, so half of the city probably saw them while she was out with Samantha.

This realization makes my cock lurch again. What is wrong with me? I think, but in the battle between upper and lower brains there is a clear winner as it stands. I don’t want to think just yet about why I find Keira’s shocking behavior so hot. I’m hooked on it, and even though this is supposed to be some kind of punishment for whatever shortcomings I’ve had as a boyfriend, I no longer want it to stop. I want her to take it to its conclusion.

Keira is trembling now as she rubs his cock, and she can’t take her eyes off it as he works her between her legs and rubs her tits. It seems like the visual is what sets her off, as her legs suddenly squeeze together against his hand, her chest pushes against his palm, and she throws her head back and cries out. She thrusts her hips against him, moaning in time.

I just stand there, peering out from behind the bathroom door of my own apartment, watching someone else make my girlfriend come. And my cock is as hard as a rock.

“Fuck,” she moans. Her spasms soften but she jerks his cock harder. She exhales heavily, her eyelids fluttering one last time, and then she pushes herself up and off the couch, never letting go of his cock.

She stands in front of him and lashes her tongue against his again, bending so that her dress rides up and flashes her wet pussy in my direction. And then she gets down on her knees, not bothering to adjust her dress—perhaps deliberately—so that her sex is still visible to me.

His cock rages over her, her small fist still wrapped partly around it. She turns to the side as she pulls her hair back away from her face, and I see her lick her lips. And that’s the last detail I see before she turns away from me again, raises herself over his enormous member, and makes a gulping sound. Her arm lightly bounces and her wrist twists, and gradually her head sinks into his lap.

He grunts and places a hand around the back of her head, egging her on. It’s a strange sight, in that I can’t really see anything at all. I can’t see her face, and I can’t see his cock lodged down her hungry throat. Also, he’s the one getting pleasured right now, and I don’t really want to look at that. So I watch her ass involuntarily squirming with excitement and revealing sporadic glimpses of her exposed pussy instead.

As her head bounces on his shaft with shocking ease, confirming my suspicions that she has a history when it comes to much larger than normal cocks, the focus of my eyeline is rewarded by the sight of her fingers slipping between her legs and into her folds, then rubbing at her clit.

In contrast to the feverish attentions of her face on his cock, the movement of her hand against her pussy is idle, almost like an automatic reflex. And a couple of minutes later, he seems to be nearing orgasm, his grunts and fidgeting becoming distracting while I try to enjoy the dark thrill of seeing my girlfriend service him.

That’s when she moves things up a gear.

She slowly lifts her head up his length and then pulls off him completely with a smack of her lips. He opens his eyes and looks down at her, and there’s a flicker of frustration before he sees her fingers sloshing around in her pussy and realizes, with a cocky smirk, what’s about to happen.

She stands and hitches up her dress all the way off her ass, and then in sensuous slow motion she places each knee either side of him, her pussy just inches over his shaft. I’m waiting with bated breath, for a moment that I never would have thought that I’d want to see. But she pauses, and she looks over her shoulder.

“You like this, don’t you?”

I just stare back. What the hell am I supposed to say to that?

Thankfully, she doesn’t push for an answer. Instead, she points to the armchair at the side of the room—the same armchair from which she had complained that I was ignoring her while I sat on that same couch gawking at the football—and says, “If you’re gonna watch, watch it properly.”

I’m kind of expecting Jonny the Cop to object, but he has her tight, wet pussy suspended directly over his cock. He’s got this far, and he doesn’t seem to care about anything now except getting inside my girlfriend.

Her eyes widen pointedly, as though she is warning me not to be rude in front of her guest.

I don’t know where her head is at, and I certainly don’t know where mine is. But she’s horny as hell, and so am I. And whatever self-destructive mission she’s on tonight, I’ve already joined her on it.

I quietly step out from behind the bathroom door and shuffle in shame towards the armchair. Neither Jonny nor I look in the other’s direction. We’re having very different experiences tonight, and clearly neither of us wants to acknowledge the other’s.

With a tight, self-satisfied smile, she turns back to Jonny, locks eyes with him, and directs his cock upwards with her hand while she lowers herself down onto it. I watch, stunned, as her folds engulf his bulging glans.

She lets out a little moan and sinks down his shaft. From my new position, I’m intimidated by the size of it, shocked by the sight of that massive thing being swallowed up inside my girlfriend’s small frame from above, and I’m half expecting her to suddenly stop from discomfort or pain. But her mouth was no stranger to a giant cock, and it turns out her tight pussy is just as experienced, adapting to him with ease. I still think she’ll need a few attempts to get all of him inside, but I’m kidding myself. In just a few seconds she slips from the tip of his cock all the way to the base, their crotches now pressed close together.

