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1.

​ My best friend
Johnny has fucked almost every girlfriend I’ve ever had. It started
in high school. Our friendship I mean, not the fucking of my
girlfriends. That came later. He started doing that in college, and
somehow continued doing it until we were well into our twenties. I
know what you’re thinking. I’m a cuck, right? A pervert? You would
only be half right. I never agreed or consented to any of it. You
see, Johnny and I’s friendship was a bit strange. He wasn’t always
very nice to me, and sometimes felt more like a bully than a best
friend. But still, we did everything together. And even when he was
picking on me, it felt like it came from a place of love.

I started to feel differently about Johnny
the first time he cuckolded me.

My girlfriend freshman year was Tina. We had
the same Chemistry class together every Thursday morning. Study
partners turned into make out sessions and make out sessions turned
into feelings. We were dating six months when she met Johnny for
the first time.

“I’m Tina,” she said with a devilish smile.
Her lips were blush red that day, and she’d just come from tennis.
Her sports bra was soaked through, her tight tummy revealed above a
short white skirt. Her jet-black hair was tied back in a high
ponytail, I always thought it was so cute that way it wagged around
when she played.

“Little Tina, how nice,” Johnny’s shark
smile dripped. His shag of brown hair was disheveled but still
handsome, his calling card curls hanging above his eyes.

“Little Tina?” she flirted back, “so what am
I supposed to call you Big Johnny?”

“I mean, you probably should,” he laughed,
“although I like the name Giant Jonny better. Has a nicer ring to
it, don’t you think?”

They flirted in our tiny dorm room, Johnny’s
messy bed just a few feet away. I remember this sick feeling
starting to creep into my lower stomach, like my body sounding
danger. They kept talking but all I could see was Tina’s body
language; the way she wiggled around in front of him, shifting from
one foot to the other. She held her hands together behind her back
so that all her assets were accented, her small breasts perky and
pointing.

“Do you work out at the university gym?” she
asked.

“On Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays I do,”
he dropped down onto his unkempt bed and rested his back against
the wall so that his legs hung over the side. He wore red
basketball shorts, and nothing else beneath. For as long as I knew
Johnny, he hated underwear. Said that his cock was too fat and his
balls too low. “I’m at a boxing gym on the southside the rest of
the week. More challenging workouts, know what I mean?”

Tina knew what he meant. Without realizing
she was doing it, she followed him to his bed. After a moment she
sat down on the edge as they continued to chat. I shuddered
watching them, neither of the two having so much as glanced in my
direction in the last ten minutes.

“Hey Franklin!” Johnny shouted at me,
pulling me from my ominous daze. “Run down the hall to the common
room and get me a Gatorade. I need to recharge from my
workout.”

It was not uncommon for Johnny to boss me
around. In fact, I’d grown accustomed to it over the years, and I
rarely protested. If I did, Johnny would most likely put me in a
head lock or hold me down and tea bag me. When he asked me in front
of Tina, something in my gut told me not to go, not to leave them
alone together.

“Huh? Nah, man. Tina and I were just
stopping in for a sec and we were going to- “

“Blah blah blah, Franklin. Can you shut the
fuck up and go get me a Gatorade please?”

Tina giggled, covering her mouth but keeping
her eyes on Johnny. I took long strides to the common room on the
bottom level of the dormitory, moving as quickly as I could without
running. The way he looked at her, the way she looked at him, it
made me physically ill. Instinct told me to get back there as quick
as I could. When I got to the vending machine, I hurriedly stuffed
a dollar in and selected a red Gatorade, Johnny’s favorite. It
seemed an hour passed as I watched the machine push the soft drink
forward and let it fall to the bottom of the bin. I ripped it out
and sprinted back to my room.

“Close the door you fucking moron,” Johnny
barked at me.

I stood in the doorway, mouth agape, a look
of horror dripping from my face.

“No, don’t stop baby. Keep going. That’s
it,” he exhaled.

Johnny’s hand was wrapped around Tina’s
ponytail, and Tina was on her knees in front of Johnny. He was
guiding her along his thick, white cock. Fat blue veins stuck out
and disappeared behind Tina’s lips as she sucked. I’d seen Johnny’s
cock enough times, he never missed an opportunity to point out how
much bigger he was when we took leaks or changed at the gym. But
I’d never seen it so big before…and I had certainly never seen it
between my girlfriend’s lips.

