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Allan was surprisingly good-looking.
He had the face that a casting director would look for in the role
of “Up and Coming Politician Who Has a Secret”. Handsome is nice. A
pleasant personality is also nice. I was looking for a little
something more with Allan.

It’s a strange thing to meet someone
and know that in five minutes you’re expected to fuck them. Fuck
them in front of your boyfriend. Fuck them in front of your
boyfriend while said boyfriend’s cock is in a chastity
cage.

Strange but exciting. I was all in,
oddly.

“Allan, Jean. Jean,
Allan.” 

I politely shook Allan's hand.
“Pleased to meet you.” I had good manners.

Allan gave me a winning smile. I
trembled slightly because I knew what was going to be happening
shortly. “You’re much more attractive than his last girlfriend,”
Allan said to me, but indicating Sandy standing just inches away
from us.

I blushed at his statement. “What does
that say about Sandy’s taste in women?” I asked. “What does that
say about me?” I whipped my head around to Sandy. “Was Kristin your
last girlfriend?” I demanded.

“No,” he said
quickly.

“Her name was Sharon,”
Allan confirmed. “Strange woman, but a fun date.”

“Did you…did you, you
know…” I said but didn’t really say or ask anything.

“It’s weird knowing a
friend’s kinks,” Allan said to me, quickly glancing at Sandy, but
then focusing back on me.

“Oh. Yeah. I can
understand that…” I cut myself off. I didn’t want to start
babbling.

“Shall we take this to the
bedroom?” Sandy asked, cutting right through the bullshit and
getting to the point. 

I was there to fuck Allan.

Allan was there to fuck me.

Sandy was there to watch.

I got the impression that Allan had
done this before with Sandy. For Sandy? I didn’t know the right
nomenclature.

When we got to the bedroom it occurred
to me that Sandy was wearing his chastity cage and therefore was
taking the dominant role in our relationship for the moment. He
confirmed my realization when he said to Allan, “Kiss her. I want
to see everything.”

Allan stepped right up to me and I had
to tilt my head back to see him. He was easy on the eyes. He
smelled good. I knew nothing about him and I was going to fuck
him.

I was excited, but I wasn’t scared.
Sandy was there for me and would keep me safe.

He kissed me. His lips were soft but
insistent. I loved the thrill of being kissed by a stranger in
front of my boyfriend. I certainly wasn’t in love with Allan, but I
loved what his kiss was doing to me. When I parted my lips he
pushed his tongue into my mouth. As I pressed my body against his,
I could feel his cock getting hard. I wanted it in my hand, in my
mouth, in my pussy.

“Undress her,” Sandy
murmured from his position against the wall.

I glanced his way and wondered if his
cock hurt inside his little genital jail. I hoped
so. 

Allan started to tug at my blouse. I
took a step back. 

“I can do it myself.” I
wasn’t sure if I wanted to strip for the two men or if I didn’t
want Allan undressing me. I wasn’t sure if he’d rip my clothes, but
I think it was more me wanting not to feel like a child.

Allan waited patiently while I
unbuttoned my blouse and tossed it aside. Dropping my skirt was
easier; I left that on the floor. I had come dressed for the
occasion in what was my nicest lingerie. 

“Like unwrapping a present
to find another present inside,” said Allan.

I looked nervously over to Sandy who
was watching me intently. I still had on my high heels, stockings,
panties, and bra. I had wanted to wear the garter belt with my
little hidden costume but I felt stupid in that thing.

“Leave the stockings on,”
Sandy instructed Allan. “But you can take off the rest.”

My lover for the evening started to
step forward, but I put up my hand, palm facing toward him. “I want
to give you a blowjob first,” I said. 

He paused.

I quickly got out of my shoes and went
down on my knees in front of him. Allan didn’t object when I
fumbled with his belt and zipper, but after a few seconds I had his
pants around his ankles and was holding his cock in my
hand.

He was already erect and he was bigger
than Sandy. Allan wasn’t huge by any measure though I was sorely
tempted to rush home and find my sewing measuring tape to properly
evaluate Allan's cock versus Sandy’s. But that was just a foolish
whim that maybe I could tease Sandy with later down the road. But
he was bigger. A woman knows. 

I took him in my mouth and he moaned
softly. Precum was already leaking from his slit and I tasted the
slippery and slightly salty treat on my tongue. He had a beautiful
cock, large and filling my mouth without forcing my jaws too wide.
It was slightly curved and almost rock hard under the baby soft
skin. Allan had trimmed his pubic hair down to a short fuzz, just
enough to show that he was masculine without implying he was too
overtly into manscaping. 