“Fuck,” she whispers at the moment when he’s all the way inside her.

At the same time he shivers and exhales, then clasps both hands around her ass cheeks and squeezes as he tenses and throbs inside her.

Enjoying the power she has over him now, as well as me, she deftly flicks each of the straps of her dress loose of her shoulders and shimmies the top of it down until it pops free of her tits and they rebound upwards with a jiggle. That already slutty dress pretty much resembles a waistband now, forming a crude image as she sits on his cock with her breasts presented to him.

His hands rise to her chest, mauling her juicy tits while his fingers flick over her nipples. She whines, closes her eyes and begins to grind against him.

I’m wrought with anxiety and all kinds of emotions as I watch this from the sidelines. I shouldn’t like seeing her like this, but I do; the sight of her getting so worked up, deriving such satisfaction from him, is a huge turn-on. And I should fear for our relationship, but—at least right now—I don’t. Perhaps it’s because this extreme horniness has washed away all coherent logic, but perhaps it’s because this doesn’t seem like an ending. She throws little glances and smirks at me, and it seems like she’s enjoying the effect she’s having on me.

Did I starve her so badly of attention that this is how she tries to get it out of me? Is this the kind of attention that she wants? And how could she have known that it would even work?

I guess she knows I’m just too passive to go the other way and try to do something about it. And she’s gone for a guy who I’m incapable of doing anything about, which was either a conscious choice on her part, or just part of the package when it comes to her lust for size.

So it was only ever going to go one of two ways: I meekly, reluctantly accept it, or I meekly, willingly accept it.

And, I have to admit to myself, it’s gone the second way.

I’m ashamed, of course. Ashamed that my girlfriend is doing this, and ashamed that I like that my girlfriend is doing this. But my shame and my arousal are feeding off one another right now, swirling through my body with such force that I can almost feel it, like an injection rushing through my veins.

As he savors the feel of her tits and ass in his hands, and of her tight snatch rubbing up and down his member, he closes his eyes and loses himself in the moment. And she takes the opportunity to turn and lock eyes with me, the thrusts of her hips becoming harder and faster, her clit rapidly rubbing against him.

The goading, cruel glint in her eye has dulled now. There’s nothing calculating in her expression now, because she’s lost control of it. By the second, her whole face seems to glaze over more and more, her every conscious thought being drowned in twisted lust.

Still staring at me, she shudders and whines, and something flashes across her eyes. Simultaneously a realization and a message to me: “Fuck… it’s happening again.”

She and I stare at each other as her pleasure mounts and then pulses through her. She rides his cock, her face scrunched in ecstasy and her tits squeezed in his hands. It’s so fucked up, but it’s so hot.

When her spasms soften and she sinks down against him, he knows he can take his turn. He lifts her up and she lets him spin her around. Neither of us are sure what he has planned for a moment, but then he pulls her upper body down so that her back is lying against his chest, and he grips his cock and presses the head to her entrance. I can see everything now.

And, it turns out, so can Keira. As he rubs his glans against her wet folds and works it up into her, she looks down at the bulging crotch of my jeans and smiles.

“If you like what you see, take it out. Do what you’re dying to do.”

I’m stunned, and automatically I shake my head without a word.

“Craig… do it. I want to see you do it.”

Immediately my already rigid cock swells against my jeans and makes them rise again. She raises her eyebrows to hammer home her point.

I’ve come this far. Or this low. Doing what she’s suggesting should feel like a crazy transgression, but there have been so many of those already tonight. I swallow what remains of my pride and unzip my jeans.

I worry that this is going to be the thing that finally freaks this Jonny guy out. It would be pretty chastening on top of everything else to be berated for whipping out my cock to the sight of them fucking. But again, he doesn’t seem to give a shit. He is now plunging his cock back into her, in this position where her legs are spread so wide and I can see the underside of his rod spearing her pussy. He’s close to the finish line.

I jerk my own cock as I watch Keira getting fucked. She relaxes against him, her breasts pink with the marks from his hands, and she smiles at the sight of me pleasuring myself to her infidelity.

He ups the ante now, squeezing her ass hard to keep her in place, thrusting powerfully up into her snatch. She flails and moans involuntarily, closing her eyes again and just enjoying getting hammered from below.

“Yes, yes, just like that. Fuck me hard.”

