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“I WANT TO MAKE ONE thing abundantly clear to you both,” Jenny said, eyeing Jasper and me carefully, slowly, making certain we were listening carefully. “The rabbit hole only goes as deep as the two of you decide. Nobody is forcing you to do anything. Everything you do here, all the time you spend here... it’s entirely your choice. And it ends whenever you say so.”

We were in that same mahogany den as before, with the ancient brick fireplace and the shelves full of books, and the expensive tapestries that made it look like an old British lord lived here. I could not imagine somebody who was more different from an old British lord than Genevieve—Jenny—with her enchanting French accent, her absurdly sexy petite body, her enhanced perfect breasts, her ivory skin, her platinum blonde hair, her gorgeous face. 

Jasper and I sat side-by-side on the couch and she stood before us, as naked as we were, beside a new companion who we’d met only that night. Kaya, the newcomer, was almost a foot taller than Jenny, with shoulder length wavy brown hair, cheekbones as high and sharp as moonlit glass, with thoughtful eyes and dark brows framing a face that was runway-model-pretty. She carried herself with a lithe, long-limbed elegance, suggesting the debonair elegance of a queen, even as she stood naked before us. Her breasts were smaller than Jenny’s, though they were formed so perfectly I figured they still must have been enhanced. 

Like Jenny, she was a shaver down there. I had never spoken to Jasper about it, but that was certainly my preference. I halfway wondered if Jenny had somehow discovered that was my preference by hacking my internet history or something, but that was probably overly conspiratorial. 

Or maybe it wasn’t. I didn’t even know anymore. I didn’t know what was realistic to expect from her or not. 

Jasper and I could not have been more diamond-hard erect than we were right that moment, having Jenny and Kaya standing in front of us, knowing what was soon to come. I couldn’t speak for Jasper, but I did not think I had ever been harder in my life than I was right that moment. All we had to do was get through Jenny’s “challenge,” and a reward beyond our wildest dreams would be within our grasp. Getting to touch women, pleasure women, be pleasured by women on the level of beauty of Kaya and Jenny... it was the kind of thing you dreamed about. It was the kind of thing you stopped dreaming about because it was just too unrealistic. Might as well dream of having superpowers; that seemed to have about the same likelihood as getting to fuck women that looked like this. 

And yet, here we were. 

“We’ve talked about it a fair bit this week, Jenny,” I said, casting a quick glance at Jasper. Casting a quick glance at his cock. I found myself unable to avoid looking at it. I guess I thought it was... well, pretty. It was a strange thought to have, but there it was all the same. Never in my life would I have thought I’d find another man’s cock beautiful; never in my twenty-two years had I ever had just a thought before... but Jasper’s cock was just beautiful. I found that I hadn’t hated kissing him, even, his soft lips, his lovely tongue, his nice breath... we’d only done it because it got us closer to Jenny, it hadn’t been a sexual thing between us... but maybe, in some sense, it actually had. We had both always thought of ourselves as heterosexual, but I could tell Jasper also hadn’t hated kissing me, not in the least. “We talked about whether we wanted to continue, here, with you. Whether we should continue. We both want to. Honestly, ‘want’ is an understatement. We are both ecstatic to be here. We are both ready for whatever challenge you want to throw at us.”

One thing I left unsaid was just how not weird it had been between Jasper and me, in the week since we made out. I mean, we were roommates and best friends. We did everything together, spent most of every day together if we weren’t in class or at work. It would have been reasonable to expect some awkwardness between us, two straight guys who passionately kissed so as to get a blowjob from one of the world’s most beautiful women. But... there was none. Like, none at all. If anything, we were closer, kinder, nicer, more supportive to each other. I halfway expected us to go the other way, be total dickheads to each other in order to reestablish our masculinity or something, but there was nothing like that. It had definitively brought us closer together. 

“Excellent,” Jenny said. “Go ahead and jerk each other off, then. Give each other the best possible handjob you can muster. I assume this is the first time you’ve jerked off another man... All I will tell you is, do not simply race to the finish line. Treat his cock with the love and tender respect that it deserves.”

