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Again, this is a work of FICTION.
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Abby’s Bi Surprise

 

I.

 

I have been in college for three years, and while I haven’t been a virgin in a very long time, I didn’t actually date anyone before I met Derren. 

Part of this is because having a major in physics keeps me busy. Although sex discrimination has been considered wrong for a very long time, and hasn’t officially existed since long before I started studying, I still feel like as one of three women in my major that isn’t either from China or India, I have a lot to prove. Simply passing the classes and graduating, or even managing to come out somewhere in the middle and make it into any graduate program that will have me, isn’t good enough for me. I want to at least be in the top ten percent, so nobody can act like the only reason I got my degree was because of some sort of gender guilt on the part of the mostly male faculty. 

Part of this is because people don’t really officially “date” anymore. Sure, there are people that do have boyfriends or girlfriends, but a lot of people just hook up at the bars in the Depot District or off of Broadway, or with people from a friendly fraternity or sorority. I am a woman, so I have needs and I have done this, too, when I really want some dick inside of me, but I always avoided letting something that happened one night turn into a relationship.

The last reason is that even if I am in college, a lot of the guys here are just as bad as the guys that I left behind in east Texas. Yes, the trucks here are newer than the ones in the small town I am from, and they talk more like Mexicans and less like Cajuns on this side of the state, but they have the same attitude. Most of the guys here are just making their way through college to keep their parents happy while spending four years partying, and the ones that aren’t are usually either gay or so nerdy that the idea of fucking them makes me want to laugh. 

When I met Derren, in one of my general ed classes,  a Woman’s Historical Literature course of all things, the first thing I noticed was that he was different.

Instead of wearing one of the many different Tech t-shirts and jeans that seems to be unofficial uniform of the university, he dressed every day in jeans and cowboy boots and a blazer. I thought maybe he was a professor, because he was closer to thirty than twenty, even if he does have a smooth face and blue eyes that make him look young. 

He wasn’t a professor, instead one of the handful of “adult students” that go to college here.

Most of these older students are married, and while maybe not all of them are, almost all of them seem to be somewhat distant from the whole college experience. They are here simply to either finish a degree they started years ago, or to get a degree so they can earn some sort of promotion in life and work. They usually keep quiet, and considering that the class was heavily dominated by women- and included many very outspoken lesbians- I guessed that Derren was just going to sit in the back, do his work, and bide his time.

Instead, though, he soon became one of the most involved students in the class, willing to debate any one, but managing to do so politely. He knew what he was talking about, unlike a lot of the younger men that simply want to make themselves known by talking loudly, and more importantly, he didn’t act like being part of the male minority entitled him to dominate the class. He was clearly a very different sort of man than what I was used to. He was not a weakling like the nerds in my mathematics classes, nor a brute like the rednecks and want to be thugs that seemed to fill out much of the student body. Just a normal, all around moderate guy, a good balance of traits really.

I was the one that approached him, when we were assigned to the same study group, and I asked him what he was doing later. This seemed to surprise him, as if he was not aware of the fact of how attractive he is, and that’s when we started going out.

What surprised me was that he didn’t try and automatically fuck me the first time we went anywhere, and more surprisingly, he didn’t just talk about himself. The real shocker was that a week after we met the first time as a twosome for Whataburger, he was saying that I was his actual girlfriend. The guys I had dated before him never wanted to say that, even if I had been with them for months. 

I was surprised at this, but I went along with it, and in these past six months, I can’t say that I have regretted my decision. It does feel strange being in an “official” relationship, as most of my friends aren’t. Just as Derren doesn’t dress or talk like most men here, he doesn’t act like holding the title of my boyfriend allows him to boss me around, or that it means that I have to be ready and willing to fuck him whenever he wants. Of course, the sex is as good as you would expect with a darkhaired blue eyed man with a very thick cock, but that is beside the point…

 

II.

 

The only thing that seemed to not stand right was, well, some of his other habits.

Now, dressing up is one thing, and being polite is another, but keeping his house spotlessly clean is something I never expected to see. And it wasn’t just the first time I came over, either. His home, which is an old shotgun style back house, is always completely spotless. Considering how much dust we have here in west Texas, I would guess that he must spend at least an hour every day or more cleaning it, which is a lot for such a small house.

Another thing that I found strange is his taste in music.

Derren says he likes country, or more specifically classic country, but one time I showed up unexpected at his house, and he was literally singing and dancing to old school Madonna songs. When I looked at his play-list on his phone, I saw dozens of songs from bands I never heard of. Much of it was European music that all seemed to sound like old dance tracks from the clubs, and more of it was other really girly songs, like Cyndi Lauper and even Debbie Gibson. It immediately reminded me of something I had heard at a club alright!

At a gay club!

I had only been to a gay club once, Club Luxor right here last Monday night, and that was because one of my friends, Micheal, had invited me.

