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Chapter 1

​


There were three of us, all freshmen in
college. I hung with Ty because I thought he was hot, and Ty hung
with Jock because, well, he was a jock. Up front, I'm going to say
that I'm not gay and never thought I was; Ty just bypassed the
selection criteria. Not that my sexual identity was fully formed at
that point. Ty and I had been hanging since high school, and we
were just friends. And Jock was, you know, more popular, and we
needed the validation to move in various social circles. A crew
more or less improved Jock's image, too, and we all got along, so
it was all cool. Ty and I had dorm rooms – and roommates – but we
tended to go off-campus and hang with Jock; his mom, Sarah, didn't
seem to mind.

Friday and Saturday nights, and sometimes
Thursday and/or Sunday, depending on class schedules, we did the
party animal thing as best we could, not being in a frat. Jock got
us in the door lots of places. Then we would go back to Jock's
house and crash, Jock in his room, Ty in the guest room, and me on
the couch. Sarah was cool about hangovers and stuff, and I guess
she'd seen the whole flower child thing, because she didn't hassle
us over drugs. Jock had to stay pretty clean because of drug
testing, so we usually stuck to booze, too.

Then, suddenly, there was Deb.

Deb really didn't make a good first impression.
She had dead black Goth hair, a ring in her left nostril, one in
her right eyebrow and a stud in her tongue. She had that Pillsbury
Doughboy thing going, and was kind of pasty-looking, which goes
well with Goth, I guess. She had jugs and she kept them reined in
tight so they showed a nice high, puffy cleavage, but you knew that
they were kind of shapeless, left on their own. Her short-fingered
hands had chewed, black-painted nails and rings on just about every
finger, including her thumbs. She showed up one Monday after Jock
had gone out on his own on a Sunday night, something unusual, but
Ty and I had both had exams to cram for – and suddenly, she was a
regular feature. For a few days, she was prickly with Ty and me,
but Jock made a few mild comments in public, and maybe some not so
mild ones in private, and she settled down and there were four of
us.

It was a little eerie the first time we all
dragged it home, drunk; I know I wondered where she was going to
sleep, but she went in with Jock and that was the end of it. She
didn't get naked around Ty or me, or even shuck down a little; for
all we knew, she slept fully clothed. I figured out after a couple
of weeks that she was using Sarah's bathroom. I was kind of
surprised that Sarah put up with her – Jock could OBVIOUSLY do
better – but she was blasé about it. I asked Sarah one time, "So,
what do you think of Deb?"

Sarah just shrugged. "She's handling his
action, I guess." That was it.

This had been going on for six weeks or so, and
everybody had shaken down and was comfortable when I got up to
stagger to the bathroom and heard noises as I went past, so I
stopped and looked in the door.

Deb was knelt up on the bed in her bra and
panties, giving Jock a wet, noisy blowjob, her mouth following her
little hand up and down his shaft. Jock was groaning and holding
her head and muttering, "Yeah, take it," both hands on the back of
her head.

I was captivated, and I couldn't decide whether
it was Jock's cock or Deb's panty-covered ass that drew me more!
I'll say this about that: any question regarding whether I was
going to want a source of pussy was resolved at that point! I
watched, fascinated, until they were done; Deb swallowed his cum
and crawled up beside him and he gave her a little hug, said,
"Thanks, Babe," rolled over, and went to sleep! Deb seemed okay
with that; she rolled over the other way and settled herself, so I
decided it was time to go on and pee, AFTER I jerked off in the
toilet so my hardon would go down!

I was puzzled, though. I mean, what did Deb get
out of that? Did Jock get her off before I came along? I doubted
it. Was she just a cum-pig? We'd gone beyond the early uneasiness
and she was one of the guys, so I sort of doubted it; I thought
more of her than that. Besides, I'd never DONE anything, but I
could be a cum-pig, too, if given the opportunity; I had no idea.
My sex life was TOTALLY with my right hand, and it seemed like guys
and girls were equally stimulating.

It ate on me for a week. What was I going to
say? It was none of my business, and just asking questions was
admitting that I was a voyeur. I couldn't think of a way in the
world to get the question out, but it was killing me. Add to that
the fact that I suddenly wanted in her panties and I was messed
up!