He goes even harder and faster. His face reddens and the veins on his arms bulge as he grips her. It’s clear he’s on the brink, but unexpectedly Keira yelps and cries out.

“Oh, God, oh, God, I’m coming again!”

Her muscles tighten and she convulses on top of him. I can almost see her pussy clenching against him. I watch her stiffen and moan alluringly, her body splayed vulgarly against his, and I enjoy it for what it is: my girlfriend getting pleasured to the point of being overwhelmed, completely giving herself to this stranger and at the same time taking everything she can get from him.

And as he grunts and his motions slow, I realize she’s about to take something from him in the more literal sense.

His cock seems to bloat, its veins ballooning, before it plunges into her one more time and stays there. He tenses over and over, pushing deeper into her each time, as he gasps and puffs in relief.

She extends a hand backwards over her shoulder and presses it to his cheek, an extra little connection as they orgasm in sync, before she’s finally spent and she slides down against him. He keeps pulsing into her, his cock and her folds becoming more and more slick, until some of his come emerges and gets smeared over both of them.

It’s so crude, so gross, so humiliating. And I outdo it on all of those fronts by suddenly spurting in my hand and having to press my cock against my leg to catch the rest of it. Keira notices me almost jumping out of my seat, and looks over just in time, her lips curling in a smirk that clearly tells me she got everything that she wanted out of this. Including a permanent upper hand in our relationship, probably, and whatever that might lead to.

She sighs, pushes off him, and fluently flips her legs up, then lies against the arm of the couch with her legs across his lap and her eyes trained on me. It’s a subtle move made to look like she’s just relaxing, but with her creamy pussy still facing me, it’s also a power move: reminding me of what’s still inside her, and likely making its way deeper still.


Part Three

Keira Gets Control

The atmosphere quickly becomes uncomfortable, at least for both me and Jonny. He excuses himself to the bathroom with his clothes under one arm.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” Keira asks me with a teasing smile, as she straightens out her dress.

“Well, it isn’t that simple. This whole night has been kind of fucked up.”

“Sure it has. But you liked it. I saw that with my own eyes.”

“Fine, I got off on it. I don’t know why. But I don’t like the way you acted before it.”

“What do you mean?” she asks with false naivety, pushing herself up and walking over.

“Dressing the way you did, going out and acting just like Samantha. Spending the whole night hanging out with random guys.”

“But that was all part of it, Craig. I don’t think you’ve ever paid as much attention to me as you did tonight. Especially just now.” She leans down and presses her palm against my crotch, which is once again covered up by my jeans. Mere moments have passed since I came, but it still surges in response and her eyes light up wickedly. “See? You do like it.”

I do and I don’t. From a non-sexual standpoint, I’m obviously horrified. Tonight has been the stuff of nightmares. But, as twisted and unwanted as it may be, it’s turned me on like nothing ever before.

“I think maybe you want me to be like this,” she breathes, coaxingly. There’s a pause, and she pushes for an answer by raising her eyebrows.

This is the moment that decides everything. I can put a stop to this now. Maybe I can even salvage a normal relationship with her, if we can put this behind us.

Or I can see what exactly a relationship with this version of Keira would be like. After all, it’s a hell of a lot more exciting right now than it was. And for better or worse, it’s a prospect that is too tempting to ignore right now.

I nod.

“By the way,” she smiles. “He isn’t a cop at all. I can’t remember what he said he does, but I can tell you it’s not that.”

The next weekend, I find myself leaning against the second floor balcony inside one of the biggest clubs downtown, looking out over the heaving dancefloor. It’s been a weird week.

I’ve never wanted to fuck Keira as much as I did after her stunt with that Jonny guy. He left pretty quickly, having got what he wanted, and probably not loving the situation as soon as the horny clouds in his mind cleared. Keira kept her twisted game going though, and she wouldn’t have sex with me that night.

Or the night after.

Or for the rest of the week.

We did nothing at all over the last week. Instead she just teased me about what would happen next, and promised me I could have her again after that, and only after that. She’s clearly relishing the new control that she holds over me now. As much as I hate to admit it, everything she has done since that last night out has worked on me.

Including something earlier in the day that I never would have thought could work in a million years.

“You told Samantha?!”

“Relax,” Keira sighed, rolling her eyes but failing to suppress a laugh. “She thinks it’s hot that you like it.”

“Really?”

“No, not really. But she does like that I’ll go on more nights out with her now, and she thinks it’ll be fun to find me more hook-ups.”