I hadn’t even known that Micheal was gay, even though we had been friends now for three years. Micheal, like Derren, was always clean, he was always polite, and while he was far more of a nerd, with his glasses and his terrible hair, I just had assumed that he was a little immature and shy, not that he was into cock…

Not until he left with a tranny, anyway- so is it possible that Derren is gay?

Of course, if he is gay, then why would he have sex with me?

If he is gay, fucking a woman was not something that he should be into, right?

I didn’t grow up in a big town, and while my family are not some religious nuts who live in the swamp and play with snakes, they are definitely conservative. Sometimes my parents talked about a cousin of ours, a cousin Kay, who supposedly had moved to the despised state of California, and worked as an electrician. Since they didn’t really say much about Kay, and they only seemed to mention her in passing, I had always assumed that Kay was a man until I finally saw a picture. Kay, with her short spiked hair and tree trunk arms, was a female alright, but definitely a female of the lesbian persuasion. My family didn’t bash her, not directly, but it was clear that Kay’s personal life was not to be discussed, let alone the subject of gay people in general.

If anyone would know if Derren is gay, it would be Micheal.

“Hello,” Micheal said, answering the phone as soon as I dialed his number, “Abby?”

“Yes, it’s me,” I said, “So what are you doing?”

“Not much,” Micheal said, “I was thinking of packing up…”

“Packing up?” I asked. 

“Uh, yeah,” Micheal said, the pitch of his voice rising very slightly, “Class is canceled for the rest of the semester, so why would I want to sit around here?”

How had I not seen it?

“I don’t know,” I said, “Hey, if you have some time, do you want to come over my place?”

“Your place?” Micheal asked, “Why?”

Yes, he is definitely gay.

Maybe I am not some sorostitute- what we call the sorority members, who are known for being the worst sluts in Lubbock- but I am still a twenty one year old blonde, so who but a gay guy would ask questions about an invitation to my place?

“Well, number one, I am bored,” I said, “And number two, I don’t like to drink alone.”

The funny thing about roommates, and I have two of them, is that when they are here, I always want to leave to get some space from them. I live in one of these many quads that are all over the city, which are basically four separate bedroom suites that share a kitchen and a livingroom (as well as a balcony), and even that feels like a small space after the first week of living together. Now that both of them had left for spring break, and probably weren’t coming back thanks to the quarantine, the place suddenly felt empty.

Either crowded or empty, never just right!

“Okay,” Micheal said, “Sure. You need me to pick anything up?”

“Well, I got a case of Natty,” I said.

It wasn’t my beer, but so what- she wasn’t coming back anytime soon!

And that’s what she gets for stealing my body wash, anyway!

“Nasty,” Micheal said, again sounding gayer than he intended, “I’ll pick up some real beer!”

One of the best things about here is that traffic is never bad, and now with a lot of people either being gone or staying home, Micheal was able to make it over to my place in ten minutes. He knocked on the door, two six packs of bottles in his hands, and I let him in.

“So what did you want to talk about?” Micheal said, setting the beer down on the counter.

“Derren,” I said, grabbing a bottle, “I have a question.”

“Okay, shoot,” Micheal said, opening the bottle for me and then one for himself, “What is it?”

“Well, the other day I surprised him at home,” I said, “And I caught him listening to Madonna.”

 

III.

 

At this, Micheal’s face changed ever so slightly, as if he was surprised.

See, I’m not the only one who thinks that is strange!

“Okay,” Micheal said, “What, you don’t like Madonna?”

“No, it’s not that,” I said, “I just wasn’t expecting him to like Madonna.”

“Well, music is definitely international,” Micheal laughed, as he took a sip, “I mean, I like opera, even if I can’t speak Italian.”

Of course you like opera- because you are gay!

“That’s my point,” I said, as if he could read my mind, “And I mean, it’s some other things, too…”

“So are you thinking of breaking up with him?” Micheal asked.

“No, well, I don’t think it’s that,” I said, “But don’t you think it’s weird that he likes Madonna- and that he always wears such nice clothes?”

Micheal swallowed half of his beer, the same look of confusion on his face.

Does he understand where I am gong with this?

Maybe I was wrong to assume that somehow, as a gay man, he automatically would see the signs that another man was part of his tribe; after all, Micheal had never said he was gay, and I would have never guessed that he was, until I saw him leaving the club with that tranny-

“People like different things,” Micheal said, “But what does any of this matter- where are you going with this?”

Or maybe he is just oblivious!

Gay or not, a man is still a man, and men can really not see the forest for the trees sometimes!

“Look, I think maybe Derren is gay,” I said, bluntly, “Come on- I mean, sure, maybe one or two of those things by themselves maybe wouldn’t mean anything, but-”

“Being gay has nothing to do with anything other than the fact that you like people that are the same gender as you,” Micheal said, cutting me off, “And only people that are the same gender.”

Did I just strike a nerve?

“I guess you would know,” I said, not thinking, “I mean, sorry, I wasn’t trying to be offensive-”

“Wait, what,” Micheal said, swallowing his beer and grabbing another one from the sixer, “You think that I am gay?”

