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I never expected to be in this position. Tonight, I’d come over to spend the weekend with Fatima, my girlfriend. We were halfway through a movie marathon and I’d just started to get to second base when our private night in the lounge room became not so private. Mckenzie, her roommate, came home from her job.

“Oh, am I interrupting something?” she mused, setting her keys in the bowl near the door as Fatima rapidly pulled herself away from me, hurriedly fixing her open button-up shirt.

“No,” Fatima insisted, but Mckenzie only giggled at the sight of me pressing a pillow to my lap.

Can you blame a guy? All that touching had made me hard.

Fatima had a nice rack, and tonight she wasn’t wearing a bra. I was enjoying the feeling of her tits and exploring her mouth when we were rudely interrupted.

I was practically crossing my fingers and toes that Mckenzie would do what she often did and head off to her room, and that would be the end of that.

She did, for a little bit, which made me hopeful that Fatima and I could pick things up where we’d left off. That hope died when Mckenzie finished her shower. First, I caught the scent of her body wash; some kind of fruit, maybe strawberry, as she leaned over the couch between us. “Ugh, Jaiden’s busy tonight.”

“Again? I swear he’s always busy studying.”

“Yeah, you’re telling me,” I could hear the smile in her voice as I glanced over.

Her blonde hair slipped over her shoulders, her elbow resting on the couch while propping up her chin. Her blue eyes shifted to me. “I guess you’re both stuck with me tonight.”

I didn’t not like Mckenzie, especially when she was dressed like that; in a loose green singlet and those skimpy black shorts, or, well, if you could really call them shorts. They stopped just below her groin. Mckenzie was petite in the waist but anything but petite when it came to her rack; she could almost rival Fatima’s. I gripped the pillow a little firmer than I would care to admit, keeping it wedged against my semi-hard cock. The last thing I needed was Fatima screeching at me because Mckenzie was hot.

“Damn, bad luck for us then,” I teased her.

Mckenzie only smiled and rolled her eyes. “Someone’s got to keep you both out of mischief.”

“We’re halfway through this...” Fatima’s words quickly faded into background noise when Mckenzie plopped herself down beside me on the couch, making herself at home.

I don’t think Fatima really noticed—or maybe she didn’t care that much, but as the night rolled on and the series continued in the background, Mckenzie inched closer to me, leaning in and whispering dirty comments in my ear.

Fatima was getting engrossed in the series, but honestly, I was getting engrossed in the teasing coming from my right. If something interesting happened on the screen, Mckenzie would lean against me, clutching my arm and purposely pressing her breast against it. Such a tease. “Did you see that?” she’d say.

No, but I certainly felt that, I thought.

Around midnight, Fatima declared she was going to bed, and Mckenzie insisted I stay up with her, so I did. For the first twenty minutes, she behaved, sitting the way we had been all evening. The television was just background noise, especially when she started to lean against me, peeling away the pillow. I didn’t fight it. Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she surveyed my pants.

“You’re still hard, huh?” she whispered.

“What do you expect when you’ve been messing with me all night?” I retorted, keeping my tone hushed.

Her shoulders rocked as she stifled a laugh. “Aw, you poor, poor thing,” she purred, her hands running up my thigh, stopping just before my groin, inches away from my aching cock.

After everything tonight, why didn’t she just touch me already?

Instead, she brushed her hand along my pants, lightly stroking. “Should I take care of you?” she asked, leaning inches from my face, her blue eyes twinkling with mischief. “Take responsibility for the hardship I’ve caused?”

There was a yes on the tip of my tongue.

Do it, touch my cock, stroke me, wrap those sweet lips around me and suck me off.

But I could hear sounds, not from the television. Fatima wasn’t in bed; she was in the bathroom, probably showering or brushing her teeth. This was risky, but with every throb, every time her hand stroked just inches away from where I desperately wanted her to be, that risk didn’t seem to matter as much.

“Fatima’s still awake,” I muttered half-heartedly.

“And?” she replied. “You know how to be quiet, don’t you?”

I finally threw in the towel.

If we got caught, it’d be worth it.

I unbuckled and slid my pants off as her eyes lit up and her hands found my length.

“Ah,” she hummed, stroking me. I felt the warmth and softness of her fingers encircling me as she pumped my dick. “So this is why Fatima loves you so much?” she winked at me.

Pleasure welled inside me with each pump as she brought her mouth down and took my swollen head in her mouth. She hummed with delight; I could feel her sucking and swirling her tongue around me, having to stifle a groan.

Mckenzie knew her way around a cock, that’s for sure. My mind melted with pleasure when she started bobbing away. She went onto her knees and bent down, diving onto my cock as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked me off, my dick hitting the back of her throat as her heat ran over my length.