Friday night, we went clubbing and then to a
party at somebody's house. There was some shit going on and I
didn't get as deep in the booze as I usually did, and when we got
back to Jock's to crash, I was wide awake when they started up in
Jock's bedroom. I crept up to the door and it was the same scene,
basically: Deb was wearing leopard-spotted panties in purple, but
other than that, it could have been the week before. I watched Deb
make liquid love to Jock's long cock with her mouth, lips and her
tiny fist, then crawl up to get a quick hug – not even a kiss –
from Jock, and it was all over. Well, except for me going into the
bathroom and jerking off twice, anyway.

Saturday, I was so fucked-up in the head, that
I actually started the conversation. Jock and Ty had gone off to
the bookstore and we were kicked back in Jock's living room and
Sarah was out of sight, so I asked, "So, Deb, how deep are you in
it with Jock?"

Deb eyed me. "What do you mean?"

"Does he give you anything? I mean, I dunno,
emotionally? Even physically?"

"That's between us, Brian," Deb said quietly.
"I'm surprised that you're asking."

"Sorry," I apologized. "I like you, don't get
me wrong. I don't see much going on there, though, you know? I
mean, it's like you're one of the guys. I was wondering if you were
getting much out of it."

Deb cocked her head. "Do you?"

"You've got a point, I guess," I muttered,
embarrassed. "But hanging out with Jock doesn't give me a
rep..."

Deb's gaze got sharp. "Meaning
what?"

"Ah, well..." I stumbled around, trying to set
up a back door to open later. "People think you're with all three
of us, you know? Maybe not people who know us, but others. Jock
doesn't act any too possessive. It's hard to tell who you're with.
So, some people will think..."

Deb grunted. "Serious slut time, huh? What do
YOU think?"

'Uh oh. Was I that transparent?' I
wondered. "I know better."

"Do you, Brian? Or are you feeling me out about
making an offer to handle Jock's leftovers?"

'RUN!' "Hey, Deb, I'm sorry! Forget I
said anything! I didn't mean to start any shit! Like I said, I KNOW
who you're with!"

Deb eyed me. "You've been a little freaky for a
week. Something is up. You probably ought to think about what will
happen if Jock catches you up to something and put that in front of
this sudden itch you've got. I'm under the impression that I'm with
Jock, and Jock is under that impression." She cocked her head.
"What impression are YOU under?"

"Oh, the same one!" I hurried to agree. "I,
well, like I said, I'm not seeing a whole lot from Jock. Maybe
things are good in private."

"Maybe you ought to talk to Jock," Deb
retorted. Then she got up and left the room. I decided that maybe I
ought to hit the dorm.

We got together later that night, though, and
went to some clubs. Jock got up to drain off the beer, and I
decided that maybe I ought to take Deb's advice. Standing at the
urinal two over from him, I asked, "Hey, Jock? How tight are you
and Deb? I mean, it seems like she's one of the guys, not your main
squeeze."

Jock grinned. "Not as tight as she would like.
You get an eyeful last night?"

"Oh, fuck!"

"Yeah, I saw you, but she didn't. You said
something to her, though, didn't you? She's been pushier than usual
since we got back from the bookstore."

"Yeah," I nodded. "I was pretty fucking clumsy,
too. I'm sorry if I fucked things up. I kind of came at her the
same way, like, 'Are you guys really hooked up?' She wasn't
thrilled, especially when I said something about other people
figuring she was probably with all three of us."

Jock clapped me on the back. "Hey, if she gets
stupid about it, it won't be any big thing. I can get a blowjob
just about anywhere, you know?"

"Yeah, I guess." Was I being overly suspicious
about that remark? I mean, he'd seen me watching them...

"Hey, look, if the opportunity arises, don't
worry about it; get you some, okay? Deb may have hopes, but she's
not gonna be the one, you know? When the day comes that she decides
to look elsewhere, don't hesitate. If we can fix it so she will
share, that's cool, too," Jock advised me. "I'm going to see what I
can do to back her off some, now that you mention it. Worst case,
we find another chick. Deb fits in pretty good, but we don't want
her getting ideas."

I was more or less blown away by this, but
there weren't any opportunities to do anything about it. Jock and
Deb apparently got into a fight a few minutes later and Deb asked
Ty to take her home.

That's when Crystal made the scene. Crystal was
a redhead; there was less of her than there was of Deb, but she had
that thing you sometimes see in redheads where they are
marshmallowy, even if they aren't big. She had a lot of freckles,
and everything she wore was red or green, like a Christmas tree or
something. It didn't seem to take Jock long at all to find her and
they cut up on the dance floor but she got dead drunk and her
girlfriend had to drag her off at the end of the
evening.

