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Midnight Porn

Too many thoughts. Way too many thoughts. Many thoughts were whirling around in my mind like squirrels high on cocaine running around in a cage. And when a person’s mind spins out of control with too much thinking, sleep seems like an impossibly distant goal.

That's why, on that first night of a weekend visit to Emily's home, one of my closest friends, I found myself unable to drift off to sleep. Perhaps it was the unfamiliarity of the surroundings, the sense of being in someone else's space instead of my own sanctuary.

Then there were the thoughts about what I was doing for college next term, the classes. The weight of the future pressed against my mind like an impending storm. Thoughts of what awaited me in the next term of college loomed large, casting shadows across my thoughts. The uncertainty of which classes to choose gnawed at me, each decision feeling like a step into the unknown.

Then my mind drifted to the topic of boyfriends. It had been a while since I'd been in a relationship, unlike most of my friends who seemed to have found someone. Traci was the only one in our group who was also single, but there was a clear slutty reason behind her status. As I mulled over my dating experiences, I couldn't shake the nagging question of why I always seemed to end up with guys who lacked direction or ambition. Sure, I went on dates, but it felt like I was stuck in a cycle of choosing partners who didn't have clear goals for their lives.

Arriving in earlier that day Emily's home, she introduced me to her hot ass boyfriend, Caleb. There was no mistaking the attraction between them, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy as I shook his strong hand. I knew Emily wasn't trying to flaunt her relationship in my face, but in that moment, it felt like a reminder of what I was missing. Despite my efforts to suppress it, I couldn't deny the pang of longing that crept into my heart as I observed their easy chemistry.

Earlier, she and I were indulging in margaritas, the tangy sweetness of the drink making us feel light and carefree. Caleb, on the other hand, stuck to his beer, his easygoing demeanor matching the casual atmosphere of the evening. As the night wore on, laughter filled the air, fueled by the warmth of the drinks and the comfort of each other's company.

As the evening progressed and the drinks flowed, Caleb would occasionally shoot me subtle yet alluring glances across the room. While Emily remained oblivious to his gestures, I couldn't help but notice the magnetic pull in his gaze. Reluctantly, I found myself reciprocating with lingering looks of my own, a silent exchange that danced on the edge of something unspoken.

The unspoken was of the reminder of getting some.

As I lay there in my bed, I couldn’t get it out of my head on how hot Caleb is and how Emily was probably getting some. When Emily drank, she always would get horny. So, she was probably down the hall getting orgasms banged out of her by her hot boyfriend.

And getting orgasms banged out of me by some hot throbbing cock, I hadn’t gotten any in a long fucking time. Sure the masturbation was kind of meeting my needs. But it had been a long time since I had a man on top of me, with a real cock inside of me, filling me, satisfying me. I was needing some real cock at some point and time.

And just as I began to drift into a hazy state of mind, my thoughts swirling into the beginnings of a dream, the soft glow of my iPhone pierced through the darkness, buzzing to life with an incoming text message. A fucking text message that late at night! Really? “Fuck.” I got my iPhone off of the nightstand. “This better be good I muttered.”

It was a message from another bestie of mine, Traci. The text message read, “New vid posted!!!!! Wildest one yet! Check it out!”

A new video huh? Traci was another bitch I was envious of. She had turned her little quad apartment in the student housing into her personal porn studio. She was making money on OnlyFans and also posting content on Pornhub. It wasn’t a huge amount of money she was making, but enough to make life a little more comfortable for a college chick.

I was jealous to say the least. There Traci was making money while having the time of her life while getting fucked from just about any boy she chooses while I was getting fucked by my bitch boss at the barista for hours and pay and days off.

But I also enjoyed watching Traci’s videos. I mean fuck, the kinky shit she’d do. I was living vicariously through her stories and through her videos. She had offered many times to set me up with getting an OnlyFans account and teach me the tricks of the trade if I wanted to. I had the body for it, but I was too chickenshit to pull the trigger on that.