What?

“Um, yeah,” I said carefully, looking at him as I spoke slowly, “I mean, you invited me to that club- and you left with that-”

I almost said tranny, but I didn’t want to sound like some bigoted redneck bitch. 

And besides, I could tell that for whatever reason, Micheal was getting angry.

Did I just call him the wrong term?

“No, I’m not gay,” Micheal said, “If I was, I would sleep with guys- and only with guys-”

“So what are you?” I asked him.

“Um, I don’t like using labels,” Micheal explained, “Look, maybe I should leave-”

While I do have other friends, I don’t really have too many that have been through three years of college with me, and the last thing I wanted was to lose a friend over some misunderstanding. Even if he had left the club with a tranny, it was still his choice to make as to what he wanted to call himself. I am not into thinking there are a thousand genders or anything like that, but I wasn’t going to lose a friendship if he does think that there are.

“Please,” I said, “Look, I really wasn’t trying to offend you; really, I just can’t figure out why Derren is so different.”

“Does he have sex with you?” Micheal asked.

“Yes,” I said, “But-”

“Then he isn’t gay,” Micheal said, “Has it ever occurred to you that maybe he is bisexual?”

Lots of women identified as bisexual now, but from what I saw, their bisexuality really just was them making out at parties to show off for their boyfriends. Not all of them even went so far as to actually have sex with another woman, and of those that did, most of them still did it in a threesome with their boyfriend. They didn’t date other girls so much as they might have sex with them from time to time. If they were really bi, then you would see them actually in a romantic relationship with another female.

But I have never met a man that calls himself that.

“Men can be bisexual, too,” Micheal said, “And maybe he isn’t- has he ever said anything that makes it seem like he is?”

“No,” I said, “But I wonder- so what do you call yourself?”

“I don’t call myself anything,” Micheal said, starting his third beer now, “But if I did, I would say I was straight.”

“Yes, but didn’t you leave the club with the, um,” I started to say.

“I left the club with a person that wanted to have sex with me,” Micheal said, not really answering my question, “Look, if you want to see if Derren is bisexual, or even in the slightest interested in having sex with a guy, you could just ask him.”

You got mad enough, imagine how mad Derren might get!

Even younger men still don’t like being called gay, or being asked if they like other men.

Since Derren is older, there was definitely no way I can do that!

“I can’t do that,” I said, “He-”

“Then you got one other choice,” Micheal said, thinking as he swallowed half of the third bottle in his hand.

“What’s that?” I asked.

I did want to know, once and for all, and even if I had almost just lost Micheal’s friendship, I knew that he would know a good way to find this out.

“You can do what a lot of women do,” Micheal suggested, his eyes seeming to look me over, “You can force him to make a decision.”

“What?” I asked, genuinely confused.

 

IV.

 

“Look, a lot of women have threesomes, right?” Micheal said.

“Yes, but I don’t get how-” I started to say.

Are you suggesting I have a threesome?

Personally, I had no more interest in having sex with another woman, no more than I did in dating one. 

And how would that prove if he was gay, or bi, or whatever anyway?

“A threesome with another man, silly,” Micheal said, rolling his eyes, “You know, those threesomes exist, too!”

Oh-

For all the girls who had threesomes with another girl for the pleasure of their boyfriend, I didn’t know of any who admitted to fucking two guys at the same time. Of course, if you ever saw any porn site, you know it happens, but it seemed like this was forbidden territory. Even if their were rumours of gangbangs and things like that at frat houses, there still wasn’t any females I knew that would admit they fucked two men at the same time. If it did happen, then it was one of those things you never talk about.

“He will never go for that,” I said, “And besides, how the hell am I supposed to do that- just start fucking some other guy in front of him, and hope that he joins in?”

“Yes,” Micheal said, putting the bottle down on the kitchen counter.

Micheal looked at me for a moment, as if he was confused.

What am I supposed to say?

Before I could think of anything else, his hand went to his zipper, and he unzipped himself, his cock flopping out of his jeans!

Holy shit-

I have always been told that men and women can’t really be platonic friends, that a man who says he is friends with a woman is just trying to fuck her, but I refused to believe it; that was outdated thinking, yet right in front of me, I was staring at a cock that belonged to my male friend who I thought was gay!

And a beautiful cock it is-

Like I said, I never just hooked up with anyone, usually only two or three guys a year even when I was single, but this was the first cock other than Derren’s I had seen in months.

 It was about eight inches long, thinner than that of my boyfriend, but bigger in length, and reflexively, I could not help but look at it. 

A dick is a dick, and I do like dick. 

In the light of the kitchen, it glistened from his sweat, as it was a smooth cock, not a single hair on the shaft, or on the two balls and the sack behind it.

Not bad for a nerd!

“Now, Abby, do you want to find out, or not?” Micheal said, looking into my eyes, “No judgment here, but this is your chance.”

Do I want to find out what?

The appearance of his cock, which he was holding in his hand like an invitation, was distracting me.