She was around on Sunday afternoon, though,
when we hit the arcades; Deb took it as a slap in the face when she
met us there. She drew me aside and whispered fiercely, "This is
YOUR fault!"

"I don't think so," I argued. "What did you and
Jock fight about?"

"I was hanging on him."

"And that's MY problem?"

"Well, I was playing it cool you know? After
talking to you, I got worried," Deb related.

"Sorry," I muttered.

"I started putting on the pressure and Jock got
prickly," she sighed. "He said he wasn't going to be getting all
locked down with any girl his freshman year of college and that I
needed to back off and remember that you two are around, too." She
frowned at me. "I really can only take that one way."

I flinched and grimaced. "So, what are you
gonna do?"

"Back off," Deb sighed. "I'm with you guys at
this point, or with some even worse female losers." She eyed me.
"I'm wasting my time when it comes to romance, aren't
I?"

I rubbed my face. "Wow, that's not for me to
say," I replied.

"Yeah, it's for Jock to say, and he'll tell me
more or less what I want to hear." Deb looked away. "So you told
me, anyway."

"Look, Deb..." I began.

Deb cut me off. "Just own up, Brian. You had a
reason for starting this, didn't you?"

"Yeah."

"So, look, did you want Jock's cock or did you
want in my panties?"

The world went topsy-turvy for a moment.
"Wh-what?"

"You heard me. Let's get it out on the table."
She eyed me closely. "Shit, it was BOTH, wasn't it?"

I couldn't talk, so I covered my mouth. Deb
smiled crookedly. "You know, I can deal with that, maybe." She
changed up totally at that point. "How long will she
last?"

I shook my head to clear it, then opined, "Long
enough to rub your nose in it."

Deb nodded. "If Jock was going to tell me the
truth, what would he say?" I showed my reluctance, so she added,
"Come on, we have our little secrets now."

I sighed. "He would say that you're one of the
guys – but you're not a guy, so you need to pay your
dues."

"To just him, or..." Deb asked.

"Don't ask me; I could lie about it," I
replied.

Deb nodded. "So we're clear: whichever way Jock
puts it, you want something."

"Doesn't mean I'm going to get it," I replied,
"Or that I even have the right to ask."

Deb grinned. "You're pretty patient. Have you
and Ty ever...?"

I waved my hands. "It has never even come up in
discussion. I don't want to ruin my friendship with
him."

"Well, hey, you never know," Deb
muttered.

Watching Jock and Crystal on a dance machine, I
said, "Since we're in deep like this... Does Jock give you anything
back? Really? I stumbled on a couple of blowjobs; I'm a light
sleeper – but he just rolls over..."

Deb bit her lip. "So, you've
watched?"

"Yeah," I admitted, "It's what got me going. I
was just dazed and confused that you two didn't fuck or he didn't
lick your pussy or something."

She shook her head. "You know, it's funny. We
just settled on that. I thought I was working my way inside, you
know? And that at some point, he was going to finally slip up and
get romantic." She looked away. "I guess it's not gonna
happen."

"I think it's a long way away," I
murmured.

"Let's not start lying now," Deb chided. We're
past that. I'm paying my dues to be one of the boys. Well, it's
better than being one of the skanks."

"How bad is it?" I asked.

"It's a little painful knowing I'm wasting my
time," Deb grinned ruefully. "Oh, you mean how big a chore is it?"
She eyed me sidelong. "Or is it more like, 'Do you like it?' and
maybe 'Would I like it?' Come on..."

I turned fire engine red, I know. "Okay, so,
you got me."

"I like it. The taste isn't always wonderful,
but there is something about it. When you're doing it, it's, oh, I
dunno, worship, sorta – but you're in control, too, making him moan
and groan, clench and flinch, and ultimately, shoot his wad." Deb
grinned, "I think you'd get off."

Jock climbed off the machine at that point,
winded, "Hey, what are you two up to over there? Brian, come see if
you can out-dance Crystal!" So, I got on the machine and went a
couple of rounds with Crystal, winning one and losing one. She
wasn't interested in me and that was fine; it was mutual. Jock was
with Deb and Ty and that got her attention after a very short time,
which helped me win.

