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They had the apartment to themselves again. Maureen and Jonathan sat on the couch and watched television together. It seemed like the rest of the University of Georgia was out celebrating the end of the Spring term, drinking and experiencing embarrassing sexual incidents. That was fine with them. They worked hard not only for their grades in their second year but also for cash at the part-time jobs. They were exhausted and wanted to do something to kick off the summer that probably no one else was doing. Something mundane. So they declared it Mundane Night. Then again, being with each other and watching a movie they picked at random on Netflix was something they rarely got to do.


There on the couch, Jonathan kept his arm around her and his feet in white socks on the coffee table. Maureen rested her head on his shoulder and squirmed against him every few minutes. She loved having him so close to her body. Loved how he smelt and felt.


“This movie kinda sucks,” Jonathan said and picked popcorn from the bowl on his lap.


Maureen giggled and did the same.


“Yeah, but that’s okay.”


She rubbed his chest, feeling the slight muscles under his t-shirt. The last few months, Jonathan had been working out at her gym with her, another date-thing they decided on since school work occupied all their free time. He preferred aerobic work-outs, riding the bikes or running on the treadmills. He only used free weights once a week but it had been showing the results ever so slightly in his chest and arms. She liked it. Liked to run her tongue over them when they were in her room.


The bowl moved, jerked to the side as if something were lifting it. Maureen smiled and pushed the bowl against his groin. Jonathan smiled back, knowing that she knew what was going on in his jeans.


“Should we pick something else to watch?” she asked.


“If you want,” he said. 


Maureen moved the popcorn bowl to the coffee table, next to Jonathan’s crossed feet. She settled back under his arm and rested her head on his chest, giving him the back of her head.


“I’m sure I can find something interesting to watch,” she said.


She placed her french-manicured hand on the long bulge in his jeans and massaged it. Jonathan moaned.


“I thought we were going to be boring tonight?” he asked.


Maureen smiled mischievously and pinched down the length, plumping it.


“I think I can pull it off,” she said, sliding her legs in black yoga pants together on the couch. “Being boring, that is.”


“I doubt that.”


“Take off your pants.”


“Is Jenna at work?” he asked, worried.


“No, she went to a party tonight. Why? Want her to help?”


She felt him swell against her fingers. Jenna was a pretty Japanese-American woman with, currently, short, boyish purple hair. Maureen knew Jonathan was attracted to her roommate. Hell, Maureen was attracted to her. But she also knew that nothing would happen between them without her knowing. She trusted them. If Jonathan fantasized about her, it was fine with Maureen. They weren’t married. He could even mess around as long as he was safe. Maureen did. Sex was something to experience. It was a fun activity. Her heart belonged to Jonathan. She would always be there for him the way he was there for her.


“No,” he said. She could hear the lie in his voice. “I don’t want her to walk in on us. Maybe we should go to your bedroom.”


“No. I want to stay here. This is Mundane Night. We’ll play around on the couch like we used to do when we were kids without boyfriends.”


“I never had a boyfriend.”


Maureen giggled.


“You know what I mean. Now take those jeans off.”


“Okay,” he said, trying to sound reluctant.


Jonathan opened his jeans and pulled them down his muscular legs covered with light brown hair that matched the ones on his head. He settled back down. Maureen stared at the pointy bulge in his boxers and then glared at him from under her brows and brown bangs.


“Really?” she asked.


“Oh, those too?”


Maureen nodded and bit her lower lip. He loved when she did that. Her slightly tan face home to sparkling hazel eyes lit up. It made him harder.


Jonathan smiled, removed his boxers, and revealed a thick cock that pointed towards his chest. His pubes were groomed short to enhance the length, though Maureen felt it wasn’t needed, and gave access to his loose balls without tickling her nose.


“Better?” he asked.


Maureen settled back on his chest and dragged her fingernail along his thighs. His cock throbbed and his hips squirmed.


“Much better,” she whispered.