I was shocked that Keira would do that, and for a moment I thought she’d gone too far; a strange place for me to draw the line after she fucked another guy. But that mortification quickly took a weird, horny turn in my mind, and I don’t hate it as much as I should.

Perhaps it’s because Samantha is Samantha. She just isn’t someone who’s in a position to judge.

Perhaps it’s because Samantha doesn’t have a lot of girl friends to tell. She’s all about guys.

In fact, perhaps it’s because of that last point. Because tonight, she’s here and she’s provided the guys, and the objective couldn’t be more obvious. Two single guys, two seemingly single girls. The guys just don’t know about the boyfriend watching from above.

Well, trying to watch from above. I haven’t seen them since Keira first texted me to confirm they’d arrived, which was when I saw them all gather at the bar for their drinks. I saw that she’s wearing a mini dress, this time a daring hot pink number that is screaming out for attention and barely flits above the top of a pair of stockings. It seemed to be working on her ‘date’ for the night; from the body language alone, as they chatted by the bar I could tell he was putting his all into sealing the deal tonight.

But since then, I’ve lost them in the swarm. I sip my beer and glance every now and then at my phone. Nothing.

The beauty of this situation is that the club is way too packed for anyone to care about the guy standing around clutching a beer and apparently waiting for someone, leaning against the counter that overlooks the dancefloor. Everyone around me is too pre-occupied with their groups, their dates, their hook-ups. And there’s too many of them to pay much notice to me.

It dawns on me while I wait that I’ve become a voyeur, and now I’m pretty much doing it in about as public a setting as you can get. If only I could actually find my lovely girlfriend in the throng—it’s not like her dress is hard to spot.

I search for some time, scanning the huge, bustling crowd. The lights match the music and skim over the hundreds of bodies, but mostly it’s darkness down there. Most of the time, I can only make out the heads and hair of strangers—no faces, no clothing. So when I do finally spot Keira, it’s when a strobe light illuminates her, and in that prolonged shutter effect I see her in stop motion.

She’s making out with the guy, pretty intensely. His arms are extended past her waist, and though I can’t see any further than that beyond the mass of bodies, it’s clear he’s got her hands on her ass—my girlfriend’s tantalizing ass. She’s practically rubbing herself against him, but she’s also distracted. As the lights flash on and off, I see her eyes glancing upwards every so often, scanning the balcony to try to find me, to check that I’m watching.

It’s a sick game we’re playing here. It certainly doesn’t feel healthy. But we’re both into this, and we’re too far gone now. I mean, she’s already fucked someone else right in front of me.

So I watch on, my excitement building for whatever they’re going to do later.

After that, I don’t see much more of them in the club. At one point I see them reconvening with the other two for a drink, Keira and Samantha whispering conspiratorially while the guys smugly catch up on their progress. Again, Keira’s eyes flicker upwards to the balcony, unable to spot me.

I guess I should find it reassuring that she keeps looking for me.

I keep a low profile, heading back and forth between the balcony and the upstairs bar to stay busy. Just as I’m starting to worry that someone will notice me repeatedly hovering around the balcony alone, my phone buzzes.

We’re taking our little party back to the apartment. Stay somewhere close and I’ll tell you when you can come up.

Okay. How long?

Maybe an hour.

I get out of there immediately and head for the subway.

There’s a pizza place near ours where I know I can kill some time. I buy a slice and a drink and find myself a quiet corner, distracting myself with my phone. The journey has already cut the wait in half. The second half is torturous though.

An hour passes, but no message. I’m not worried though. An hour was ambitious, and in that group setting it’s probably not easy for her to engineer circumstances to match our plan.

The plan is simple, though risky. There’s no way we’ll get lucky enough to have her second consecutive partner agree at the last minute to being watched by the boyfriend he didn’t know she had, so we’re not even going to try that approach. I’ll climb the fire escape and sit on the section directly outside our bedroom, where Keira will leave a gap in the drapes wide enough for me to watch them.

All I need is the go-ahead from Keira, and I’ll head around the block to the bottom of our fire escape. If any of the neighbors or bystanders see me, I’ll just say I left my keys in the apartment, where Keira is sleeping. Not foolproof, but I think I’ve covered all my bases as best I can.

Except for the possibility of Keira not texting me. An hour and a half goes by, and I start to get nervous. A second slice has kept me going at the pizza place, but I think I’m pushing my luck now. I head out for a walk and amble around in a circle, checking my phone almost every minute.

