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I did not know who he was. 

I did not know the name of the young man who was fucking my tits, thrusting his thick, stiff rod between my oily soft pillows as I held them together for him. The tip of his cock poked me in the neck, in the cheek, in the lips. I did know he was sexy as all hell, black and lithely muscular, with a chiseled handsome face. 

I did not know the name of the two large, powerful men who were fucking my best friend Helen, one in front of her and one behind, standing and holding her between them. I could see the massage oil running down her petite, sexy frame, dripping off her ass and onto the floor. I could see the flex of the muscles in their asses as they thrust into her, first one and then the other. I could see her juices running down their thick, muscular legs, and I could see the ecstasy in her beautiful Asian eyes, the moment she orgasmed. 

I wished it was me who had given her that orgasm. I hadn’t even known I was bisexual until that night, least of all for the best friend I’d ever had. But now that I knew, I wanted to give her all the pleasure in the world. It was as if I’d opened a wellspring of lust within myself, and now I couldn’t contain it if I tried. 

All three of them played basketball with my boyfriend Cameron on our college team; that’s all I knew. Helen and I had just spent hours fucking Chantal Warner and her sexy, silver-haired husband, and our physics professor, Dr. John Warner. Then Chantal had left for a moment, and brought back four men in their early twenties (the same age as Helen and me) with her. 

I did know the last of the four. 

My boyfriend Cameron was up on the bed, pounding Chantal Warner from behind while she sucked her husband’s cock. John Warner was propped against the head board, enjoying the tongue bath his wife was giving him, his beautiful face turned up toward the ceiling. Cam held her hips and pulled her against him with enthusiasm, stopping every so often to give her a smack on the ass. I didn’t blame him for his enthusiasm; Chantal Warner was an unbelievably sexy woman. As a newly discovered bisexual, or bicurious, or whatever, I was hoping I would get my turn soon. 

Look at us. 

Look at us!

Should I be upset? Should he be upset? I was watching my boyfriend fuck another woman... but then I had his teammate’s cock between my tits (which I was seriously enjoying). He had walked in on Helen and I in a compromising position to say the least... but then who could say how long he had been a part of the Extra Credit Society, without my knowledge? 

There were mysteries everywhere, but I would deal with them later. Right then, I had more pressing matters. Like enjoying the beautiful black cock pressed between my tits, servicing the beautiful black man who was tit-fucking me. 

Whoever he was. 

Cam looked over just as his teammate’s cock erupted between my tits. I opened my mouth, but most of his cum hit me in the eye and cheek. 
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The next morning I was at the waterfront, watching the birds and sipping an espresso. It was a chilly, beautiful morning, and the pier was crowded with people riding bikes, walking dogs, starting their day. 

It felt weird being among them. 

It felt weird being fully clothed. Had that really happened the night before? It felt a world away. All that incredible sex had been enjoyed by some other people named Helen Park and Chelsea Baylor and John Warner and Cameron Wesley and Chantal Warner. It surely couldn’t have been us. 

And yet I knew that wasn’t true. 

Out here, among the normals, I thought they could all tell. I thought they could smell the sex on me. They all seemed to be watching me. Stop it Chels. You’re being ridiculous. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Text from Helen. 

Did all that really happen?

I laughed. We sure had been friends a long damn time. We always had the same thought at about the same time. U tell me, I texted back. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