But as my mind whirled around again, thinking about the what if’s of posting my own shit on OnlyFans and Pornhub, I needed to get up. “Fuck it.” I muttered as I got out of the bed, trudged over to my laptop and fired it up. “I’ll wear myself out.” I figured I can watch her video on a bigger screen than the one on my iPhone. I could see who her dick of the week was, flick my little lady bean and maybe that would be enough to shift my thoughts and wear me out so I could actually get some sleep.

Logging In

At the little desk in the corner of the guest bedroom, I sat down in the chair, fired up my laptop and I logged into my Pornhub account.

Immediately there was a notification, Traci had posted. “Let’s see what you’re up to.”

As her new video was coming up, I put on my headphones.

I knew that video was going to be something else when I saw her pretty little white face between two big black cocks. “Holy shit Traci.”

When the video played, the audio coming through the headphones was a little off, the audio sounded funny, kind of muffled. Maybe the audio in her video had glitched out somehow. Maybe my headphones were about to die. I didn’t know. The only thing I did know was when I turned up the volume, the audio was a little better, still muffled, but better. So I rolled with it.

And holy shit! What Traci was doing in that video. Well, more like what was being done to her by two black guys in their mid-twenties. I didn’t recognize them. But I certainly recognized her little room, the same room I’d been in a many times before visiting and studying with her.

But the shit they were doing to her, saying to her. They were fucking roughing her up. And she was taking it pretty damn good.

And their cocks! They were fucking huge! Though my pussy perked up with a little twinge of wetness from seeing their cocks working my friend, I was also a little afraid of the size of those damn things. I probably couldn’t take something that big. And there tiny Traci was, taking them both on!

It was making me so fucking horny just watching that. I was sitting on my little chair with my hand under my pajama bottoms and under my black panties, fingering myself. 

Then there was a moment where Traci looked like she wasn’t enjoying it, looking as if she thought that she bit off more than she could chew as they manhandled her on her bed. One of those black guys was behind her, pulling her arms back, holding her to the point she was helpless. The other guy in front of her was slapping her face, pulling her nipples and then groping the shit out of her tits and pussy. My friend didn’t look happy, but it was making me so fucking wet. Traci did have safewords. She knew what she was doing, so despite being on the edge, I was most certain she was enjoying every bit of it.

And those two black men were telling her the most derogatory shit they could say as they laughed at her as she struggled against them.

I just kept fingering myself as my eyes guzzled in the sights and sounds of the video shot from her webcam, iPhone and whatever video cameras were on the tripods.

They shoved her forward, putting her in a doggy style position. I don’t know if they gave her the choice of anal sex when she was doing them doggy style. One of the dudes pinned her front arms down on the mattress while the other shoved his massive dick in her ass. She let out a massive scream followed by “FUCKING EHHH! THAT FUCKING HURTS!”

It was getting to me. I amped up my masturbation game by feeling my tits through my pajama top with my free hand. I wasn’t there yet with an orgasm, but I was close.

“Shut up bitch!” Was the response from the guy fucking her in the ass. Then he looked up at his friend holding Traci down by her arms. “Gag that bitch with your dick!”

He pulled her up by her hair. “Let’s shut this white girl up!” Then he shoved his dick in her mouth. Now she was getting plugged from both ends.

I wanted to be in her position, the center piece between two males. Getting stuffed in both ends. I moved my hand off of my tits and began sucking two of my fingers, imagining it was a cock stuffed in my mouth; that while I was stuffing the fingers on my other hand deep into my pussy. I was a wet little mess on the chair as I watched my friend get stuffed with black cock.

The moaning. The screaming. Them saying shit to her like “Fucking white whore.” “Take it white cunt.” “Dirty white bitch.” Over and over and over. All while she’s howling and moaning like the mad chick that she was. And all while the sounds of bodies slapping her in the ass and her getting chocked on cock was heard in the confines of her little room.

Presence in My Bedroom

My body was ablaze in like a wet fire where the source was between my legs when those two black men shoved my friend Traci down on her knees and ordered her to suck their cocks.

I was so hypnotized by it all, I couldn’t take my eyes off of the screen. By that time, my pussy needed to be
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