Her eyes locked on his swollen member, she dragged her fingernail up the ridges of the shaft, favoring the main vein that ran center from the base to the head. Jonathan groaned. A drop of pre-cum escaped the purplish head. She hadn’t realized how excited he was tonight. Was it all evening or in the last few moments?


Maureen switched from fingernail to fingertip and scraped the ridge of the crown, making it pump out another drop. She loved manipulating his cock so easily. She imagined he wanted her mouth around the head. Her tongue pressed to it and wetly stroked it. Maybe she would. She hadn’t decided yet.


Her index finger moved off the ridge and to the hole at the top. She smeared the warm pre-cum around, the pressure firm, exploring the hardness under the spongy flesh of the head. Jonathan gasped and groaned familiar sounds but not always so intense during a handjob. He usually sounded like this when he was in her mouth or pussy. She smiled, proud of driving him so nuts.


Giving the intense sensation a break, she wrapped her hand around the middle of the shaft and brought her face up to his. Kissing him deeply, offering her tongue, she stroked him slow from base to head. His hips moved with her actions as if fucking her fist.


“Oh, God,” he whined. “Suck me. Please?”


Maureen looked into his eyes and giggled.


“Maybe.”


She rested her head back on his chest and continued to stroke him. Slower. Her eyes studyied his cock, savoring how it swelled in her tight grip. She considered making him cum like this. He surely would. Then she could fuck him and not have to worry about him popping before she had her orgasms.


The lock on the front door clicked. 


Both their hearts in overdrive, fueled by fear, Jonathan and Maureen threw their attention at the door. Either someone was breaking into the apartment or...


As it opened wide, Jonathan grabbed the pull-over blanket at the other side of the couch and covered his lap and legs. When Jenna entered the room, he realized that Maureen was under the blanket, her head resting on his belly.


“Oh, my God,” Jenna said. “This school can be so lame.”


Jonathan flashed an uncomfortable smile and grabbed the matching pillow at his side, positioning it to block Maureen’s head bulging under the blanket. Jenna, wearing short shorts to show off her long, lean legs and a matching green tank, sat on the black lounge chair at their side, facing them. Even though her delicate face was peeved, she still appeared cute with her short hair in pigtails.


“All the guys here are losers,” Jenna said, glancing at her purple-painted nails. “Do you know how many times some drunk frat boy tried to get me into his room tonight? None. No, they all wanted to drag me into the bushes or the closet to fuck around. Granted, some of them are cute and I know them but have a little class. Offer me a bed. A couch even. How am I supposed to be at my best when I’m not comfortable?”


Still hard in her hand, Maureen cupped Jonathan’s nuts in the other and slipped her warm wet mouth over the head of his cock. It swelled against her tongue, making her smile around it.


“That’s uh terrible,” Jonathan offered. He cleared his throat and tried to be composed.


“Not you, Jonathan,” Jenna said, softening. “You have lots of class. Probably one of the few boys around here. If you weren’t with Maureen I would definitely get with you.”


Moving ever so slightly, Maureen’s mouth took him deeper and her hand flexed around his balls. She wasn’t sure but she might have moaned. She always moaned when she had him in her mouth. She could never tire of the contours against her lips and tongue.


“Um, thanks,” he said, uncomfortably facing the television. “I guess.”


Jenna leaned forward to peek into the dark, empty kitchen.


“Where’s Maureen?” she asked. “She abandoned you?”


Maureen held still and swirled her tongue over his penis hole. His pre-cum absorbed into her tongue. He was tart tonight. Her favorite. The friction of her tongue sent a fresh wave of sensations through his body, making him tense hard.


“No. She’s in her bedroom looking for something,” he said, straining to keep his voice steady. “She’ll be right back.”


“Okay,” Jenna sighed. “I’m gonna change out of these clothes. I smell like beer and boy stink.”


Jenna pushed herself off the chair and, in flip-flops, stomped to her room which was farther down the hall from Maureen’s. Jonathan whipped the blanket and pillow off her bobbing head.


“Fuck,” he said. “You better stop.”


Maureen popped her mouth off, sending a soft snap in his cock head, and looked up at him.


“You’re close?”