And there it was. The new challenge. The next step. I wasn’t even shocked this time, as I’d been with the kiss last week. I’d known it would be something more intimate than the last challenge, and I’d had a sneaking suspicion it would probably involve our hands on each other’s cocks. I’d even found myself... looking forward to it, in a bizarre way. The thought of it had definitely made me hard. Over the course of the week, as I’d been masturbating to my usual fantasies of beautiful women (largely Jenny; let’s be honest), the image of my hands on Jasper’s big dick would stealthily sneak in and I’d cum almost immediately. Even in waking hours, out in the world, I found myself wondering what Jasper’s cock would feel like in my hand. What it would feel like to have him cum on my skin. I found I was... maybe not excited for that, that was the wrong word, but at least... intrigued. At least open to the idea.

“Okay,” Jasper said, before I could say anything.

“Who do you want to go first?” I asked Jenny. 

“Same time, please.”

“Okay,” I echoed, looking at Jasper. He was already looking right back at me, already reaching for me, so I reached for him as well. It was a hump we just needed to get over, a barrier we just needed to break down. Any hesitation would multiply, so there could be none. 

Our hands found each other’s cocks. My fingers wrapped around the shaft of his beautiful erection, and I immediately marveled at how soft, warm, and hard he was. I hadn’t hated kissing him, and I really didn’t hate touching his dick. His cock was lovely, it really was, and I felt a strange sense of pride and affection for it, that it was my best friend’s. My thumb ran over the sensitive head, smearing the bead of pre-cum that had gathered there. He shuddered, a soft gasp escaping his lips. 

I could feel Jasper’s hand on me, mimicking my movements, a slow, gentle exploration. His touch was hesitant at first, but it grew more confident with each passing second. We were learning each other, discovering a new language of intimacy that we’d never known existed. It was strange, and it was wonderful, and it was so much more than just a means to an end.

Not to oversimplify things, but obviously we had both given plenty of handjobs before, hundreds, if not thousands. It just so happened that, before this moment, every handjob we’d ever given had been to ourselves, on our own cocks. So we’d had plenty of practice jerking off a penis. But still, there was nothing like somebody else touching your dick. It always felt better than when you did it yourself. I loved making Jasper feel good, and I could see in his face that he loved making me feel good as well. 

I looked over at Jenny and Kaya. They were watching us, their expressions a mixture of arousal and curiosity. Kaya had sat in an ornate wooden chair that she’d pulled over from the table, and Jenny had her arms wrapped around Kaya from behind, her hands cupping her smaller breasts, her chin resting on her shoulder. They were a study in contrasts, the petite blonde and the tall brunette, a perfect pairing of light and dark. They looked like a painting, a masterpiece of erotic art. I surely wouldn’t have minded if they’d started touching each other while Jasper and I were jerking each other off, but I certainly wasn’t going to ask. 

“Touch my balls,” Jasper whispered, his voice husky with desire. “Please, Alex.”

I didn’t hesitate. If anything, I probably seemed overeager, given how quickly I moved to satisfy my best friend’s request. My other hand cupped his sac, gently rolling the delicate orbs within. He moaned, a low, guttural sound that somehow went straight to my own cock. I could feel him getting harder, the veins on his shaft standing out, the head swelling and throbbing. 

Jenny and Kaya did indeed begin touching each other, much to mine and Jasper’s delight. Jenny reached down and begin fingering Kaya’s pussy with her free hand, the one that wasn’t presently fondling the younger woman’s breasts. In response, Kaya turned her face towards Jenny, and the two of them began making out, which was perhaps the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life. I knew Jenny wanted Jasper and I to focus on each other, so I didn’t openly gape for too long, as difficult as that was. 

Besides, Jasper was easy to focus on. Before a week ago, ‘sexy’ was not an adjective I’d ever have applied to him, but I certainly would now, as he moaned, whimpered, breathed, grunted through the excellent handjob I was giving him. His was equally excellent, a practiced, gentle hand, not just trying to get me off but making sure I enjoyed the journey as well. I found
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