Later, we hit a party, and then dropped Deb off
on the way to Jock's; Crystal followed in her car. Jock and Deb
must have had a meeting of the minds while Crystal and I were
dancing, because Crystal spent about twenty minutes in Jock's
bedroom and took off – and never came back. When I asked Jock later
what happened, he grinned. "Deb gives better head."

Things seemed normal for the week; we all hung
out and did our usual thing and got through the dead days when
classes and study and such took precedence. Friday night, somebody
threw a party and we gathered ourselves together about eight-thirty
and partied until two-thirty or so. Then it was home to Jock's, as
usual.

I was drunk enough that I figured that I would
fall asleep – and I did – but one ear must have been on sentry
duty. I got up to piss and I made it to the bathroom, but I
couldn't go back without sticking my head in Jock's open door.
Maybe I should have wondered why it was always open; maybe Deb
should have, too. Jock was actually talking...

"Come on, Babe. I know, I've had a lot, but you
want it, right? Keep workin'."

Deb was sucking her little heart out. I stood
watching her hand and her lips pump up and down Jock's shaft, her
rings winking here and there, catching something in the dim light.
After a minute, I looked up and Jock was watching me; I could see
his eyes. He wasn't telling Deb, though.

She was wearing pink cotton panties,
no-nonsense ones. The crotch panel looked a little wet. It wasn't
the time to just unlimber my cock and see if she was a virgin, but
I decided I couldn't leave the room without doing SOMETHING! Once
I'd decided, I knew what to do; I worked my finger under the leg
band of her panties and started running it up and down her pussy
lips, holding my finger horizontal. Up and down, from the base of
her pussy to her clit; I couldn't see it but I could feel it. Deb
went "MmmmmMMMMMM!" almost instantly, and Jock croaked, "Yeah, I
knew sooner or later something would get you to open your throat!
Yeah, go ahead, Babe, choke on it a little. I'll let you up in a
second. I'm gonna cum real soon if I can keep poking your throat
like that."

Deb was huffing "Mmmmph! Mmmmph! Mmmmph!" and
her ass was wiggling. I rubbed it with one hand while I kept up the
finger work with the other. All the time, Jock was grinning at me
while he pumped her head up and down, spiking her throat. I watched
her little hands clutch the bedclothes, but she wasn't fighting
him; I could tell. Her clit got more and more prominent and I got
to concentrating on it, rolling up and down over it, and her noises
went up the scale to whines and suddenly she clutched Jock's hips
and went "GOOOO! GOOOO! GOOOO!" while her ass shimmied and her
panties got seriously wet. Jock went "YAAAAHHH! Gonna nut!" and
pinned her to him. I could hear her swallowing and panting. He let
up after just a second or two and husked, "Now drink it! Suck me
dry! You know you love it!" Deb kind of collapsed onto her haunches
and I decided it was time to leave, not that I wanted to. I went
back out to the couch and crashed – and managed to fall
asleep...

...For a while, anyway. I awoke to the
realization that I'd just been hit with a throw pillow. It was
later – much later, by my internal clock – almost dawn. "Brian, you
little shit!" Deb hissed in a hoarse whisper, "Why did you have to
do that? Now I'm done for sure! And you surprised me and I
swallowed him and now nothing less will do! I'm screwed two
different ways!"

"You were done, anyway, Deb. Jock knew I was
there. Jock had seen me before. He was lying there daring me to do
something, so I did."

"Why didn't you just fuck me? You've done
everything else!"

I grabbed her forearm and dragged her onto the
couch. She outweighs me, and probably could have fought it, but I
surprised her. "Shut up! At least you got a little something, even
if it was from me. Besides Jock's cum, of course."

She was half-draped on me, trying to find a way
to punch me. I swatted her one on the ass and wished I hadn't; it
sounded like a pistol shot in the silence. I sat up and rolled her
over, then worked my way out from under her. She was
crying.

"My throat hurts," she complained,
sniffling.

I draped myself on top of her. "What do you
want me to do about it?"

"YOU suck him next time!"

I grimaced as I pushed her hair out of her
face. "You've just been demoted, and maybe even that is just in
your head, not the reality. You can hang out afterward; I'll be
gone if I try that. If you want me to do that, you're gonna have to
make it worth my while."

"What do you…? Oh, no! You want to
fuck?"

"Yeah."

"Then I really WILL be a slut! How long before
I spread for Ty?"

"Hey, we can keep it private."

"Besides," she muttered, smiling crookedly.
"Jock could have my skank pussy, and he doesn't want it; he only
wants blowjobs. What do you figure that says? Even money you won't
be gone, Brian; we'll probably be in competition!"

