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 Chapter
1

 


“I love you.”

I was riding on top of my boyfriend,
his cock deep inside my pussy, when he said the words. I thought it
was a little too early to call him my boyfriend; we had only been
seeing each other for two months. He jumped over that and went
right to the L word.

I stopped moving. 

“What?”

“I love you,” Sandy
repeated.

I hadn’t heard him wrong or
hallucinated it.

“Why would you say that?”
I wanted to add “in the middle of sex,” but I restrained
myself.

His hands were on my tits, gently
massaging them when he said the words. “Because I love you,” he
said. Sandy hadn’t seemed like the sort of guy to just blurt out
his emotions. He was tall and muscular and strong physically and
emotionally and more than a little bit dominant. That’s what I
liked about him because I’m naturally submissive in bed.

“Too soon,” I said, but I
didn’t get off him. I liked him inside me.

“Life’s too short to
pretend I’m not in love with you.”

“Yeah, but…still.
Sometimes you want to hold something back so you don’t scare the
other person off.”

“I am holding something
back.”

I rolled my eyes. “Your cum isn’t what
I was talking about.”

“Neither was
I.”

“You can’t just spring
something like that on me.”

He smiled at me and was about to make
another dirty joke, but then said something else. 

“Remember when, after our
third date, we discussed our kinks and sex wants and
needs?”

“Yes, and it wasn’t after
our third date, it was after the third time we had sex. It was our
fourth date.” 

“Do you remember that I
told you I had dated too many women and wanted to find someone to
get serious with?”

“Uh…yeah, but I didn’t
think you were serious. I thought you were just using that to get
into my pants.”

He sighed. “I’m in your pussy right
now.”

“So it worked!” I
crowed.

His hands were still on my tits. He
tweaked my nipples, not hard, just enough to let me feel it. I
almost regretted telling him I liked my boobs and nipples abused a
little bit.

Almost regretted it.

“Ride my cock,” he
ordered. “Make me cum.”

I really liked that he was the
dominant one in the relationship. I liked that he told me what to
do. I liked the rough treatment.

Was I in love with him?

I knew right away I was overthinking
it, but I couldn’t say the words. 

He held onto my nipples and I came
again. I think it was my fourth time of the night. Not that I had
trouble cumming, but Sandy knew how to make me cum.

Letting go of my nipples he grabbed my
hips and thrusted up into me several times. It was like I was
riding a wild horse. As I was desperately trying to stay on I felt
him cum. If I hadn’t felt his hot cum inside me, his long, deep
groan would have alerted me.

I collapsed forward onto his chest. I
loved his firm muscles. While I was no tiny little thing, it wasn’t
an exaggeration to say that Sandy was twice as big as
me. 

He held me gently.

“Do you remember what we
said when we talked about our wants and needs when it came to sex?”
he asked softly.

I was quiet for a moment. I
remembered. It scared and excited me, but I felt safe on top of
him. I felt loved with his cock inside me (even if it was slowly
softening).

“I remember.”

He had told me what he wanted in a
physical relationship with me. It scared me, but his requests
excited me as well. We hadn’t done much on his list yet, but
everything we had done, I liked.

“I’m serious about making
that all happen. If you don’t want to do that, now is the time to
end this because I don’t want to waste your time or
mine.”

A shiver went down my
spine.

 


During that third (or fourth) date
conversation Sandy had made three requests. Anal. Sex with another
woman. Sex with another couple. He specified that he really wanted
to watch me have sex with others. 

His requests paled in comparison to
mine. I wanted him to blindfold me and tie me up. Light bondage,
really. I wanted to be his slave, have him control me in bed. Those
admissions scared me, but it worked out well.

I had done light bondage before, and
blindfolding, but with Sandy it was more exciting. I couldn’t
explain why. It just was.

He was more than happy to tell me what
to do in bed.

Anal wasn’t anything that I would have
initiated myself. It seemed dirty, probably because it was dirty,
but that was sort of the point. 

He and I had a drink, got out the
lube, and he really focused on pleasing me that first time. He made
me cum a half dozen times using his fingers and mouth and
eventually his cock, but all focused on my pussy. When he shoved a
pillow and towel under my butt and asked if I was ready, I almost
chickened out and bolted.