Do I want to have a threesome with two guys?

Micheal was still nerdy, his thick glasses still perched on his nose, but he was the best choice for trying such a thing if I was going to do it. It wasn’t like you can trust going online anymore, not with the horror stories of killers that met up with random people, or with the whole COVID thing going on.

“If you don’t, that’s fine,” Micheal said, “I won’t ever say anything about this.”

Fucking two guys would be hot!

It was risky, of course, as who knows how Derren would react- but Derren seemed to have no problem in watching threesome porn on his phone, after we were done having sex, and he thought I was asleep in the bed next to him.

“What if he flips out?” I said, still looking at my friends cock.

If I was single, I’d already be playing with it, seeing how long it can really get!

“If you think he will, then we better not,” Micheal said, “But if you think in the slightest that he is into guys, then you know he won’t say no.”

That is true.

Things that seem random in life are the easiest things to make an excuse for later. I once stole a pack of Marlboros from Winn Dixie, and while I never got caught, I explained it to myself later as just some random thing that happened- hell, I don’t even smoke!

So if he wants to try anything with a guy, later he can say it just happened-

“Okay,” I said, not taking my eyes off of Micheal’s impressive nerdy cock, “So how do we do this?”

“Text him and tell him to come over,” Micheal said, “And in the mean time, why don’t we get things started? Where’s your bedroom?”

“Last door, on the right,” I said, pointing to the narrow hallway past the livingroom.

Micheal left the kitchen then, and as he turned his back to walk to my room, I felt something like a slight chill travel down my spine.

This whole thing is crazy.

Crazy or not, I took my phone from my pocket, and I opened up the messaging screen:

 

“What you doing?” I typed, as I selected Derren’s number.

“Finishing up a run,” Derren said, quickly, “Why?”

“I want you to come over,” I said, typing back.

For a minute or two, I didn’t get a response. Derren does rideshare, and so I never know when he is busy with a client or not.

Please, Derren, answer me- or I am going to get cold feet…

“Okay,” Derren said, “Right now?”

“Yes,” I said, “Right now.”

“Give me a minute,” Derren said.

 

V.

 

Placing the phone back in my pocket, I stared down the hallway, and then I finished the bottle of beer I had been working on. It was a pale ale, so as the bitter taste filled my mouth, it took all I had to gulp it down. I then grabbed a second bottle, leaving one in the six pack, waiting for a response.

Derren should be right over.

Derren had learned, once we were dating a couple of months, that when I tell him to come right over, that means I want sex. Since he does work at night, most of the time when people are going out to all the bars, that means that I usually end up texting him from the Depot district when the alcohol has already gotten to me. 

I can still chicken out.

Even if Micheal had whipped his dick out on me, he was not going to push the issue on me in the slightest.

Amazing, considering how hard he is- I wonder how long he has wanted to fuck me?

Probably since I met him, and while even if I had known earlier that he wanted me that didn’t mean I would have went for him, this was different.

This isn’t just about what you want, Abby- this is about what Derren wants, too, and is afraid to say!

So there was only one choice.

Walking down the hallway, I opened the door to my bedroom, and I saw that Micheal was on my bed.

Laying flat on his back, he was now completely naked, his clothes tossed aside onto the floor, and that beautiful cock of his was standing straight up.

Damn if that isn’t a nice cock though!

“Are you ready?” Micheal said, as his right hand gripped his cock by the base, and he waved it at me.

Sighing, I walked over to the edge of the bed, and I looked down for a moment.

Here goes…

Closing my eyes, I kneeled down at the side of my bed, and my hand reached forward and grabbed hold of Micheal’s cock.

God, it is really fucking hard!

“Jesus,” I said, as my fingers explored the tense flesh of his shaft, “How can you be this hard?”

“I don’t smoke,” Micheal said, as if that explained it all.

Feeling his cock in my hand, I moved my face down between his legs. His pubes, unlike those of Derren, were shaved completely bald, and it seemed to make his cock even bigger than it was. He smelled slightly of strawberries, as my fingers closed around his shaft, feeling him slowly.

Pulsing and ready!

I wanted to take him in my mouth, but for some reason, it still felt wrong somehow- as beautiful as his cock was, and despite the fact that we were getting things started, somehow it felt wrong doing this without Derren actually here. I have not always been the perfect girlfriend, but this was a lot more than innocently flirting with someone, or taking a free drink from some simp at the bar!

“How big is Derren?” Micheal asked, as I slowly stroked his cock, “I’m just curious?”

Is he even attracted to men at all- is he saying all of this simply because he himself wants to fuck me?

I had to wonder that.

 Men will say anything it takes to fuck someone they want to fuck.

“Big,” I said, which was not a lie, “You do want to suck his cock, too, don’t you?”

If he didn’t say it, then he was full of shit, because no man will openly admit to being a cocksucker unless they are!

Maybe somewhere else things are different, but this is still Texas, and it still takes a lot for a guy here to admit that he is into other guys. Nobody is likely to beat you up for it, but that doesn’t mean that they are all on board with it, either.

