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Lexi and Tim

​ “I’ve never
seen so much cum, honestly.”

Lexi’s lips had a faint touch of rose to
them thanks to the two bottles of red she was sharing with her best
friend Ellie. Her husband, Tim, sat with them. She wasn’t a tall
girl and certainly carried no extra weight except for what was in
her breasts and ass, so two bottles of red split three ways did a
number on her inhibitions.

Tim grimaced when she said it, as any
husband would. To hear your wife say something so vulgar about
someone else would embarrass any man. The fact that she said
it so nonchalant in front of other people just piled the
emasculation on even more. Tim might bring this up later to her in
private, but the chances were she would barely remember saying it,
and more likely shrug it off if she did.

Ellie giggled when Lexi said it. Her eyes
shifted to Tim momentarily, embarrassed for him, but laughing
nonetheless.

“Oh come on, Tim, lighten up!” Lexi chuckled
drunkenly, refilling her glass. “It’s not like you haven’t had your
fair share of ex’s!”

“Just lighten up a little ok, Lexi?” It
sounded like a plea.

“I’m just saying, Ellie,” she continued as
if her husband was not there, tilting her head back and swilling
the Cab. “I’ve been with guys before but Bobby had this
…fucking…fountain cock!” The girls ripped apart into laughter,
keeling over and sloshing wine onto the table. Tim looked around
uncomfortably, moments away from a not so graceful exit.

“I can’t imagine! My boyfriend Fred has got
plenty and I don’t want anymore!” Ellie chimed in.

Lexi got her giggles under control and said,
“yeah, but there was something so hot about it you know?”

This last comment from his wife pushed Tim
to his feet. “OK, I’ll let you two finish up Ladies Night on your
own. I am off to bed.”

“Don’t be such a child, Tim!” Lexi called
after him, but he was already down the hallway and gone. Moments
later the bedroom door shut, somewhat harder than usual. “He’s such
a baby,” Lexi continued, “he hears about a cock bigger than his and
it’s off to bed!”

“So naïve,” Ellie added.

“YES, girl.”

“You didn’t say he was bigger though,”
Ellie’s sly smiled appeared behind her wine glass.

“I didn’t?” The giggles were coming
back.

“No, Lex. You said he came like a firehose,
you didn’t say anything about the hardware itself.”

“Well, Ellie my love…let’s just say Tim
picked the right time to go to bed.”

The two women laughed and drank late into
the night.

 


The remarks about her ex-boyfriend Bobby had
always been there. Since their first few dates it had gone from
casual remarks about an ex that anyone in a relationship might
make, to so much more specific (and humiliating) details as time
went on. It was only a week after they were married and had been
together close to three years that she mentioned how dominant Bobby
could be in the bedroom.

“Well you know, some guys are just more
aggressive in bed,” she told her husband over brunch cocktails.
“It’s not a good or a bad thing, just different. I like how sweet
you are to me, Tim.”

“But you liked how rough he was?” Tim shot
back. The growing annoyance at this Bobby fellow had been
persistent for years; several times they had gotten into full blown
arguments about it. Arguments that Lexi usually came out on top
in.

“Oh God don’t start this again, Tim.”

“Well you liked it, right?”

Lexi stared back at him with malice and
rolled her eyes. Then she looked away and to the floor. Tim
knew.

The night that Lexi and Ellie stayed up
drinking red was the same night that Tim lay huddled under blankets
in the next room over, his phone on full brightness and his 6 inch
cock hard in his hand. He watched videos on porn sites of men
giving their wife to other men. He came in a sock and stuffed it
under the bed. For the moment, the tide was quelled and the fantasy
gone. The fantasy he didn’t dare mention around Lexi or God knew
what might transpire.

But the implications of it, the fact that he
had just cum to that dirty, horrible thought, scared him. It scared
him a lot.

Lexi slid into bed next to him a little
while later, drunk and smelling of wine. She cuddled up onto his
back and pressed herself tight against him. He could feel her large
C cups, warm and inviting against his back. She was shaking her
hips a little trying to get comfortable and it almost awoke the
flaccid thing in his boxer briefs. Ellie was asleep on the couch
and the house was quiet.

Tim laid there, listening to his wife sleep,
thinking about her body; the curves and the color of it. He thought
about the two women giggling at him. Most of all he thought about
this guy named Bobby, and just who the hell he might be.


