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​
Author’s Introduction






Please take a moment to realize that
while this is a work of fiction, there are people in our world very
much like the characters you are about to read. Look out for
them…or become them. The choice is yours.

Tigger Warning in effect. But only if
you have a soft spot for men with broken hearts and not a shred of
spine.

Enjoy the dark. Light a
candle.

Dex.


Chapter 1

​




Stella closed the door and left her
boyfriend David to tend to the baby. She told him she needed a
nice, long, relaxing bath, and that he should be prepared to make
dinner and put the child down when it was time. David happily
agreed, holding the baby he didn’t know wasn’t his, and told Stella
to take her time.

With the door locked behind her, she
did a quick outfit change, opened the camera app on her phone, and
stood in front of the mirror.

Stella wore short denim shorts, only
inches from waist to hem, and a long black tank top. Her pale arms
were slender as she struck a pose. The knee-high cat socks were
cute, black and white stripes, hello kitty brand. On her cute
little head she wore a black beanie, and from underneath that her
blonde hair was cut short, hanging just past her chin.

She snapped a photo and sent it in the
group chat she shared with two other people. Two men named Chad and
Rocco.

Chad: Fucking sexy.

Rocco: But what’s underneath?

Stella giggled, bit her bottom lip.
She could hear the baby crying, hear Chad trying to calm him down.
Carefully, without losing the beanie or kitty cat socks, she
removed the denim short shorts and the black tank top. With no
underwear underneath, she was completely nude except for the beanie
and socks. Her big, full tits commanded the picture frame as she
aimed at the mirror. The small, shaved area between her thin thighs
was exposed – the tucked lips of her cunt. She smiled, inclined her
head to one side, and snapped another picture. Then she bit her
bottom lip and took another. Then another one with her free hand
squeezing one of her round pale tits.

Chad: Fuck girl you’re making my dick hard.

Rocco: Is that idiot boyfriend of yours home? Does he know you’re
taking nudes for us?

Stella: He’s home and FUCK NO he doesn’t know! The boy is an
idiot…and if your cock is so hard why don’t you show me?

She stood there in front of the
mirror, mostly naked, eyes scanning her phone screen and waiting
for a response. Excitement filled her tummy, made her wet - to
think about this taboo act of cheating. Stella had been in a group
text with Rocco and Chad for months, since the day they’d gotten
her pregnant, probably. She knew it was Chad’s kid for sure, but
David didn’t. David thought it was his. Stella wasn’t going to
burst his bubble. The group chat had slowly descended into constant
videos and pics she was sending to Chad and Rocco, sometimes in the
middle of the night while David slept. Other times, like now, it
was when her boyfriend was furiously trying to attend to the
newborn.

Chad: How you like this one slut?

Stella’s eyes widened at the
site of Chad’s hard cock, so hairy, long and white. It appeared as
if he were driving, had simply whipped it out for a quick shot and
sent the photo. Stella loved
Chad’s dick. And staring at it from that angle
made her want to suck it. She needed to see them again.
Badly.

Rocco: Send more my little bimbo bitch.

Double checking that the door was
locked, Stella then took her phone to the bedside table, David’s
side, and set it up so that the lens had a view of the entire room.
Quickly, she put a song from her playlist on Bluetooth. Music
began, trap style, danceable.

Still wearing only the black beanie
and long knee-high socks, Stella pressed record and backed up. She
started to sway in time with the music, finding her rhythm, and
then her courage. She turned around, backed her ass up to the lens,
and twerked for the camera. Her white pale ass cheeks, though
small, had a nice meat to them, and that flesh rounded and jostled
as she danced. Then she turned, grabbing her own breasts that
looked so large in her tiny hands, and began to lick at pink
nipples. She swayed her hips, played with her tits, and put on a
show.

Chad: That’s more like it. Keep em’ coming!

Rocco: Ready to take both of us again?

Below Rocco’s response was
his cock, fresh from the shower, and half hard. Stella got weak
just looking at it. It was long and girthy, white with blue veins;
a perfect cock as far as Stella was concerned. She trembled,
remembering the feeling of them both inside her. Halloween night. The
motel. In the fucking van. Chad’s birthday. So much cock. And God, how she’d
become such a cheating little slut for them. She wanted
more.

Stella: When? I need your cocks inside me. I need to cum for both of
you.

Chad: Sounds like bitch boy ain’t gettin’ it done like he
should.

Rocco: I’m down to meet at Chad’s in an hour.

Chad: Same. Bring your hot little ass over here NOW girl.

Stella: Are you kidding? I can’t just ditch David with the
baby…

Chad: Leave that loser to raise my kid. Bring your ass here tonight
or I’ll send your loser boyfriend some video from the last time we
gaped your dumbass.

Rocco: LOLOLOL!

Stella: Asshole! Fine… I’ll think of something.

Chad: And wear something special while you’re at it.

Did they really expect her
to make it happen tonight? On such short notice? There was no way
she’d be able to get out of there without making David suspicious.
But then, Stella scrolled through her chat history with Chad and
Rocco. Hundreds of nudes: Stella with her pussy spread, Stella bent
over showing her asshole and pussy, Stella sucking her fingers,
videos of Stella masturbating, videos of Stella masturbating
to videos of Chad and Rocco fucking
her. Everything, all of it, was there.
Hours of it. Her history with them. But instead of feeling bad, all
it did was make Stella horny.

She had to find a way over to
Chad’s.


​ Chapter 2


Stella donned a new pair of panties -
one she knew the boys would love. They were small, cotton, light
purple and decorated with multi-colored patches in the shapes of
different hearts. Some hearts were filled with other smaller
hearts, others were polka dotted or striped. The hem of the panties
was pink, and it clung tight to her pale skin.

Then she put the denim short shorts
back on, along with the black tank top, adjusted her beanie and
knee-highs, and headed for the door.

“Where you going?” David
asked sleepily from the recliner.

“Picking up some presents
from my girlfriends,” she lied. “Diapers and toys and
stuff.”

“Sure,” David smiled,
yawned. “Enjoy a little break. Baby is down. I will be too soon
enough.”

“Okay baby be right
back.”

She was halfway out the door when he
called to her again.

“Hey Kida?”

“Yeah babe?”

“I’m so proud of you, I mean
us.” David was teary-eyed, getting emotional. “I love you so
much.”

“I love you so much too,
baby.”

And she was out the door.

On the drive over she continued to
reminisce on her affair with the older men. In the hidden pictures
folder of her phone were countless selfies she’d taken of herself,
Chad, and Rocco. Stella couldn’t count how many times she’d
masturbated to them. The photos of her smiling face, two big
drooping cocks slouching across it. Her cum plastered countenance,
grinning as she sucked a swollen head. And
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