Eventually, two hours have passed. It’s been too long now, and the wait gets the better of me. I head over to our apartment block.

I climb the fire escape, nervously glancing around to check I haven’t been seen. Our fire escape runs down to the quiet street along the side of the building, and it’s late, so thankfully I’m alone out here. I quickly clamber up past a few floors until I’m well clear of anyone who might walk past on the ground.

Our apartment is on the seventh floor, so it isn’t a quick climb. I reach the fifth floor and peer upwards. No sign of anyone around our apartment, and no noise. I don’t see any lights, either. A small doubt forms in my mind.

When I get to our floor, it’s confirmed.

All the drapes are drawn. There are no lights, either. Are they even here?

I could try to text her, but if she was near her phone she’d surely have texted me by now. All sorts of worries are swirling through my mind—for one thing, is she safe?—so I make my choice. I turn back around and head down the fire escape, digging out the fob for the main entrance.

I’m going in.

When I get to the door of the apartment, I stop and press my ear against it. I can’t hear anything. They haven’t got held up having more drinks and chatting. I’m starting to think they didn’t actually come home.

I open and close the door as quietly as I can, and kick off my shoes. All the lights are out. I shuffle past the kitchen and dinette, which is empty. I reach the living room, and duck behind the wall immediately.

There are two people on the couch. I peer out and squint through the darkness, quickly recognizing Samantha’s short blonde hair. Behind her is the guy who she hooked up with at the club. They’re both asleep with our spare blanket over them, and their clothes are scattered across the coffee table and the floor.

They came back, and they fucked. So Keira’s here. My heart pounding, I head around the corner towards the bedroom.

Now I can hear something. A small noise, like a little tap. And then again. I reach the closed door and again stop to listen. The sound repeats a couple of times, but it isn’t in any rhythm, and it isn’t clear what’s causing it. All I know is that someone’s in there. Probably both of them.

There is no keyhole in the door, so I can’t see anything. This wasn’t the plan at all.

I’m overemotional now, and going on impulse. I just want to know what’s going on, so I press down the handle and push the door.

Nothing.

I try again. Still nothing.

She’s locked the door.

The sound stops. There’s an excruciating silence, where Keira and I each know that the other is here. Then I hear her whispering something—probably explaining away to him the fact that someone just tried to get into the room—and then a loud slurping sound. The sound repeats a few times, clearly indicating that she’s sucking his cock, before she speaks loudly enough for me to hear.

“You’re so fucking big. I want you inside me for real now.”

The mattress groans as they rearrange themselves.

“Don’t worry,” she continues. “That’s Samantha out there. She’s just screwing with me. Samantha, I know you’re still there. Fuck off!”

Another pause. She actually wants to hear me walk away.

Panicking, I decide I need to get out of here. I can’t be around when Samantha and the other guy wake up. So, deliberately emphasizing my footsteps, I turn and flee down the hall and out of the door of my own apartment.

And I spend the rest of the night at a hotel nearby.

When I wake up, there’s a text from Keira waiting for me, sent half an hour ago.

They’re all gone :)

What a bitch. But, again, her tricks have worked on me. I lost count of the number of times I jacked off last night. It was the only way I could get to sleep, and the only way I could get back to sleep each time I woke up. And now I’m itching to find out what she did, and to get what I was promised. To fuck my own girlfriend again.

I picked the cheapest place I could find in the area, but it still cost way too much just to stay the night a few blocks from my own home. I decide to get my money’s worth and I raid the breakfast bar, even bundling some extra pastries in my sweater and carrying it out under my arm.

I get home to a quiet apartment, and find Keira lying on the couch, taking up the whole length of it and covered by the spare blanket. She smiles, waves and points to the armchair at the side. Yet another power move.

I sit and take a deep breath. She’s waiting for me to talk first.

“So… how was last night?”

“Really good,” she says, her eyes widening for emphasis, and then she sighs dramatically and flops back against the arm of the couch. “I am so friggin’ tired, though. What a night.” It’s like she’s talking to a girl friend, but that’s deliberate.

“What did you… do?” I ask.

She laughs. “I haven’t got the energy to talk through all the details. But, in summary, he fucked me every which way. I came five times. He came in my mouth and in my pussy. Our bed is a mess.”

Just those few details are enough to crank my near permanent semi-erection up to full rigidity. My heart races. I feel light-headed with excitement and jealousy.

She’s watching my reaction with a smug little smile, but I don’t mind it, even though I should. It’s all part of her act—if it even is an act—and it continues to give me goosebumps and a rush of dopamine. I just want to make sure I get my end of the bargain now.