“Yes,” Micheal said, “I do- yes, I want to suck his cock, I want to suck his fucking cock!”

You are definitely telling the truth!

Moving my face down now, I stopped about a half inch above the tip of his crown. I blew air softly against it, seeing how the flesh changed color ever so slightly, how his cock seemed to be already glistening from the juices he was holding back.

“Okay,” I said, and just as I opened my lips to take him in between them, I heard the knock on the door.

Derren is here.

“Are you sure that you want to try this?” I said, still holding his cock, “Are you sure he will go for this?”

This is your last chance- our last chance- to call this off.

“I don’t know him as well as you do,” Micheal said, “But it’s your call.”

 

VI.

 

Derren, for all of his good traits, can be impatient, and he was already starting to knock again, tapping his hand on the door like he was playing a drum solo.

“Okay,” I said, letting go of Micheal’s cock, “Let’s do this.”.

My feet seemed to glide almost from the bedroom to the front door. As I left the bedroom, I closed the door behind me; even though I literally had a second left, I still was giving myself an out, just in case. I could still make some excuse, say that Micheal was simply sleeping off being drunk, whatever.

“Hi,” I said, opening the door.

Derren had his usual smile on his face, the one he gets when he knows we are about to fuck.

“Hi,” Derren said, planting a very soft and almost platonic kiss on my cheek.

“How was work?” I asked, letting him in.

“Fine,” Derren said.

As he stepped into the room, his eyes seemed to cut around the small front common areas of the apartment.

Does he know someone else is here?

“Everything okay?” I asked, closing the door behind him.

“Yes,” Derren said, “I just, well, I was expecting, I don’t know-”

“My roomates aren’t here, if that’s what you are asking,” I said, smiling back at him, “So are you ready?”

“Ready?” Derren asked, “Of course I am ready. Are you ready?”

He seems surprised that I am sober, and calling him up like this!

“Yes, ready,” I said, and thinking quickly, “What, do I have to be drunk every time I invite you over for sex?”

“No,” Derren said, “I just, well, this is new…”

You don’t know how “new” this is!

I was going to go through with it, now, before I did chicken out!

“Yes, it is,” I said, “But I am more than ready. If you want to follow me to the bedroom…”

There was no more discussion that could be had- it was now or never, and leading my boyfriend to the bedroom, with a shrug I opened the door.

Well what do you think, Derren?

Micheal was still laying on top of my bed with his beautiful hard cock, standing straight up, his hands stroking it!

I watched Derren’s face, as  his eyes went wide for a second, at the shock of seeing another naked man laying on top of my bed, and for a second, I thought maybe he was going to explode, or walk out, I didn’t know. 

But Derren didn’t explode, and he didn’t walk out; no, he simply stood there, behind me in the entryway, and I watched as his eyes seemed to take in the fullness of Micheal’s naked form, landing on his cock…

He is definitely looking at it.

First reactions are always the most honest, and there was no hiding the fact that he was definitely staring at that dick. No, if he was as straight as I thought he was, he would not be looking at Micheal like that; his eyes would not be fixated on another man’s pulsing penis, and he definitely would not be licking his lips like a dog staring at an open can of food!

I looked at Micheal then- he smiled at me ever so slightly, and he winked.

How did you know?

“Hi, Derren,” Micheal said, his hand waving his cock at my boyfriend just like it had waved it at me a few moments ago, “Abby, why don’t we get started?”

This time, instead of hesitating and barely touching his dick, I looked at Derren one last time to see his reaction.

He is just standing there, just staring. He can’t stop looking.

Even if he was clearly turned on by what he was seeing, my normally alpha boyfriend simply could not make himself take the next step. There is a difference between looking at something, considering something, and actually doing it; he clearly had thought about another man’s cock before, but he clearly had never actually crossed the line into doing anything about his thoughts!

Looks like I am going to have to take control!

I smiled, and walking over to the bed, I got back down on my knees, and I grabbed Micheal’s cock firmly with my hand!

 

VII.

 

“Face him,” Micheal suggested.

Turning so that Derren could see exactly what I was doing, I opened my lips, and I took the head of Micheal’s swollen prick between them!

See me sucking this dick, Derren?

That was my thought, not my words, as I opened wide, and the flavor of him filled my mouth as the sweet pleasant smell of him filled my nostrils. My tongue landed firmly on his flesh, tracing a path around the head of him as my mouth enveloped him halfway, past the ridge of his cock head but not all the way down his shaft. I stared at my boyfriend the whole time I did this, seeing how he reacted. It was past the point now of initial shock- all shock wears off, and he was clearly watching me suck off Micheal…

You like watching me suck his cock, don’t you?

I bet you want to suck it yourself!

A cock doesn’t have to be huge to be something worth sucking, true, but there is something different about sucking a bigger dick. Sucking a smaller dick is more for the pleasure of the guy, sucking an average cock is getting a taste of dick before you fuck, but sucking a meaty man monster is definitely about the challenge!