"Are you gonna tell me?"

"No."

"No, you're not gonna tell me, or no, you're
not a virgin?"

"Brian..." I lowered my lips to her neck.
"Uuuuhhh! That's cheating!"

"All's fair..."

"C'mon, Brian, I'm just a piece of ass to
you."

"It's not that simple," I replied. "Maybe a
month ago. Frankly, you were less than that, back then. Now,
though, we're buds. Buds take care of each other."

"Oh? How?"

"Did I or did I not rub you off?"

She eyed me, poker-faced. "So you want me to
jerk you off?"

"I was hoping for a little bit more than that,"
I replied. "I mean, since your throat is already
broken..."

"Whose fault is that?"

"Hey, I'll suck your pussy."

"Dammit, Brian, I'm not here for
you!"

"And we've already identified the fact that
you're wasting your time!" I shot back. "Jock won't care; you KNOW
that!"

"I can't." She bucked me off. Yeah, I let her;
it wasn't worth it, walking the line to rape. "I'm going back to
bed."

"Okay. Come here, though." I got up next to her
and pulled her in for a hug. "We're still buds, right? This is just
something we don't do right now."

"Yeah, okay." She was enjoying the hug. I
rubbed her back a little and she sucked it up and then shook
herself and backed away. "Brian..."

"I get it: I'm not the consolation prize. Who
is? Ty?"

"No." She turned away. "Maybe I'm inconsolable.
Go back to sleep. That's what I'm going to do."

"Liar!" I whispered it loudly enough that she
could hear it. She flipped me a bird without turning
around.

I went back to bed. In the morning, it was as
if none of it had ever happened – but it had, and I knew it and Deb
knew it and Jock knew it, and for all I knew, Ty knew
it.

But that wasn't the only fucked-up thing that
happened that weekend...


Chapter 2

​


Saturday, we hit the arcades, and then went
clubbing. We got back to Jock's fairly early with only a mild buzz
on, so we put a horror movie on pay-per-view and started emptying
the refrigerator of beer, five at a time. It was five at a time
because Jock's mother, Sarah, was home and sat with us, and pretty
much kept up. Sarah is one of those tall, lanky, dirty-blonde,
weather-beaten, pioneer-woman type chicks that wear the long skirts
and the Birkenstock sandals; everything hangs off her like it would
a skeleton or something. She doesn't look half bad in a bikini, but
if you were to describe the down-side, it would be that she looks a
little wasted. She's pretty plain in the face, too. Jock's dad left
a zillion years ago, I guess. They get money from somewhere, and
Sarah supplements it with some kind of part-time thing, more to
fill in the time than anything else, I think; maybe for beer money.
Anyway, we sat through the movie and everybody decided they were
tired and wandered off, leaving me on the couch.

Only I wasn't tired. I decided that I would NOT
go busting in on Jock and Deb, no matter how hard that might be,
but I was wide awake when Ty popped out of the guest room after
maybe an hour. He wasn't headed for the bathroom.

He wasn't headed for Jock and Deb's room,
either; I'd suffered through that. It seemed like I could hear a
pin drop. I'd listened to the liquid sounds of Deb's suction and
Jock's moans and groans and nasty talk, the sounds seemingly as
loud as if I were standing next to them. I didn't remember hearing
all that crap before; I wondered if Jock was teaching Deb that she
was a slut. He'd definitely gag-fucked her, too, using her throat –
she had probably added that to the list of things she wanted to get
even with me for. No, Ty was headed somewhere else.

I got to Sarah's bedroom door just as Ty was
skinning out of his pants. I figured he had to be nuts! But I
watched him, from the doorway.

It didn't look like Sarah was wearing anything.
Ty stripped down and stood there, shoving his blond hair back from
his forehead. He wore it long, combed straight back, and slicked
down with gel, but some escaped, sometimes, adding to his charm.
After a minute, he leaned up and slowly collected the sheet and
folded it down some, so he (we) could see Sarah's breasts. She was
on her back, so there really wasn't much there except nipples, but
they were kind of spiky, and I was sure they were growing! Maybe
they were cold? Ty was real slow about it, but he took another fold
and bared Sarah to below her pussy. I could see her fur patch in
the dim light. Then he gathered himself and climbed very slowly on
to the bed.