 


 


Bobby

​ Bobby had
always had it. Whatever it was came extremely natural
to him. He didn’t have to work on it; he didn’t have to
practice it. What it is exactly was hard to express
directly, but he knew what it had to do with; his natural prowess
in the bedroom, his natural way with woman, his distinctly large
member, his low voice and commanding nature, etc. Some called him
an Alpha, but it was more than that. Because of all the sexual
prowess and of all of his physical gifts(from big dong to natural
abs), there was one thing that trumped them all. One thing that
maybe other men didn’t have. Sure, plenty of guys had “game.” Some
guys have big dicks and some guys with those big dicks knew how to
use them. Guys like Bobby. But what made Bobby, well, Bobby,
was that one thing that made him know that he absolutely had
it.

And that of course was his giant load of
cum.

In College, Bobby earned a nickname in the
dorm building he stayed in. Half-way through his freshman year they
started calling him Bobby Big Load, or Load for short. He managed
to spend some time with several different girls in the building and
as girls do, they started to talk. Word got around through
girlfriends to boyfriends and then guys and girls alike knew the
deal. They knew that Bobby was packing not just a big gun, but some
serious fucking ammunition.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Bobby?” Sarah
had been furious, unable to open her eyes because of it. Bobby had
been her first, both of them 18 at the time. Sarah had been Bobby’s
first conquest that year, and ultimately the girl who would later
come up with the nickname. After fucking her to climax three times,
Bobby pulled out to finish on Sarah’s white little stomach. And he
had. Except, it didn’t just soak her belly. Grunting, Bobby’s first
three wads shot well across Sarah’s stomach and covered her cute
face with three large SPLATS. She was immediately blinded.

“Oh my Go-“Sarah was cut off when another
line of thick jizz shot across her body and into her mouth. Sarah’s
tits, stomach, belly button and pussy hair were drenched by the
time Bobby finally went to get her a towel. “You could have warned
me, Bobby”, she said to him as she wiped her face clean.

“Where’s the fun in that?” He said.

Bobby met Lexi for the first time in their
sophomore year. Although they were living in different dorms,
Bobby’s nickname had followed him across campus and Lexi was more
than curious to find out if the name accurate.

Soon, they were dating. And sometimes, even
as he unleashed himself on her in the wee hours of the morning,
Lexi would call him, “Load.” And although they were always a fiery
couple in the sheets (or the car, or the woods, or a stall), things
never got past “mildly compatible” with them, and so they dated off
and on for several years. “Dating” might be a stretch, and
something like “Lexi getting off” may be more accurate.

After college Bobby never could bring
himself to settle down, instead preferring all the flavors of woman
and their many forms. And as his number of conquests grew, so did
his ego. Soon enough he found himself longing for the company of
different woman not so much for their sexual prowess or even the
way it made him feel, but rather, he loved the look on their face
every time they saw his giant load. Whether it was on them, or him,
or spilling out over a condom…he relished it every single time.
Every woman was astounded, disgusted, turned on, or terrified…but
it was always an honest reaction. And Bobby’s load wasn’t something
he could control or change or practice or tame…it just was what
it was.


The Concert

​
Lexi and Tim took an Uber to the concert that night, stopping along
the way to pick up Ellie. They were going to see Lexi’s favorite
band, The Killers. Tim had even gotten on the presale to try and
pick up the best seats possible, but even those had gone fast. The
two of them had been looking forward to the concert for months, but
what Tim had really been excited about was the drunken sex
he was certain to receive afterwards.

“So are these nosebleeds or what, Tim?”
Ellie asked as she shuffled into the backseat of the car.

“I’m sure they are, babe,” Lexi giggled.
“Tim isn’t happy unless I’m staring at the back of someone’s head
all night.”

“Alright, alright already!” Tim said,
frustrated. “I did the best I could and besides, it’s a free
concert for the both of you, isn’t it? So quit your
complaining!”

The girls laughed him off and then ignored
him for the rest of the ride to arena. As they chatted and droned
on about God knows what, Tim’s mind drifted to the night before
when Lexi had taken the time to embarrass him again. It came up so
often these days between the two girls that Tim was almost certain
Ellie was trying to find this Bobby guy and fuck his brains out,
despite what her boyfriend might think. Bobby’s big dick and giant
load was the talk of
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