Letting it fall from my lips, I grabbed hold of the base of the shaft with my fingers, as I planted a gentle almost air kiss on the very tip of Micheal’s cock.

And if you are going to suck your first dick, it should be a cock worth sucking!

“It tastes good,” I said, kissing it again as I looked at Derren, “It tastes really good!”

Derren still did not respond, but he did shift the balance of his weight from one foot to the other. This is what he does when he is unsure of something, when he can’t seem to make up his mind on where to eat, or what to eat when we finally do pick a restaurant.

Still smiling at Derren, I rolled my tongue down the length of Micheal’s shaft. I then took him back in my mouth, but for just a second, and letting him fall back out of my mouth a second time with a plop, I planted another kiss on top of it.

So what are you going to do, Derren?

Being with an older man, even if sometimes it takes him a second to decide what he wants for lunch or dinner, I am mostly used to him making decisions. I like this normally, as it feels right somehow to have a man who wants to take charge, but as I kissed my way down Micheal’s cock again, teasing his firm hard balls for a brief second, I knew that this was different.

You want to do this, but you can’t say it, can you?

“Come here,” I said, kissing Micheal’s cock again, “Come closer, Derren… You know you want to!”

Derren, with one last look of uncertainty, finally could help himself anymore.

Walking over to us, standing behind where I was kneeling now, he stared down at the cock that I was playing with…

“You see this?” I said, waving Micheal’s cock at him, “You can have it- you can help me with it…”

Even though it was Micheal’s cock that I was playing with, this wasn’t about Micheal, not in the least; yes, he was the beneficiary of my attention, but this was about me giving my thirtysomething year old boyfriend what he always wanted and craved, but was afraid to ask for.

A hard cock to suck on!

Derren licked his lips, his blue eyes seeming to be as clear as a mountain lake, and then he knelt down beside me, his face an inch from my mine.

“Taste it,” I said, as I kissed my boyfriend.

My tongue snaked into his mouth, our eyes closing, as my hand continued to tease Micheal’s cock. We kissed for a long moment like this; Derren’s lips were not strange to me, but by the way he kissed me, hungrily, I knew it was because of the flavor on them, the flavor of Micheal’s cock…

“Now,” I said, breaking our kiss and looking into those blue eyes, “Help me suck it….”

Derren looked at me, and then he simply opened his mouth. He lowered his head, so that it was just above Micheal’s cock, and I couldn’t resist.

With my right hand, I pushed gently against the base of the back of my boyfriend’s neck, and with my left, I pushed the cock up…

It slid firmly against Derren’s lips- as he opened them, and he let Micheal enter his mouth, I came right then and there!

My own orgasm was a shock. I normally have to be touched, by myself or by someone else, and while it was not as intense as one that came from some lengthy and deep penetration, it was enough to make my body twitch. The sight of the head of Micheal’s dick entering my boyfriends mouth, even if only by an inch or three at most, made my nipples harden, and my pussy wet!

Fuck, that’s right, take that big cock in your mouth!

“Told you,” I said, biting my lip for a second as he sucked him ever so slightly, “Told you, it tastes good…”

He only sucked it for a second, and letting it fall from his mouth, he stared into my eyes as he passed it back to me.

Let me show you how to suck a cock, Derren!

“Yes,” I said to my boyfriend, “Now let me show you!”

 

VIII.

 

Opening my mouth as wide as it could go, I took Micheal back in between my lips as I stared into Derren’s eyes.

Then I swallowed him all the way, driving my head down the length of his hard shaft to his balls, as I kept staring at my boyfriend. Closing my lips firmly around the cock that was between them, I sucked it hard, using my mouth to place pressure all the way around it. Micheal groaned as my tongue forcefully prodded him. I could tell by the way he was pulsing that he was not used to having his cock sucked like this, and since I wanted more than to make this just a quick blowjob of my friend, I released him; I moved my head back off  of his cock, letting it fall from my mouth, and I grabbed the base of it with my fingers, pinching firmly.

This is how you suck a cock, Derren!

“You try,” I said, waving the cock at my boyfriend, “Go on!”

Derren didn’t think twice.

Now that he had already had Micheal’s cock in his mouth, he was no longer resistant or pretending that he didn’t want to suck dick. Gladly opening his mouth, he mimicked me, and he did his best to suck it all. He managed to get past the head and a third of the way down the shaft, before his face turned a slight shade, and he began to gag on it. Choking for air, Micheal’s dick fell out of my boyfriends mouth a second time.

“Take it easy,” I said, kissing the head of the cock and then planting a gentle kiss on Derren’s lips, “It’s not as easy as it looks!”

Derren opened his mouth, and our tongues played tag, exchanging the flavor of the dick that we had both tasted. 

It tastes even better in his mouth!

Breaking our kiss, I took Micheal’s dick, and I slapped the end of it gently against my boyfriends face. He kissed it, on the tip, and while I wanted to watch him suck him some more, my own wetness was becoming too much to handle.