The thing to do was to focus on him
without looking up. I wanted to just worship his cock in front of
Sandy as a punishment treat. It wasn’t exactly easy to take all of
his length into my mouth and down my throat, but I managed. My nose
was forced up against his pubic bone and I smelled his slightly
sweaty but very masculine odor. I wanted to finger myself while
doing this, but I had one hand on the base of his cock and the
other gently cupping his balls. They were velvety smooth and I
realized that he must have shaved them completely so he was more
into grooming than I first estimated.

When I started bobbing my head up and
down while sucking, Allan approved with a groan. “Oh shit…she knows
what she’s doing. She’s a bit of a slut, isn’t she?” he asked
Sandy.

“Yeah…she’s never done
that with me.”

Was that true? I know I
had blown Sandy before but had I deep throated
him?
He had cum in my mouth, but I didn’t want that
right now with Allan. I wanted him in my pussy.

“Jealous?” asked
Allan.

“Fuck yes,” my boyfriend
replied.

“Want to fuck her with
me?” Allan politely offered. I wanted to point out to him that my
boyfriend wanted to watch me get fucked by another man while he was
wearing a chastity cage because, in his heart of hearts, Sandy was
a cuckold, but my mouth was full of cock.

“No. You know what I
want.”

Allan chuckled. “Just offering, buddy.
Are you going to show me your cock?”

That question made me think, just for
a fleeting second, that maybe my boyfriend was a little bit gay or
maybe bi. My thought started to be confirmed when Sandy unzipped
his jeans and hauled out his cock coop. The shiny metal glinted in
the light. I got the impression that Sandy was quite proud to be
wearing the device.

“Where’s the key?” asked
Allan.

“She’s got it.”

Allan was startled by that bit of
information. “You’re really twisted, bro.”

“I know.” Sandy hadn’t
taken his eyes off me and now gave me an order that thrilled and
worried me. “I want you to fuck him now.”

Allan whipped off his
shirt and stepped out of his pants, leaving them on the floor. He
smoothly hooked a finger into each sock, yanking them off as well.
With the assurance of a man who had done this before, he went to
the bed, pulled back the covers, and lay down on it,
his cock sticking upward at an angle. 

They had definitely done this
before.

“Ride his cock,” Sandy
ordered me. 

I would have been more at ease if he
had been jerking off. I easily could have passed it off as a fun
kink that my boyfriend wanted to show off how sexy and beautiful
and fun his girlfriend was if he had been participating that way.
As it was, he was just a voyeur. There was some kinky pleasure in
that, but Sandy decided to kick it up a notch.

I headed toward the drawer where I
knew Sandy kept his condoms.

“Where are you
going?”

“Getting a condom,” I
said. I had put them on men before. It could be fun, but it was
just another necessary step to having sex, sort of like taking off
underwear or using some lube.

“You don’t need one. He’s
safe.”

There was no way that Sandy could know
that. He and I were fucking without condoms and he hadn’t used one
with Kristin, but this was me we were talking about.

I had to challenge him.

“Do you really want him
cumming in me?”

“Yes,” he flatly replied.
“That’s exactly what I want.”

We hadn’t discussed this at all. I had
just assumed condoms were mandatory. 

“That’s not a
great—”

“You don’t need one,”
Sandy cut me off. 

I liked that he was being assertive. I
liked how he was being dominant. What he was making me do scared
me. And I liked that as well.

He loved me. Maybe I loved him but I
wasn’t going to say that out loud. I could only depend on that he
loved me and wouldn’t put me in harm's way.

“Fine,” I said. “Watch
this.” I sauntered to the bed, swaying my hips, showing off my big
ass as I crawled onto the mattress. I moved up Allan’s body, kissed
his cock, and straddled his legs. 

“Aren’t you going to take
off your panties?” he asked me.

The thong had wedged itself between my
buttocks. I wasn’t a big fan of thongs, but for this adventure I
had decided to wear one.

Instead of voicing my answer, I just
pulled my thong to the side with one hand while I held his cock
with the other. Allan rested his hands on my knees. I could hear
Sandy breathing heavily as he watched us.

My pussy was dripping amrita. My
panties were soaked and it was a minor miracle I was able to peel
them away from my pussy lips. For a moment I wondered what that
thumping noise was before I realized it was my heart thundering in
my chest. 

It was a liberating thing to moisten
the head of his cock with my amrita. I was ignoring Sandy at this
point but I hoped he was getting a good look at what I was
doing.

What I realized now was that Allan’s
cock was thicker than Sandy’s. That didn’t deter me. I eased myself
down on his cock. It took a few attempts to get it all the way in
but when I was fully seated it felt good to be fully
stretched. 

“You haven’t taken off
your bra,” Allan told me.

“Gotta save something for
later,” I said. When I was on top of guys and riding their dicks, I
liked to wear a bra to keep my tits from flapping around
everywhere.

To silence him, I leaned forward and
kissed him. That allowed me to properly position my knees and body.
Then I got my hips to work, riding up and down on his thick
cock.

I knew that Sandy was behind me,
watching
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