“Ugh…that’s it, Little Tina. Good little
cocksucker. Let me touch the back of your throat.”

Tina’s eyes went wide when he jammed it down
her gullet, tiny little tears running down her cheeks. When she
came off it gagging, she looked over at me.

“Sorry,” was all she said before resuming
blowing.

That was the first time Johnny fucked my
girlfriend.

You would think that our friendship ended
right there, right? Like I said before, Johnny and I had a strange
friendship. I often forgave him for his bullshit because he was my
long-time pal. Having grown up with him I was used to the abuse.
But that day was different, and I strongly contemplated cutting
Johnny off completely. But of course, that was easier said than
done. We shared the same, tiny dorm room after all. Our beds just
feet from one another.

Tina and I dated for another several months
after that, no hard feelings involved. She blamed it on her
ovulation and told me it was just head after all. She said it
wasn’t cheating if he didn’t fuck her. And I agreed. It was only
later that I found out she gave Johnny much more than a
blowjob.

“Oh, Tina? That bitch was nasty, Franklin.
She didn’t just suck my dick, bro. She ate my ass, sucked my toes,
I mean. That was before she let me hit it raw, and by that time…”
Johnny droned on about his past escapade with my now ex-girlfriend
as he busied himself with his tuxedo. It was my wedding day and
Johnny was my best man.

“As much as I love this story,” I said,
adjusting Johnny’s tie, “it is my wedding day, and I would
prefer it if we didn’t talk about something from ten years
ago.”

“You got it, chief,” Johnny smiled at me. He
was as handsome as ever, turning 30 had done nothing to diminish
his boyish features. His expression was one of constant arrogance,
as if he were the one who always got everything he wanted. “You did
well for yourself, Franklin. Molly is a gorgeous woman. And you’ve
had some hot girlfriends- “

“You would know…”

“Ha! Yes, I would. All too well. A shame it
never happened with Molly, you two just live so far away and- “

“This is my soon to be wife you’re talking
about Johnny…”

“Right again, Chief,” he stopped himself. “I
don’t know Molly very well, but she seems like a great gal. I’m
happy for you, Franklin.”

It felt good to hear one of his rare,
fleeting endearments. Beneath Johnny’s insults and physical abuse
was a heart, and I knew I had a place in there as his best
friend.

“Thanks for driving all the way up here for
it, bro,” I told him. “It wouldn’t have been the same without
you.”

“You’re goddamn right it wouldn’t be the
same. Now, enough of this shit. It’s time to get you married. And
after that…time to get you LAID!”

“I’m surprised you didn’t bring a date,
Johnny,” I said, taking one last look in the mirror. “I’ve never
known you to be able to go more than a day or two without sticking
your dick in something.”

“Well, Franklin my boy, let’s just say I
think I might have some luck at this wedding of yours. I’ve got
this feeling that I might just find the bell of the ball…and take
her home with me.”


2.

​ Molly and I met
through a mutual colleague and hit it off right away. She was
startlingly gorgeous, the kind of sharp beauty that can cause men
to stutter and blush. She had the defined facial features of a
fierce, sexy woman. The lips of an angel; fluffy and naturally
pink. Long, overflowing red hair that accented the soft freckles in
her pale cheeks. And perhaps most alarming of all, Molly’s creamy,
gargantuan breasts that pushed any bra to its limit. She was an
easy 10, and a year after our first date I proposed to her.

“When do I get to meet this Johnny of yours,
honey?” she asked me one day at brunch, the sunlight illuminating
her white complexion. She wore a v-cut sweater, and in the bright
afternoon sun you could see the feintest lines of soft blue veins
in her cleavage.

“Oh jeez, Molly. I don’t know. Probably not
until the wedding. He lives so far out you know?”

“You always say that but isn’t he your
bestie? Sounds like an interesting guy to me…at least the way you
talk about him.”

In truth, there had been several
opportunities to introduce Johnny to Molly. His work brought him to
our town at least three times a month, and the two of us got lunch
together often. Occasionally he stayed for the weekend, crashing at
a female friend’s house whenever he felt like it. It would have
been easy to arrange drinks or
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