“Have you got the energy for another round?” I ask, nodding at the bedroom.

She laughs, an over-the-top, affected laugh, as if I’ve asked the most daring question she’s ever heard. But I watch her and wait, and when she calms down she looks at me and gives a little sigh.

“A promise is a promise. Go to the bedroom, I’ll be there in a sec.”

It stings a little that she seems so blasé about it, but at this point I’ll take what I can get. I’d give anything to fuck her again after what’s happened over the last week.

I fling aside my T-shirt and my jeans, lie on the bed so that I’m propped up slightly by the pillows and wearing only my boxers, and I wait for a couple of minutes. I’m starting to wonder what the hell kind of game she’s playing now, but then I hear her light footsteps in the hall, and she appears in the doorway.

She’s dressed in black lingerie, including the stockings from last night, and she smolders as she poses with a hand on her hip and the other arm pressed along the doorframe.

“You like it?”

I nod, stunned. She hasn’t put on sexy underwear since our first few months of dating. But I know this ensemble isn’t entirely for me—I’m not the first man she’s worn it in front of, not even in the last twelve hours.

She walks over to me, slowly, sinuously, and places one knee at the foot of the bed. I can’t keep my eyes off her.

“I like how attentive you’ve become, lately. It’s exactly what I want from you.”

She places her other knee down, so that she is kneeling over my feet.

“If there is anything else I can do to keep you this interested, just say,” she continues, leaning down and crawling up my body agonizingly slowly, and her bra and her stockings brush against me, making me shiver. “Are you happy with me?”

Jesus. She hasn’t really checked how I’m doing with this depraved change in our relationship—she’s just asked a couple of questions like this one, when she has me so horny I might explode. At this moment I want more and more of this wild side of Keira. The small voice of reason is banished to the back of my mind as I nod.

“Good. I’m glad we can keep our relationship going like this.”

She straddles my crotch now, and slowly lowers herself until hers gingerly makes contact with mine through our underwear. It electrifies me. I’m so close to getting her back.

She sees me shudder and she smiles. Then she rotates her hips lightly, so that she rubs against my cock and makes it lurch against her. She smiles tauntingly.

“I’m so glad you’re cool with the fact I fucked him right here in our bed.”

Somehow, the significance of that hadn’t registered. I’m lying right where she got fucked by some other guy. Every night I will be. Again, my dick surges at her.

“And I hope you’re cool with what I’m planning next.”

I look at her questioningly, and with a knowing smirk she tugs my waistband down until my cock and balls are free. My shaft springs up, straining in the direction of her pussy.

She raises herself on her knees, and then pulls her panties all the way to the side until her folds are completely exposed. She’s putting on a show, her movements slow and calculated, and that doesn’t change as she lowers herself and takes hold of my cock with her other hand.

“Samantha and I had a realization this morning,” she says nonchalantly, and she presses my glans to her folds. She pauses and holds it there. “Well, she did. And I think she’s right.”

She shifts her knees outwards and takes the tip of my cock into her, beginning to sink down the shaft. She feels different somehow, and it’s driving me wild.

“She realizes how she usually gets, in between relationships. It isn’t healthy. And she thinks maybe it’s because she’s the only one out of the girls who’s single. It makes her panic and rush into things.

“So, now that she can party with me, she wants to just spend some time having fun. Living like a single girl should. With me.”

Her pussy slides down to the base of my member, wet and sticky against the shaft. And I realize that she still has the residue of his come inside her.

Keira slowly begins to hump my cock, and she guides my hands to her ass. As I press my palms and fingers to her flesh it’s a strange feeling, as though that ass now belongs more to those other guys she fucked than it does to me.

“And she had an idea,” she continues. “One that I really like. We got those guys’ numbers, and after they left, she texted both of them and suggested they come back tonight so we could party again, but… as a group.

“They said they’ll come over later.”

I lose it, and I erupt inside her. This new information gives my cock the strength to blast a huge, jealous load into her, despite everything that I put it through last night. I groan and caress her body, taking the chance to feel as much of her as I can while I still have the chance.

I don’t know when I’ll get to fuck her next. All I know is that at least two men will have fucked her before then.

“I like how things are going between us,” she sighs, happily, wiggling her hips and making my cock spurt its last dollop of come inside her. “I think I’m even more serious about me and you than before. I really want everything with you.”

She leans down and presses a kiss to my lips.

“But just so you know, everything means everything. And that includes fucking anyone I want to.”

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.
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