Sarah was on her back. Ty crawled up next to
her head and slowly lowered his balls until they were right over
Sarah's face, not quite touching. Sarah took in a breath, let out a
soft groan and spread her legs some, then slid her hands down her
sides, settled them in her crotch and started rubbing.

I was dazed and confused at this point. Was
Ty's smell making Sarah horny? She kept sucking in breaths and
making little snorts and groaning. Ty waited like that for a couple
of minutes, watching her closely, then he backed off a bit.
Lowering himself, he backed off the bed and reached out to rub
Sarah's right nipple. I watched, fascinated, as he played with it,
gently twirling and tugging, and Sarah reacted by scooting closer
to the edge of the bed, mewling in her throat. Finally, when she
was at the edge, Ty brought his cock up to her face, again, not
quite touching. Sarah sniffed and turned her head, following the
scent, and her mouth opened...

...and Ty slid his cock inside!

At that point, everything seemed to be handled.
Ty gently brushed the hair away from Sarah's face and slid his cock
in and out of her mouth, and Sarah started actively sucking. Ty
owned her head at that point; both of her hands were buried in her
crotch making squishing noises. Ty held her head in place, pumped
his cock in her mouth for a couple of minutes, and then convulsed;
I knew he was filling her mouth with cum. About that point, Sarah
went nuts, arching herself and spasming around her hands.
Obviously, she'd gotten off.

Ty gathered up his stuff and headed toward me.
I just stood there in the hallway, barely out of sight. I wasn't
letting this pass.

"Jeezus!" Ty jumped a foot, hissing. "Dude, you
scared the piss out of me!"

"Hey, it could have been Jock!"

"Don't I know it!"

"What the fuck was that?" I asked, waving at
Jock's mother's doorway.

"Just a couple of people getting their rocks
off," Ty whispered.

"Dude, there is NO WAY that woman is asleep!" I
erupted.

"Yeah, I know, but it's a game we play.
Plausible deniability. 'What blowjob? I was asleep!' You know." He
looked back toward the bedroom. "I could probably fuck her. She's
probably hoping I'll come back for her to suck me
again."

"So why don't you?" I asked.

"Let her suck me again?"

"No, fuck her."

"I get off kinda fast."

"The second time?"

"Uhhh, jeez, I never thought of that." Ty
looked thoughtful.

"She knows who it is?"

"Yeah, I'm pretty sure. She knows it isn't
Jock."

"Yeah, Deb wouldn't be thrilled," I chuckled
softly.

"What's with you and Deb these days?" Ty
asked.

"What do you mean?"

"You seem to have gotten, I dunno,
tighter."

"We found out we've got a couple of things in
common." I smiled crookedly, then looked at the open doorway. "What
would Sarah do with two dicks?"

"Dunno." Ty shrugged. "Either freak or get real
happy. I think probably it would be get real happy."

"Let's see what we can get away with," I
suggested. "I'll take the top half..."

"Man, this is a sweet deal! If it comes down
around our heads..."

"I'll make it up to you," I promised
him.

"Okay." We slipped around the corner, Ty first.
Sarah was still gently rubbing her pussy and rocking gently, her
knees up. Ty went over and made the first move while I slid out of
the sweatpants I'd worn to bed, gently laying his hand on her foot.
Sarah froze, a dead giveaway. Then, after what was clearly a
moment's thought, she took her hands away from her pussy and
started rubbing her flanks as Ty eased his hand up the inside of
her calf and back down the inside of her thigh. The moan she gave
out said that Ty was good to go, so I started moving forward to get
mine from her mouth.

I took my time, though, so she could get into
what Ty was doing and to give her plenty of time to crack her
eyelids and see me if she was going to. Ty didn't see any reason
for foreplay; they'd had theirs, so he crawled right up between her
legs and started rubbing his cock on her pussy. Sarah rolled her
pelvis up, begging for it with her body. I watched Ty plant the tip
and push into her and listened to them both gasp, then moved
forward and gently dropped my shaft across Sarah's open
mouth.

She sucked in a HUGE breath and I was afraid
she was going to scream, but she reached up, put her hand on the
small of my back, and rubbed around a bit. She settled down – well
as much as she was going to with Ty long-stroking her – turned her
head, and sucked in my pole.