“No. Not close enough. Jenna will be back soon.”


Jerking his saliva wet cock, she said, “So let her watch. She won’t mind. Might be the only action she sees tonight.”


“No, way. That would be too weird.”


“Oh, there you are,” Jenna said, returning, coming up behind them. “Thought you were going to leave your boyfriend all for me tonight.”


Jonathan covered his cock and Maureen’s hand around it with the blanket. She jerked it slow, stretching the thumb over the head for a quick massage on the upstroke.


“You wish,” Maureen said, snuggling closer to him.


Jenna sat next to Jonathan and tucked her legs under her butt. She now wore gray sweat shorts with the school logo on it, and a white t-shirt with Pink on the breast. The tails were gone and her short colored hair stuck out from her head.


“Sometimes I do,” Jenna said, taking the bowl of popcorn from the table, placing it on her lap, and eating the kernels. “Please, don’t be jealous.”


“I’m not,” Maureen said, her hand making the blanket bubble on his lap. “I kind of like it. Makes him more special.”


“Awe,” Jenna said. “I’m so glad I can help.” She pops a few kernels in her mouth. “So what are we watching.”


“Um, don’t take this the wrong way, Jenna,” Jonathan said. “But we’re having a private moment.”


Jenna flashed him confusion. Maureen rolled her eyes, focusing her thumb over his slick cock hole longer than usual. Jonathan’s eyes hooded and he fought off a moan.


“Private moment? You’re watching a movie on the couch.”


“She can stay,” Maureen said. 


“No, no,” he said. “It’s Mundane Night. We’re doing boring things together.”


“Oh, please,” Jenna exasperated. “Giving you a handjob on the couch is not mundane.”


Maureen laughed. Jonathan blushed.


“What?  A handjob? No.”


“I think the jig is up.” Maureen pulled the blanket off and revealed the large white cock in her hand. 


“Oh, man,” Jonathan said, embarrassed and hiding his face behind his hands.


“Wow, Jonathan,” Jenna said, chewing the corn with her mouth and his cock with her eyes. “Maureen wasn’t kidding. What have you been eating as a child to get that big.”


Jonathan grabs the blanket and tries to cover himself up. Jenna pulls it from him and places it on her side of the couch. 


“No, no. No, need to be ashamed,” she said. “We’re all adults here. We got the fake IDs to prove it.”


“Thank you, Jenna,” Maureen said. 


She moved her mouth over his cock and drooled spit to lube her hand in motion. Jonathan, lightheaded by the situation, rolled his eyes and rested his head back.


“It’s not like I haven’t seen junk tonight,” Jenna said. “They had them sticking out of their pants at the party, aching to be adopted or something. This is a nice change of pace. It’s not after me and it found someone to love.”


Maureen laughed harder, making her strokes faster, her grip tighter when it slid over the head.


“I’ll just watch a few minutes of this movie, see if it’s interesting, then go to bed. Do you mind?”


“I don’t mind if you don’t,” Maureen said.


Jenna glanced at Jonathan to see his response. All he could do was stare at Jenna as if he were a frightened animal. The squishing from his cock answered for him.


The women settled down and watched the screen. Jenna munched one kernel at a time and Maureen shifted the speed and length of her gliding hand over Jonathan’s cock. The boy tried to watch the movie with them, tried to laugh with them at the same parts of the comedy, but Maureen’s hand wouldn’t allow it. Whenever they made eye contact, she smiled and dribbled more spit to her work. Each refreshing dose added more pleasure to the friction, eventually building up. His hips pumped with her hand.


“Gonna cum, baby,” Maureen asked.


“If you keep doing that?” Jonathan said.


Maureen spat again on him and focused her stroking around the head. Her other hand returned to his balls where it gently massaged and tugged them. Jenna, forgetting about the movie, divided her attention between the handjob and Jonathan’s eyes. 


“Gonna be a big one?” Jenna whispered. “Do you cum a lot, Jonathan?”


He closed his eyes and opened his mouth. The pressure was building too fast for him to answer.
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