As much as I love sharing his dick with you, I need it in my pussy!

I love the feeling of new dick inside of my cunt, but normally that is cheating. 

Since we are both playing with it, it isn’t cheating!

Rising from my place in front of the bed, as Derren continued to explore Micheal’s cock with gentle kisses, I pulled my top over my head. Tossing it to the side, I quickly moved my hands down to my waist, where I unzipped my shorts and pulled them down my legs. My underwear, a purple thong, was so wet that it was tight against my flesh, and it felt restrictive. I looked from Derren to Micheal, who was staring at my body- my body that he had wanted for a long time- and then I slid my thong down to the floor, too.

You have wanted me, and now you get to have me!

While I love the feeling of Derren’s cock inside of me, I knew that I might not have the chance again to fuck Micheal. Even if Derren had went along with this, because it had been a surprise, that did not mean that he would want to do this again. A lot of people give in to the things they really want, only to feel bad about it later. I knew that I wasn’t going to blow this opportunity, as I might not have it again!

And it has been months since I felt a new cock inside of me!

“He has wanted this a long time,” I said, turning back to Derren who was still taste-testing Micheal’s cock, “He has wanted my pussy- do you want to share my pussy with him, Derren?”

Derren, still holding Micheal’s hard cock in his hand, smiled at me, and he seemingly reluctantly released the dick from between his fingers. He didn’t say anything, but he didn’t need to- as he moved to the side, I smiled at him, and then I turned my attention to Micheal.

 

IX.

 

I mounted him from the front, my hands pushing him down flat on the bed as I climbed on top of him, and I felt his cock pressing against the soft, excitedly moist flesh of my inner thighs. 

Yes, so big and so hard!

“Enjoy it,” I whispered as gently as I could, as my eyes met Micheal’s, and my hand reached between my legs and guided him into my pussy!

Oh fuck!

Maybe Micheal was only about an inch longer than Derren, and maybe my boyfriend is thicker, but the fact that he was new set my pussy on fire. Even hotter than the feeling that comes with having a new cock inside of me, was the fact that my boyfriend was standing there watching me take this cock!

And I am really going to give him something to watch!

I took complete control, my hands balancing my weight on his chest, as I began to ride his cock.

Moving my hips up and down, my pussy sliding over the length of him, the wetness of my insides made him glide easily within me. He was filling me up, the hot hardness pressing into me, every inch of his cock inside of my body. Micheal closed his eyes, enjoying the feeling of me, but my eyes were open; as my body began to feel the stirrings of a second round of orgasm, I looked to the side, at Derren.

Derren was standing there, his eyes staring wide as he watched, and he was now naked. 

He had removed his own clothes, and in his hand, he held the cock that I was familiar with. It was hard, at least as hard as Micheal’s, and glistening with excitement, from the base to the thick tip. His fingers were closed around it, not firmly, as if he was trying his best to resist an urge to jack off at the sight of me fucking another man!

I wish I’d only known it turns you on so much!

“Fuck,” I said, locking eyes with Derren, “Fuck- you like me fucking him?”

Derren, wordless as he had been, did not respond verbally; but he licked his lips, and I suddenly had an idea!

Motioning him forward with my finger in the same move I had used to invite him in joining me in sucking Micheal’s cock, Derren stepped forward, his cock now hanging right in front of my face.

I leaned forward, as my pussy continued to grind up and down Micheal, slowly, and I gave it a kiss; I was about to take it in my mouth, but then I had a better idea!

Let’s see if Micheal likes to suck cock, too!

“Micheal,” I said, as I took him all the way down again inside of me, “Micheal, open your lips!”

Micheal’s eyes opened, and he stared up at me- and at Derren’s cock…

Suck my boyfriend’s dick!

Micheal’s eyes were wide, and it occurred to me, that maybe he had been completely lying; maybe he was not bisexual at all, maybe he had just said he was to get into my pussy, and maybe he thought that Derren sucking him was a one way street. There are women that will let another woman eat them out all day long, but will never return the favor.

If my boyfriend can suck your cock, then you can suck his!

“Suck his dick,” I said, a demand more than a question, “Come on, suck Derren’s cock!”

As I spoke, I stopped moving my pussy on him. I could tell that was hardened to the point where he was close to cumming, and while he was close, he needed just a little bit more to hit that peak.

If you want to cum in my pussy, Micheal, than suck my boyfriend’s dick!

Not waiting any longer, I grabbed hold of Derren’s cock, and pushing it forward, placed it directly in front of Micheal’s mouth- he opened up, and with a gulp, my boyfriend slid his dick into Micheal’s mouth!

Oh fuck!

If sharing Micheal’s dick with Derren had been hot- if the sight of Derren’s mouth around his cock had turned me on- this was even hotter!

Although maybe just the head slid into Micheal’s mouth, the sight of my boyfriend’s dick in his mouth was enough for me. Using all the force I could muster, I bounced once, than twice more on the length of him, and my pussy gripped him like a vise as I came again!