Each bob drew pleasure from my body; her hums and muffled sounds teased my cock even more, but not as much as the sight of her sucking. Her hair fell over her face, but I wasn’t having any of that—I swept her hair behind her ears so I could see those beautiful blue eyes as she took it all. “That’s it, suck it good.”

My hand trailed the curve of her back, making contact with her shorts. Her ass was plump and round, and with each movement the pants strained. I could see the bottoms of her cheeks peeking out, which only made me wonder what else might be peeking out.

My fingers ran over the fabric, reaching over her ass and finding her groin. I felt the fabric straining against her pussy lips; it was buried in the middle, and I could feel her pussy lips were exposed. I groaned again, “Shit, Mckenzie,” I muttered, sliding my hand over the slit. The fabric was soaked, almost squelching with each swipe over her pussy. I buried my two fingers deeper into the fabric, feeling her arousal coating my fingertips with each pass. I marvelled at the way she shuddered and twitched with every stroke, but most deliciously, the way she moaned deeper on my cock; the vibrations doing wonders for me.

“You’re so wet,” I murmured as her eyes looked up at me.

My fingers toyed with the hem of her shorts and then slipped underneath. Actually feeling her pussy was something else entirely; hot and wet and as my fingers dove in I had to resist bucking into her lips. Mckenzie’s wet heat enveloped my two fingers while I pumped deep inside, more muffled sounds coming from her.

I fingered her, matching the pace as she sucked me off, pleasure pooling inside me, building as she worked me up. But as I went especially deep she came off my cock with a loud moan, her hand working my dick as her face flushed red. “Paul,” she whispered my name, “I need you inside me. I need more than your fingers, can I?”

“Ride me,” I insisted in a low voice.

My fingers slipped out from her hole as Mckenzie stood up. She slid her shorts off hastily, bending down as she pulled them over her curvy ass and down her lean thighs, then cast them aside. That’s when I noticed there were no panties in the pile.

She’d come out here without any when she joined us on the couch; was this her plan all along?

Mckenzie straddled me on the couch, my cock jutting up, desperate for more. My eyes savoured the first sight of her pussy; she’d shaven, probably a few days ago—I could see the start of blonde pubic hairs forming on her pink lips. Her hands went to my cock and she sighed, lowering herself onto my dick. Her body squeezed me tight, pulsing around me, like her pussy was trying to pull me all the way inside.

The heat, I couldn’t and would not get over the wet heat pouring over my dick. She moved, riding me as her breathing hitched and she bent down to meet my hungry lips. We kissed, and she licked my lip, so I opened my mouth and our tongues met, dancing and spinning messily.

In the back of my mind, my brain was rattling away; Fatima wasn’t asleep yet. This is crazy, we shouldn’t be doing this.

But feeling Mckenzie riding my dick felt just right.

My heart hammered with the thoughts buzzing; she could come by any moment... Had she already gone past us? Or maybe she hadn’t seen Mckenzie because she’d been on her knees sucking me off.

The only thing I knew was that I was nearing the edge hard and fast as she bounced on my cock. My hands found her hips, rocking her as she made muffled sounds, humming against my mouth.

I pulled away and found a spot on the side of her neck as she set an even quicker pace. “I’m so close,” I warned her, kissing the side of her neck.

She gasped, “Oh, Paul, your dick feels amazing. I want it,” she said. “I want you to cum. Can you cum for me?”

My fingers dug into her hips at the sound of her begging, “Please, please cum inside me, Paul,” her words falling out messy, almost nonsense as I continued to pump up into her, fucking her as she bounced on my cock. It was like the feeling of my dick was melting away the words before she could form them, other than those breathy ‘yes, yes, oh Paul, yes’.

Pleasure built in a rapid dash, filling every cell of my body until finally it tipped and came crashing down hard. I stifled a groan into her neck as I came inside, filling her pulsing walls with my seed. She shuddered on top of me, “Yes, oh, I can feel you filling me up with your cum, it makes me feel so—” her breathy voice grazed my ears as she sank all the way down to the base of my dick, like she wanted to be buried to the rim in my load.

Her fingers left my shoulders and found the front of her, starting to work her pussy. “It feels so tight, I can feel you throbbing inside me,” she purred, fingers circling her clit.

I sat there, enjoying the way she played with herself; her chest rising and falling rapidly, the way she bit her lip, trying to stop from making too much noise. Her breathing got more rapid, less controlled, like she was forgetting to keep quiet. Like Fatima wasn’t just in the next room.

As McKenzie worked herself towards the edge, my hand covered her mouth as a sharp sound escaped her lips, her hot breath touching my palm. “Shh, you’re going to keep Fatima up if you do that,” I
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