Him putting his finger up my ass was
nice. Of course he was licking and sucking my clit at the same
time, so that helped a lot. I thought he was going to ass fuck me
doggy style, but we were in missionary when we did
it. 

Sandy pushed his cock into my asshole
while reminding me to relax. The orgasms and wine had helped. It
felt wrong and yet so right at the same time.

He slowly eased himself in and out of
me. It seemed to take forever, but I loved every moment of it. I
couldn’t help myself and rubbed my clit as he used my
ass.

“Is this okay?” I asked, a
little embarrassed that I was touching myself in front of
him.

“That’s great. Keep doing
that if you like it.”

I did like it. I kept rubbing my clit
until I came. The orgasm was familiar but when I came, my sphincter
tightened up on his cock and it hurt a bit. I liked the stress and
pain.

“Your ass is so tight,” he
complimented me.

“I’m sorry!”

Sandy laughed at me. “No. That’s good.
Am I hurting you?”

“No. Keep going.” I liked
that I was being bold.

He kept fucking my ass. I felt slutty
and tawdry and dirty and I loved it. 

And then I came again. This time the
orgasm was different. I was used to my clitoral orgasms. This one
was definitely from my ass. It left me gasping and regretting that
I had waited until I was past thirty before trying anal
sex.

“Make me cum like that
again,” I begged him.

He didn’t have it in him to do it that
night. He came in my ass. That was something new, but I didn’t mind
at all. 

I waited all of a day before I asked
him to fuck me in the ass again. It quickly became part of our
repertoire.

He had two more big items on his list.
Sex with another woman. Sex with another couple. I was nervous
about trying both because I knew what he wanted. 

That wasn’t me, but neither had been
anal.

For him, I was willing to
try.

 


“I guess I’m not opposed
to another couple,” I said carefully. “I just don’t know any that
would jump in bed with us.”

“What about just another
woman?” he asked me.

“I don’t know anyone like
that either,” I said, ducking the question.

“You know what I
mean.”

“I’ve never had sex with a
woman. You know that.”

“And I want to watch you
do exactly that. It’s non-negotiable.”

“Can I make you have sex
with a man?” I asked sharply.

“Do you want to see that?”
he replied.

“No,” I admitted. It was
fucked up, but I wasn’t into seeing my boyfriend with another dude.
Weirdly, I was sort of okay with another woman being involved. Even
weirder, I was okay with the idea of messing around with a woman
myself. “Have you…have you done that?” If he was bi, would that
screw up our relationship?

“No. But I’ve done
threesomes before. It’s always been me with another couple. But I’m
not going to stay with someone who won’t do that with
me.”

“I’ll try it,” I
said. 

“That’s all I can
ask.” 

“But do you know anyone
who would have a threesome or…is foursome a word?”

“Yes,” he said. “I
do.”

“Who?” I asked, as if I
would know the woman.

“My ex.”

 



Chapter
2


The last thing I expected was to be
charmed by Kristin. When she walked into the restaurant (neutral
ground) I hated her almost immediately because she was everything I
was not. Slender and willowy, taller than me, pale skin that seemed
to glow, blonde hair and blue eyes, except for having a small chest
and almost no ass, she was almost a walking cliché of
sexy.

I felt positively dumpy next to her. I
always look in the mirror and think “average at best.” Brunette,
brown eyes, okay face. At times I got down on myself for not being
incredibly beautiful. The one thing I did have going for me were my
big boobs and big ass. Both were big enough to get plenty of
attention without being too big. I was showing off my cleavage to
Sandy—and Kristin—at the restaurant because it was the one category
I could outdo her.

“And this is my girlfriend
Jean. Jean, this is Kristin,” Sandy introduced us. 

I was standing at the bar and started
to stick out my hand for a polite handshake. Kristin reached out
and grabbed me for a quick hug and an even quicker kiss on the
cheek.

“Sandy’s told me so much
about you!” 

I blinked, confused. “He’s barely
mentioned you to me,” I stuttered out.

That was the wrong thing to say. They
both laughed and I was saved by the hostess telling us our table
was ready.

 Dinner wasn’t
awkward
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