“Fuck!” I groaned, and as I came, then I felt it.

Micheal may have been playing a game, but the amount of cum that he shot inside of me told me that he was just as turned on as I was. Pushing up into me, as my body twitched in excitement, he pumped what seemed like four solid shots of his juice deep inside of me, coating the insides of my pussy with his sperm…

I’m so fucking full, so fucking full-

At that, I felt myself rolling off of his sweaty body, and onto the other side of my bed, next to him. The room was spinning it seemed now, I was coated in my own sweat, and my insides felt like they had a lake of sperm inside of them; I knew that I needed to get up and go to the bathroom, to wash this out of me before I suffered the consequences of our actions, but my quivering body found itself almost unable to move on top of the comforter. It was dangerous letting cum stay inside of me, but it felt so good it was hard to do what I needed to do!

 

X.

 

I need just a second here!

Derren’s hands suddenly grabbed my arms firmly, his fingers digging into the muscles, as he climbed on top of me, and he pushed his hard cock inside of my dripping wet cunt!

Oh damn!

Maybe I was ready, maybe not, but there was no question that Derren was about to explode. He was harder than I had ever felt him before, his throbbing cock desperate for release, shoving it’s way into me in a coating of Micheal’s hot sticky cum!

“Fuck!” I groaned, my eyes going wide, as I looked into his, “Fuck!”

Never before had I been fucked like this, by two different cocks in the same night, and the sensation was amazing. My body was still coming down from Micheal, and now here was Derren, bringing me right back up to another orgasm with every inch he gave me. I could do nothing more but lay here and take it as my pussy quivered, my toes curled, and my fingers dug into my boyfriend’s strong back.

“Give it to me,” I said, “Fuck me Derren!”

Derren fucked me hard, and he fucked me fast.

Like a human version of the Energizer bunny, he pounded my dripping pussy hard, and he pounded it fast. As his cock seemed bigger than it had ever felt before, the cum and my own juices that was inside of me acted like a natural lubricant, and all I could do was take his dick. He fucked me like a man possessed, my eyes closing as I gave into the feeling of him, the feeling of having a second cock so quickly and deeply shoved inside of me. I was about to orgasm again, and as I did, my nails dug into his back and my hips bucked upwards, an explosive release like I had never felt before in my life.

“Fuck,” I groaned again, “Fuck!”

With all of his intensity, he did not last long, and he soon came as well, his own fluids joining the mess that was already inside of me. As he came, grunting loudly, he seemed to burst fully, his cock soon deflating like it does when he is able to let go and give all he has got to me; he pulled out of me, my body still quivering, and I looked down at the mess of sperm that was dripping from my insides and onto the comforter.

My pussy is so fucking full!

As good as it feels to have cum swimming around inside of me, I am still a young woman, and I still have to be careful; as much as my well fucked body wanted to stay right in place, and just let the sweat of our bodies dry up in the suddenly hot room, I needed to do something about it. I had ignored it too long, and I couldn’t risk getting pregnant.

I wouldn’t even know who the father would be!

Then Micheal surprised me again.

Just as I was going to rise from the bed, he crawled down between my thighs, his face burying itself between my legs.

Is he really going to do that?

Is he really going to eat my cum filled pussy?

“Oh fuck!” I groaned, as his tongue made contact with my flesh, “Oh fuck!”

He slobbered and sucked every bit of it out of me, eagerly lapping it up, as all I could do was grab the back of his head for dear life with my hands. My hips ground up into his face, and while he was good at what he was doing, what exactly he was doing made me feel another hard orgasm; it burst from inside of me, my pussy pulsing as it pushed the cum up from deep inside of it and into his mouth, and Micheal kept on eating my cunt out!

Finally, he looked up from the meal he was making of my pussy, the off white color of their combined cum on his lips, and he smiled at me.

Yes, this had just happened!

I looked over at my boyfriend, who was now standing off to the side, and I was not sure what to expect. 

Is this going to change everything for us now?

“Did you save some for me?” he asked, as Micheal moved aside, letting him take his turn at my pussy!

Yes, Derren, get that cum!


Amy’s Bi Surprise

 

I.

 

Ask your partner to tell you something that you don’t know about them.

Reading the line in the women’s magazine I held in my hand, I smiled, and I almost laughed.

After seven years, what more is there to know?

Maybe some men are the strong and quiet type, but while my husband Bryce definitely is the former, he has never been the latter. I was actually surprised to learn he was a Marine when I first started dating him.

Aren’t Marines supposed to do what they are told and not talk about it?

“What’s so funny?” Bryce said, the sound of the game he was playing on his phone loud.

Him and that damn game!

“Nothing,” I said, sighing, “Actually, tell me something I don’t know about you.”

“I just got sent back to prison,” Bryce said, announcing the progress in his handheld amusement like I cared, “What?”

“I said, tell me something that I don’t know about you,” I said.
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