Man, oh, MAN! All this time I'd been dating my
hand I KNEW I'd been missing something, but THIS! OMIGAWD! Sarah's
mouth was HEAVEN! The next fifteen seconds or so, with Sarah's
talented mouth going to town on my cock, lasted an eternity – and
an eye-blink! Somehow, I didn't scream as the floodgates opened and
ten zillion semen launched for her throat in six or seven
irresistible waves, I think because my vocal cords were paralyzed!
I KNOW I stopped breathing! This was to jerking off as a couple of
pieces of flint was to a box of matches and a five gallon can of
gasoline! I came down from my rush, thrilled but embarrassed, while
Sarah swallowed every little invader and licked and sucked my cock
looking for more. Looking up, I grinned at Ty, but he was in
another world. He wasn't looking at me or anybody – or anything,
either! He wasn't seeing anything but the light at the end of the
tunnel, and he was riding hard, trying to get there!

His pony was one with him, meeting his every
stroke, grunting and gasping and rolling her pelvis up to meet him.
I reached out to tune one of her nipples and Sarah waved a hand
around until she found my other arm and pulled me down and pressed
my lips to hers so she could try to suck my tongue out of my head
while giving me a taste of my own semen. She was frantic; I could
tell by the way she was acting that this had her WAY over the top.
She arched under me and screamed into my mouth, bucking. Ty didn't
seem to notice; he just kept riding her.

I think they went another four or five minutes
before Ty arched himself, slammed into Sarah and gave out this
emphatic grunt, his eyes literally bugging out of his head. In the
interim, I saw some expressions that probably just don't go with
anything EXCEPT sex! Sarah let go of my lips and sucked in my cock
again – it was like stone from being there – and whined, gasped and
groaned around it almost constantly. When Ty finally stopped trying
to push his cock right through into Sarah's womb and flopped over
to one side and started crawling away, Sarah caught my wrist in a
vise-like grip and started tugging me over her. I got the hint and
organized myself above her, riding low where Ty had ridden high. I
had all the help I would ever need getting plugged in, and had my
second revelation of the night. Pussy was a whole magnitude up the
scale from a blowjob! The first penetration was slow while I felt
the incredible wet heat of her cunt, then I went into jackhammer
mode, unable to help myself! It wasn't a buzz or a run like a
sewing machine – I was doing maybe a stroke a second – it was about
going deeper and deeper when I'd already hit bottom! I was trying
to break Sarah's pubic bone so I could get in there, under it, and
keep going!

I had plenty of help! Sarah clutched herself to
me and lurched up to meet my every stroke, adding her own thrust to
the mix, increasing the impact. She totally broke the illusion of
being asleep by panting, "Ride me! Fuck me! Pound me! God, I love
it!" breathlessly in my ear. She arched herself, keening, lifting
me off the bed momentarily, throwing me off-stride while she
undulated under me, then she was back on the mattress again,
throwing her pussy up at me as I slammed into her from above. I was
fresh off the BIG load that I'd blown in her mouth, but I couldn't
do many of those; I think she got off five or six times, anyway.
Toward the end, she was whining and sucking my neck and undulating
almost constantly. I'm pretty sure I made some of the same faces Ty
did, because the sensations were indescribable! Finally, I did this
wild, animal thing, growling and biting her neck while the jizz
jetted out of me like I was pumping a super soaker!

Sarah wrapped herself around me, arms and legs,
humming softly and rocking a bit. After a moment, she said softly,
"Ty?"

"Yes?"

"Go away, Honey. Thank you, but Brian is here
and we're done for the night."

"Okay."

I heard him collect his things. I couldn't see
him because my face was half in the pillow and half in Sarah's
neck.

"And here we thought you were gay," she
muttered.

"I'm, uh, bi, I think," I replied.

"Well, isn't that nice!"

"Who is we?"

"Jock and I. We figured that one dark night you
would sneak in and give Jock a blowjob. Then Deb came along..." She
sighed. "Ty surprised me, too, but it was pleasant. How did you
catch him?"

"Jock and Deb are driving me nuts," I related.
"I can't sleep at night, it seems like."

"Which one?"

"Both."

"Jock isn't a problem, Brian."

"Deb is, and I think I want her worse, weird as
it seems. She's holding out, even though she knows he isn't
interested. If she falls back on Ty or me, she's a slut, you know?
That's what she figures. I told her everybody more or less figures
she is, anyway."

Sarah sighed. "I'm sure that didn't make her
happy. Sadly, Deb is never going to be more than a substitute: a
nice, visible alibi
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Love is a continuum. Discovering who you can
best interact with and how can be an adventure!






